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THE FIRST BOOKS IN THE WORLD 


§ I 

T he history of literature really begins long before men learned to 
write. Dancing was the earliest of the arts. Man danced for joy 
round his primitive camp-fire after the defeat and slaughter of his 
enemy. He yelled and shouted as he danced, and gradually the yells and 
shouts became coherent and caught the measure of the dance, and thus the 
first war-song was sung. As the idea of God developed, prayers were 
framed. The songs and the prayers became traditional and were repeated 
from one generation to another, each generation adding something of 
its own. 

As man.slowly grew more civilised, he was compelled to invent some 
method of writing by three urgent necessities. There were certain things 
that it was dangerous to forget, and which therefore had to be recorded. 
It was often, necessary to communicate with persons who were some 
distance away, and it was necessary to protect one’s property by marking 
tools, cattle, and so on, in some distinctive manner. So man taught himself 
to write, and having learned to write purely for utiUtarian reasons, he used 
this new method for preserving his war-songs and his prayers. Of course, 
among these ancient peoples, there were only a very few individuals who 
learned to write, and only a few who could read what was written. 

The earliest writing was merely rude scratchings on rocks, and it is 
supposed that these rock inscriptions were traced by a scribe, and then 
acti^y cut by a stonecutter, who probably had no idea of the meaning. 
Presently, man began to write with a stylus on baked clay tablets. Specimens 
of these clay boolu were discovered by Sir Henry Layard in Chaldea. One 
of them is now in the British Museum, and is an account of the Flood. 
This is probably the oldest existing example of writing. It was inscribed 
about the year 4000 B.C., and there is reason to believe that the Hebrews 
founded the story of the Flood in the Book of Genesis on the Chaldean 
narrative written thousands of years before the Bible. The Chaldeans 
used what are called cuneiform characters. The word “ cuneiform ’ is 
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derived ftom the Latin emeus, which means a wedge. Each character is 
composed of a wedge or a combination of wedges written from left to 
right with a square-pointed stylus. 

The Chalcfean scribes were in the pay of the court. When the king 
went to war, the scribe was an important member of his staff. It was his 
business to note the number of cities captured, the number of enemies 
killed, and the amount of the spoils, and, incidentally, to accent the prowess 
of the king. The priests who wrote the Chaldean rehgious literature also 
received sdaries from the royal treasury. In addition to war records and 
prayers, Chaldean clay tablets have been found dealing with agriculture, 
astrology, and politics. It has been suggested that the clay tablets discovered 
by Layard and other Assyriologists were part of the Ubrary of Sennacherib 
at Nineveh. Sennacherib died in the year 68i b.c. 

Egyptian literature is next to die Chaldean in antiquity. The Egyptian 
books were written on papyrus, a material made from the pith of a reed 
that grew in the valley of the Nile, with a reed pen made from the stalk 
of grasses, or from canes and bamboos. The earliest Egyptian book of 
which we know. The Book of the Dead, was written at the time of the 
building of the Great Pyramid. A copy of The Book of the Dead is in the 
British Museum. Mr. George Putnam describes it as “ consisting of 
invocations to the deities, psalms, prayers, and the descriptions of experiences 
that awaited the spirit of the departed in the world to come, experiences that 
included an exhaustive analysis of his past hfe and his final judgment for 
his hfe hereafter.” 

The Book of the Dead is a sort of ritual, and a copy of the book was 
always placed in the tomb as a safe conduct for the sold on its Journey to 
the world to come. On account of this custom the ancient Egyptian 
undertakers are, as Mr. Putnam says, the first booksellers known to history. 
In Egypt the Hterary idea flourished in the temples, and among the many 
Egyptian gods was Thoth-Hermes, the Ibis-headed “ Lord of the Hall of 
Books.” But while much of the tittle of ancient Egyptian literature that 
has come dovra to us is definitely religious, there was also a court literature 
in ancient Egypt and a popular literature made up of folk-tales. In the 
centuries that followed, the Egyptians produced an extensive, literature 
comprising books on religion, morals, law, rhetoric, arithmetic, mensura¬ 
tion, geometry, medicine, books of travel, and, above all, novels. Only 
a very little of this literature has been preserved, and it is probable that 
ancient Egyptian literature was not represented even on tne shelves at 
Alexandria, which was entirely a Greek library. 

Apart from The Book of the Dead, another Egyptian book. The Precepts 
of Ptah-Hotep, is the oldest book in the world. Ptah-Hotep was bom in 
Memphis and he lived about the year 3Sjo b.c. 
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The immense age of this oldest book but one may be realised if it be 
remembered that it was written two thousand years before Moses and two 
thousand years before the compilation of the Indian Vedas. It is two 
thousand five hundred years older than Homer and Solomon’s Proverbs. 
The space of yean between Solomon and ourselves is not so great as that 
between Solomon and Ptali-Hotep. 

The precepts were written on a papyrus 23 feet 7 inches by s feet} inch, 
now in the Biblioth^que Nationale at Paris. The following is an extract 
from Mr. Gunn’s translation : 

Cause not fear among men ; for (this) the God punisheth likewise. For there 
is a man that saith, “ Therein is life ” ; and he is bereft of the bread of his mouth. 
There is a man that saith, “ Power (is therein) ” ; and he saith, “ I seize for myself 
that which I perceive.” Thus a man speaketh, and he is smitten down. It is 
another that attaineth by giving unto him that hath not. Never hath that which 
men have prepared for come to pass ; for what the God hath commanded, 
even that thing cometh to pass. Live, dierefore, in the house of kindliness, and 
men shall come and give gifts of dicniselves. 

If thou be among the guests of a man that is greater than thou, accept that 
which he giveth thee, putting it to thy lips. If thou look at him that is before 
thee (thine host), pierce him not widi many glances. It is abhorred of the soul 
to stare at him. Speak not till he address thee ; one knoweth not what may be 
evil in his opinion. Speak when he questioncth thee ; so sliall thy speech be 
good in his opinion. The noble who sittedi before food divideth it as his soul 
moveth hiin ; he giveth unto him that he would favour—it is the custom of the 
evening meal. It is his soul that guideth his hand. It is the noble that bestowed), 
not the underling that attaineth. Thus dte eating of bread is under the providence 
of God ; he ft an ignorant man that disputed) it. 

If thou be an eniissary sent from one noble to atiother, be exact after the manner 
of him that sent thee, give his message even as he had) said it. Beware of making 
eiimity by thy words, setting one noble against the od)cr by perverting truth. 
Overstep it not, neither repeat dtat which any man, be he prince or peasant, 
saith in opening the heart; it is abhorrettt to the soul. 


§2 

Hundreds of years before die beginning of European literature, books 
had bcenVritten in China.^ But Confucius, the great Chinese philosopher, 
who flourished five hundred years before the birth of Chrwt, laid the 

* Writing in China is said to have been invented by the Emperor Fu Hai, about 2800 B.c. 
He planned the eight symbols for earth, fire, water, etc., and ultimately these multiplied 
into the vast piemre-writing of the Chinese language. On bronzes, jade, bone, and pottery, 
this language was first used in religious symWism, and then to record the stories and 
records, especially of the royal dynasties. It was these annals, folk-tales, poems, and records 
which Confucius edited and published during the last five years of his life {551-479 B.C.), 
annotating them with rules of conduct drawn from his own experience as a statesman. 
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foundation of Chinese literature and ethics. They were written on tablets 
made from bamboo fibre. Sometimes Chinese tablets were scratched with 
a sharp stylus, sometimes the words were painted with indian ink. The 
Chinese also wrote books on silk. Paper was manufactured in China 
about too B.C. The Chinese began to print from solid blocks soon after 
the birth of Christ, and they were printing from movable type three 
hundred years before the invention of printing in Europe. 

Early Chinese literature was ethical—the collection of traditional wisdom 
concerning conduct, written in order that men might live happily in this 
world and be prepared for a better and more satisfactory life in the world 
to come. The ancient Chinese writer was generally an honoured citizen, 
and was regarded as an important national asset, but at the beginning of 
the second century b.c. the Emperor Che-Hwang-ti ordered that all books 
should be burned except those dealing with medicine and husbandry. 
This Mr. Putnam says is probably “ the most drastic and comprehensive 
policy for the suppression of a literature that the world has ever seen.” 
Fortunately many of the ancient songs had been learned by heart and were 
repeated by public reciters. After the vandal emperor’s death the text was 
again committed to writing. Though the Chinese author could not look 
for any income from the circulation of his books, he could rely on receiving 
a stipend from the State, and in no country has the Government held writers 
and students in higher honour. In this connection it is interesting to note 
that one of the earliest successful women writers in the history of literature 
was a Chinese woman named Pan Chao, who was writing history at the 
beginning of the Christian era. The ancient literature of China is so 
extensive and so distinguished that, until the recent Communist revolution, 
Chinese literature was little more than a series of commentaries on the 
works of classic authors. The influence of the classic writers on the 
national life was tremendous, and it made China in all respects the most 
conservative nation in the world. The Chinese respect for tradition was 
so great that the production of a modern literature that might rival the 
ancient literature was regarded as an impious impertinence. Moreover, the 
devotion to the classic writers prevented any change in the Chinese 
language since the dawn of history. To read a poem by Chaucer written 
five hundred years ago, and to note the immense difference between the 
English of Chaucer and the English of to-day, makes it easy to realise the 
extraordinary unchangeableness of the Chinese language. 

The Indian Vedas, the sacred scriptures of the Sanscrit peoples, were 
written out at least a thousand years before Christ. Buddha lived towards 
the end of the sixtli century b.c., and his teaching caused the production 
of an immense Indian theological literature, written either on dressed slfins 
or prepared palm-leaves. The earliest Hebrew books were written about 
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600 B.c. So far as is known there was no literature in Japan until about a 
thousand years ago, and in Japan, as in China and in Greece, the public 
reciters preceded the written book by many centuries. 

The Phoenicians, the busy trading Semitic people who lived in the 
North of Africa, and whose capital, Carthage, was the first commercial 
capital of the world, first taught the Greeks how to write, and from the 
Egyptians the Greeks obtained their first idea of bookmaking. The Greek 
alphabet was evolved, certainly as early as the eighth century b.c. In his 
• Greek Literature ]evons says that reading and writing were taught in Greece 
as early as 500 b.c., in which year there were boys schools in the island of 
Cliios, and it was generally regarded as shameful not to be able to write 
and read. Jevons, however, suggests that education in Greece at this time 
was usually only enough to make a man capable of keeping accounts and 
of writing to iiis friends, and that there is no reason to suppose that the 
Greeks in this early age had acquired the habit of reading books. The 
Greek public reciters, who flourished before writing became common, 
were called “ rhapsodists,” and their custom was to entertain audiences 
in the open air with a complete recital of the Homeric epics. The rhapsodists 
travelled from town to town like a modern theatrical company on tour, 
and the poems and legends that they learned by heart were the stock-in- 
trade that secured them a living. 

Alexandria succeeded Athens as the capital of Greek culture, and the 
Ptolemies, Vho were enthusiastic book collectors, endeavoured to collect 
every available copy of the great Greek masterpieces. There were 700,000 
Greek books in the library at Alexandria, which was partly burnt by Julius 
Caesar in the? year 48 B.C. To-day, nearly two thousand years later, there 
are only four million books in the British Museum Library. On the 
shelves at Alexandria, the reader found the Iliad and the Odyssey, Plato’s 
Republic, the writings of Xenophon and Herodotus, the plays of Euripides, 
Sophocles, jEschylus, and Aristophanes, Euclid’s Geometry, and many 
books on mathematics and science which have been entirely lost. It is a 
remarkable fiict that, though the ancients, and particularly the Romans, 
were expert road-makers, working according to scientific plans, there is 
in existence no treatise on the ancient art of road-making or on any other 
branch of ancient engineering. Such books must have been in existence, 
but they have completely disappeared. 

The books in the Ubrary at Alexandria were very different things from 
the books in the British Museum. Most of them were written on papyrus, 
a materia] made from the pith of an Egyptian reed, and a few were written 
on parchment, the use of which had been discovered about a hundred 
years before the Alexandria library was set on fire. The papyrus book 
looked very much Uke a modem map. The matter was written on one side 
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only, and the papyrus was fastened to a wooden roller, round which it 
was rolled. Some of these rolls were very long, but the usual habit was to 
make them comparatively short. The papyrus was generally about a foot 
in width. The book was written in a series of narrow columns running the 
full length of the roll, and the columns were from two to three and a half 
inches wide ; with lines in red ruled between them. Homer’s Iliad would 
probably have been written on at least twenty-four different rolls, and there 
were many copies of the same work in the Alexandria hbrary, so that the 
actual number of individual books was very much less than the number 
of rolls. After the book had been written on the papyrus by the scribe, 
it was ornamented and embellished by a craftsman, who was the prototype 
of the modem book illustrator. Then the binders received the manuscript, 
and their business was to cut the margins and smooth the parchment or 
papyrus. The scroll was then fixed to a wooden roller, and the knobs at 
the end of the rollers were often decorated with metal ornaments. The 
manuscripts were written with reed pens in ink made of lamp-black and 
gum. The back of the book was dyed with saffron, and the rolls were 
usually wrapped in parchment cases, dyed purple or yellow. 

The scribes were, also, the earliest booksellers. They would borrow 
a manuscript, possibly for a fee, laboriously copy it on their papyrus scrolls 
and sell the copies. There were many of these scribe-booksellers dwelling 
in Athens fifty years before the birth of Christ. They had their shops in 
the market-places, and by the time of Alexander the Great the "bookselling 
trade had become an estabhshed institution. The ancient bookseller was 
not always particularly honest, and it was a common practice to give a 
modem manuscript the appearance of a rare antique by butying it in a 
sack of grain until the colour had changed and the papyrus had become 
worm-eaten. 


§3 

It was in the third century before Christ that Alexandria became the 
centre of Greek literary activity, and about the same time Roman writers 
began to create original work in the maimer of the Athenians. Perhaps 
the most famous hterary acliievement at. the beginning of Alexandria’s 
htcrary history was the translation of the Old Testament into Greek in 
the version tliat is known as the Septuagint. According to tradition the 
translation was made by seventy learned Jewish rabbis. The fact that the 
papyrus was manufactured in Egypt helped to give Alexandria its importance 
as a book-producing centre, and its geographical position kept it, to a large 
extent, outside the constant wars that devastated so large a part of the 
ancient world. Staffs of expert copyists worked in the great Alexandnan 
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library under the supervision of authoritative scholars, and the copies they 
made were distributed throughout the world by the Alexandria booksellers. 
The prominent Uterary position of Alexandria continued long after its 
conquest by the Romans and until Greek ceased to be the mhionable 
language of the ancient world. Even as late as the fifth century A.D. 
Alexandria was a centre of culture and learning, a fact which Charles 
Kingsley has employed witli dramatic effect in his novel Hypatia. 

In its beginning the literature of Rome was a foreign literature. As 
Rome established itself as the capital of the world, ambitious writers flocked 
to it from all parts of the world, just as in the eighteenth century tliey 
flocked to Paris, but for a very long time Greek remained the literary 
language. Long after the Roman armies had occupied the whole of the 
Grecian Peninsula, the cultured Roman read Greek books, bought from 
Alexandrian copyists. The only parallel to the recognition of Greek as 
the sole worthy literary language occurred in the eighteenth century when 
French held much the same position on the continent of Europe, and when 
Frederick the Great of Prussia amused himself by writing French verse. 
When a Latin literature began to be produced it was entirely based on 
Greek models. The Greek plays were translated into Latin, Homer was 
translated into Latin, and the original Latin work was inevitably imitative. 
In this connection it is interesting to note that many of the more conspicuous 
Latin authors, who flourished before the first century b.c., that is to say 
before the Peginning of the golden age of Latin literature, were foreigners 
and not Romans by birth. The classic period of Latin literature barely 
lasted a hundred years. Between the year lOO b.c. and the birth of Christ, 
Cicero, Lucretius, Caesar, Horace, Virgil, Ovid, and Livy all Uved and 
wrote and died. 

In his interesting The Fascination of Books, Mr. Joseph Shaylor says : 

The Roman libraries and bookshops were the resort of the fashionable as 
well as of the learned society of this period. At these shops, literary and critical 
friends met and discussed each new book as it appeared from the copyist. These 
shops were located in the most frequented places. The titles of new and standard 
books were exhibited outside the shops as an advertisement. Announcements 
of works in preparation were made in the same way. The outside box from which 
cheap books might be collected was also a feature in trade. Many of tliese old- 
time customs have their counterpart in the publisliing and bookselling of to-day. 
We read of Cicero desiring to pay for a copy of one of his books which he wished 
sent to a friend, so that it should not be entered on the register of complimentary 
copies, and also giving instructions as to the “ remainder ” of a particular book 
consisting of a considerable number of copies of which he wisheef to dispose at a 
cheap rate. 

We are told that the most frequent frtc of unsuccessful poetry was to be used 
for the wrapping up of fish and other goods, while large supplies of surplus 
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Stock found their way from the booksellers to the fires of public baths, a very 
right way of disposing of them, and a method which modem publishers might 
often adopt with advantage. Other ancient customs have still their modem 
significance, such as buying all rights in an MS. A royalty system also existed, 
and authors were frequently paid in part for their labours bv receiving copies 
of their published book, although by many it was considered degrading to ask 
/or payment for literary work, a form of pride which is not common to-day. 
As no copyright law was then in existence, books were copied and re-copied 
immediately upon publication. 

Professional writers in ancient Rome depended for their livelihood on 
the patronage of the wealthy lover of letters, and it is worth noting that 
what was true in Rome before the birth of Christ remained true of the 
whole of Europe until the end of the eighteenth century. Horace and 
Virgil depended on the bounty of Maecenas, an enlightened millionaire 
who regarded die poet as the most useful of all the servants of the State. 
Centuries afterwards Molibre and La Fontaine depended on the bounty 
of Louis XIV, and English men of letters in die eighteenth century had 
either to find a patron or to starve. 


§4 

In the tliird century a.d. books began to change their form. Instead 
of being continuous rolls, sheets of calf-skin (parchment) specially prepared 
for writing upon were folded once down the middle to make a unit of 
four pages. The successive sheets were then stitched together at the fold 
and thus made into volumes and bound together in wooden boards, which 
were generally ornamented and sometimes covered in leather. This new 
type of book was called a codex, a name originally used for the waxed 
wooden tablets of the Roman law bound together to form a continuous 
book. During the Dark Ages, when few new books were written, it 
was in the monasteries that books found their only safe lodgment and 
willing hands to copy them. In most monasteries there was a room called 
the scriptorium where the work of transcribing was carried on. Occasionally 
some comparatively enlightened layman appreciated the work of these 
literary monks. The great Charlemagne, for example, granted the rights 
of hunting to certain monasteries in order that the monks might provide 
themselves with material for the covers of their books from the skin of 
the deer. Although in these ten centuries there was little original authorship, 
there was splendid artistic expression in the ornamentation of manuscripts. 
The monkish illuminated borders and letters remain things of beauty and 
delight. 

Probably the oldest illuminated manuscript is the Virgil, with its fifty 
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miniatures on its seventy-six pages of vellum, in the Vatican. Ornamenta¬ 
tion and illustration were practised in the first centuries after Christ in 
Alexandria, and it is probable that Byzantine illumination began there. 
There were many kinds of illumination in the Middle Ages. The art was 
patronised by Alfred the Great, and was practised at Winchester and else¬ 
where in England. Happily, many examples of these beautiful monkish 
MSS., with their dehcately ornamented borders and fine initial letters, have 
been preserved. The monastery scribes wrote with quill pens. In his 
* interesting book. Illumination, Mr. Sidney Farnsworth says that probably 
the earliest allusion to the quill pen “ occurs in the writings of St. Isidore 
of Seville, who Uved in die early part of the seventh century.” Quills 
were, however, in use at a much earlier time, and bronze pens were used 
by the Romans. 

The artistic activities of the monasteries were not by any means universally 
applauded. One mediaival Puritan, referring to these beautiful manuscripts, 
said : 

Some possess the sacred books and have them as if they had them not. They 
shut them up in their book chests. They pay attention only to die thinness of the 
skin and the elegance of die letter. They use them less for reading than for show. 

The mediaeval monks who transcribed manuscripts were generally ex¬ 
onerated from manual labour in the fields. 

The volumes in the monastic libraries consisted of pages as accurately 
and beautifully written as if they were printed. In the Hunterian Museum 
at Glasgow there is one volume that was always accounted among the 
printed books, until a curious observer discovered on a certain page that 
there was a hole in the parchment, and that this hole had been skipped. 
This, of course, was a proof that the work had been written by a scribe 
and not printed by a printing press. Writing of monkish manuscripts, 
Andrew Lang said ; 

It is one of the charms of die MSS. that they illustrate in their minute way 
all the art and even the social condition of die period in which they were pro¬ 
duced. Aposdes, saints, and prophets wear the contemporary costume, and 
Jonah, when thrown to the hungry whale, wears doublet and trunk hose. The 
omaments.illustrate the architectural taste of the day. The backgrounds change 
from diapered patterns to landscapes as newer ways of looking at nature pene¬ 
trated the monasteries. 

In Charles Reade’s novel. The Cloister and the Hearth, there is a vivid 
description of the artist-monks of the Middle Ages. One of them says : 

A scroll looks but barren unless a border of fruit and leaves and rich arabesques 
surround the good words and charm the senses as those do the soul and under¬ 
standing, to say nothing of the pictures of holy men and women departed, with 
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which the several chapters would be adorned, and not alone the ^e soothed 
with the brave and sweetly blended colours, but the heart lifted by effigies of the 
saints in glory. 

The literary work of the monasteries only came to an end when printing, 
invented by Gutenberg in the early fifteenth century, gradually superseded it. 

§5 

So far, we have been considering the production and the embellish- . 
ment of books, but before wc proceed to the detailed examination of the 
great achievements of literature it is necessary to discover the reasons that 
impelled men from the earliest ages to write books. As we have already 
seen, as long ago as the birth of Christ the world possessed an elaborate 
literature which contained supreme examples of every literary form, and 
we have seen how this Uterature developed after the invention of writing. 
Let us endeavour to realise the mentality of prehistoric man living a hard 
life in a sparsely inhabited and bewildering world. He was continually 
confronted by phenomena wliich he could not understand, and by problems 
to which his ever-increasing intelligence demanded an answer. Andrew 
Lang has summarised these problems : 

Wlut was the origin of the world and of men and of beasts ? How came 
the stars by their arrangement and movements ? How are the motions of sun 
and moon to be accounted for ? Why has this tree a red flower aiid tliis bird a 
black mark on its tail ? What was the origin of the tribal dances or of this or 
that law of custom or etiquette ? 

In finding their answers to these questions, prehistoric men were influenced 
by the fact that they did not possess our sense of superiority to the rest of 
creation. They believed that all animals had souls, and that there was 
personality even in the inanimate. Thus Herodotus tells us that the 
Egyptians regarded fire as a five beast, and the wind has been universally 
regarded as a person and the father of cliildrcn. As Andrew Lang says: 

“ To the savage, sky, sun, sea, wind are not only persons, but they are 
savage persons.” With these beliefs in his mind, the prehistoric man set 
out to find answers to the problems of the universe, and these answers 
naturally took the form of a story or what is called a myth. Mythology 
has provided us with the early mental and spiritual history of our race. 
When literature came to be created and man started to write, he naturally 
first wrote down those well-known stories, which had been repeated from 
generation to generation, each new generation adding something of its 
own, of the mysteries of life and death .and of man’s general relation to 
the world in which he lived. These myths, which form the basis of litera¬ 
ture, cover a vast field of speculation. They include myths concerning 
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the origin of the world and the origin of man ; myths concerning the arts 
of life, that is to say, stories telling how man learned the use of the bow 
and the plough, how he learned the art of pottery, and so on ; myths 
concerning the sun and the moon and the stars ; myths concerning death ; 
and finally and perhaps most interesting, romantic myths, stories concerned 
with sex love and the relation between men and women. In all these 
myths the one common quality is the personality given to animals and to 
inanimate objects, and this general conception led to the idea that the 
world was peopled by a vast army of gods acutely and often hostilcly 
interested in human affairs—gods to be worshipped, gods to be placated. 
Between the myth and the development of the religious idea there is a very 
intimate connection. The beginning of literature was largely concerned 
with the records of the deeds of the gods, and, as we have seen, as the religious 
idea developed and man built temples and constructed a ritual of worship, 
the temple became in many parts of the world the first home of the book. 

There is no more interesting and important fact in human history than 
the univenahty of folk-songs and legends. There is an amazing similarity 
between the subjects of tlie songs of the East and tlie songs of the West, 
and stories are common to all the peoples of the world. Many theories 
have been devised to explain the wide distribution of myths. It has been 
suggested that the resemblance is purely accidental, but this is ridiculous. 
It has been suggested that the stories, common to Indians, Persians, Greeks, 
Romans, (jermans, Scandinavians, Russians, and Celts, were known to 
the ancestors of them all, the Aryan tribes, who lived on the central Asian 
tablelands before they emigrated westward, in several great waves, to 
found the Eutopean nations. This seems a plausible enough explanation, 
but it ignores the fact that the stories known to all the Aryan peoples are 
also, in some instances, known to non-Aryan peoples like the Chinese 
and the American Indians. Probably the most satisfoctory explanation of 
the universality of myths is that they are the result of universal experience 
and sentiment. As Andrew Lang has said : “ They are the rough produce 
of the early human mind and arc not yet characterised by the differentia¬ 
tions of race and culture. Such myths might spring up anywhere among 
untutored men and anywhere might survive into civilised literature.” 

Whatever the explanation may be, the wide distribution of tliese old- 
world stories is a most suggestive and interesting fact. It may be worth 
while giving two examples. The story of Cupid and Psyche is one of tlie 
best-known incidents in Greek mythology. Psyche, the youngest daughter 
of a king, was so beautiful that she excited the jealousy of Venus herself, 
and the goddess bade her son, Cupid, slay her mortal rival. Cupid stole 
into Psyche’s apartment, but, when he caught sight of her loveliness, he 
started back in surprise and one of his own arrows entered into his flesh. 
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He vowed that he would never hurt such beauty and innocence. Shortly 
afterwards, he became Psyche’s lover, visiting her at night, making her 
promise that she would never attempt to discover his name or to catch a 
glimpse of his face, and warning her that if she broke her promise he would 
be compelled to leave her for ever. For a long time she restrained her 
curiosity, and then one night she lighted her lamp, and gazed in admiration 
at her sleeping lover. Accidentally she let a drop of oil from the lamp fall 
on to Cupid’s shoulder, and he immediately sprang from the couch and 
flew through the open window, and Psyche had to suffer many things * 
before her lover was restored to her. 

A similar story of a bride who disobeyed the orders of her husband 
occurs in the Norse legend of Freja and Oddur, and is told in the Indian 
Vedas of Pururavas and Urvasi. There is also a Welsh and a Zulu form of 
the same story. The even more familiar Greek story of Diana and Endy- 
mion has its versions in other languages. Diana, the goddess of the moon, 
was driving her milk-white steeds across the heavens, when she caught 
sight of Endymion, a handsome young shepherd, asleep on the hillside. 
She bent down and kissed him, and night afrer night she left her car at the 
same place for a hasty blissful moment. As Byron has written : 

Chaste Artemis, who guides the lunar car, 

The pale nocturnal vigils ever keeping. 

Sped through the silent space from star to star, . 

And, blushing, stooped to kiss Endymion sleeping. 

After a while, Diana could not bear the thought of Endymion’s beauty 
being lost or marred, so she caused him to fall into an eternal sleep and hid 
him in a cave never profaned by human presence. This story belongs to 
the Solar myths, and it is generally supposed that Endymion was the 
setting sun, at which the moon gazes as she starts on her nightly journey. 
The same story is known to the Australian aboriginals, perhaps the most 
backward race in the world, to the Cingalese, and to certain African tribes 
—always, of course, with local variations. 

These myths were the artistic possession of humanity long before the 
beginning of Uterature, and they have inspired poets throughout the ages, 
not only Homer and Ovid, but modem writers like Browning, Hawthorne, 
Herrick, Longfellow, Meredith, William Morris, Pope, Swinburne, 
Tennyson, and particularly Byron, Shelley, Keats, and Rossetti. It was 
to the stories of mythology that the great painters of the Renaissance 
turned for subjects when Greek learning and Greek culture were restored 
to Western Europe, and for centuries afterwards sculpture and painting 
everywhere in Europe echoed these ancient themes, especially in the art 
of David the official painter of the French Revolution and his followers. 
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It is of the first importance to note that literature had a co-operative 
and not an individual beginning. The early stories of the stan, as well as 
the first songs crooned by mothers to their babies, were handed along 
from age to age, changed, elaborated, improved, until at last tliey were 
scratched on the bark of a tree or elaborately written out on the papyrus. 
At the same time as men were inventing and elaborating myths they were 
also accumulating records. As families grew into tribes, and as tribes 
contended for the best pastures and the best fishing, there were countless 
opportunities for individual prowess and courageous achievement, and the 
mighty deeds of the heroes of one generation became in succeeding 
generations the cherished possessions of their family and their tribe. The 
stories were repeated with pride, and, as time went on, the actual deeds 
of the fighting man were picturesquely exaggerated until he came to be 
regarded either as himself a god or as the chosen prot^g^ of a legion of 
gods. These individual achievements were intimately associated with the 
history of the tribes to which the heroes belonged, and, tlius, when men 
first began to write, there was a vast amount of biographical and historical 
tradition already in existence in tlic world, known by heart to scores and 
hundreds of different persons and ready for the scribe permanently to 
preserve. 

But even myths, vast as was the ground they covered, and heroic 
legends dii not exhaust the material ready to the hand of the first man 
who learned to write. The associated life necessarily leads to accepted 
custom and convention. It is impossible for a number of individuals to 
hve together in a family or in a tribe without observing certain rules. 
These rules become more stringent and, at the same time, more interesting 
when they arc associated with certain recurring events. The outstanding 
events in every human Ufe are birth, death, and marriage, and with each 
of these certain traditional ceremonies were soon generally observed. The 
changing seasons also brought with them ceremonies, originally intended 
for the placation of the gods, and springtime and harvest, the sowing of 
the seed and the reaping of the crops, became red-letter days in the primitive 
man’s year. These customs and ceremonies also simpUed a fertile field 
for the first scribes. In addition there was ready for them a vast oral 
collection of nursery stories, closely allied of course with the more terrifying 
myths, of proverbs and of droll sayings, mostly comments on the familiar 
incidents of Ufe. 


§6 

d*oetry is far older than writing. It has now been estabUshed that the 
folk-songs of the European peoples, still repeated and sung by peasants in 
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out-of-the-way villages, are an “ immemorial inheritance.” Andrew Lang 
says: 

Their present form, of course, is relatively recent: in centuries of oral recita¬ 
tion the language altered automatically, but the stock situations and ideas of many 
romantic b^ads are of dateless age and worldwide diffusion. 

The very name “ ballad ” suggests the method by which men first 
began to arrive at the rhythmical arrangement of words. “ Ballad ” is 
derived from the old French verb bailer, which meant to dance, and the 
ballad was originally a song sung by a dancer, the words necessarily 
accompanying the movement. The custom of improvising words to fit 
a dance still exists in Russia and in the Pyrenees. Puttenham, an English 
writer of the sixteenth century, says in his Art of English Poesie : 

Poesie is more ancient than the artificial! of the Greeks and Latines, and used 
of the ancient and uncivill who were before all science and civilitie. 

These early songs and dances were the first artistic expression of emotion. 
With them primitive men found (again to quote Andrew Lang) “ the 
appropriate relief of their emotion in moments of high-wrought feeling 
or on solemn occasions.” In addition, therefore, to the stories and legends 
and myths, the biographies of traditional heroes and the records of families 
and tribes, the first professional literary man had a store of popular songs 
to write down on his papyrus, and it is clear that these songs were the 
beginning of all poetry, poetry having been defined by Mr. Watts-Dunton 
as “ the concrete and artistic expression of the human mind in emotional 
and rhythmical language.” It is important to note that in poetry as well 
as in prose the initial impulse was absolutely popular. The common 
dreams and aspirations were the subject of the unknown poets, who gave 
them a new and greater beauty. This early popular art was followed by 
the development of a definite poetry of personality, the expression of 
particular rather than general emotion which was an aristocratic and not 
a democratic possession. The extent to which the folk-song belonged to 
the people has been proved by the continuance of its popumity into the 
centuries of progress and civilisation. In the golden age of Greece and 
Rome, few men could read and fewer still could write. But most men 
could sing, and many men could improvise songs. In tfie dark centuries 
that followed the fall of the Roman Empire, books had few readers, but 
songs were still sutfg. The new learning that came with the Renaissance 
hardly affected die common people, and the power to read and write has 
only become general during the last hundred years. But through all the 
ages the unlettered have possessed a spoken literature of their own—stories 
and songs, the same in substance as the stories repeated and the songs sung 
by primitive tribesmen long before the beginning of historical records. 
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A great and entertaining literature has been written in recent times upon 
the similarity of folk-songs and legends ; the stories common to all the 
peoples of the world ; the amazing similarity between the subjects of the 
songs of the East and the songs of the West. In these pages it has been 
sufficient to suggest the origins of romantic literature and to point out the 
vast store of material that was waiting for the first literary artist. Early 
literature was therefore the collection of traditional artistic possessions, the 
first writers selecting, arranging, and beautifying stories and songs that had 
been familiar to their ancestors for many generations. Tliis fact should be 
borne in mind by the reader as he begins to consider the monuinents of 
ancient literature, the epics of Homer and tlie earlier books of tlie Bible. 


READING LIST 

For the early forms of books— i.e. the codex ; writing with the stylus, 
etc.—see Sir E. Maunde Thompson’s HmiSook of Greek and Latin Palceo- 
graphy, in the International Scientific Series (Kegan Paul). 

Consult any good encyclopxdia for articles on papyrus, parchment, 
incunabula, manuscript, cuneiform, hieroglyphic, stylus, etc. 

F. A. Mumby’s The Romance of Bookselling (Chapman & Hall) deals 
with the history of bookselling and publishing from very early times, 
including the production of books in ancient Greece, Alexandria, ancient 
Rome, etc. . 

H. G. Aldis’s The Printed Book, in the Cambridge Manuals of Science 
and Literature (Cambridge University Press). 

The following in Messrs. Kegan Paul’s series. Books about Books : 

Books in Manuscript, by Falconer Madan ; 

The Binding of Books, by H. P. Horne ; 

Early Illustrated Booh, by A. W. Pollard. 

G. H. Putnam’s Books and their Makers during the Middle Ages : a Study 
of the Cpnditions of the Production and Distribution of Literature from 
the Fall of the Roman Empire to the Close of the Seventeenth Century, 
3 vols. (G. P. Putnam & Sons). Also, by the same author. Authors and their 
Public in Ancient Times. 

J. A. Herbert’s Illuminated Manuscripts (Methuen). 

For die early history of Libraries, sec Edward Edward’s Libraries, and 
the Founders of Libraries (Trubner & Co., 1864). This includes descriptions 
of <he Ancient Libraries of Egypt, Greece, the Roman Empire, etc., and 
also the Monastic Libraries. 
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Another book is E. C. Richardson’s The Beginnings of Libraries (Oxford 
University Press), and the same author’s Biblical Libraries: a Sketch of 
Library History from 3400 b.c. to a.d. 150 (Oxford University Press). 

A very useful Uttle book for the beginner in mythology is Bulfinch’s 
The Age of Fable (in Messrs. Dent’s Everyman Library). 

Among other general books on mythology may be mentioned Sir 
G. L. Gomme’s Folk-lore as an Historical Science, in the Antiquary’s Books 
(Methuen). 

Hartland’s The Science of Fairy Tales (Methuen). 

W. Y. Evans Wentz, The Fairy Faith in Celtic Countries (Oxford 
University Press). 

Messrs. Dent publish in their Temple Cyclopaedic Primers : 

Dr. H. Steuding’s Greek and Roman Mythology ; 

Dr. O. L. jiriczek’s Northern Hero Legends ; 

D. F. Kaufmann’s Northern Mythology. 

Messrs. G. G. Harrap & Co. pubhsh a very useful series on mythology, 
covering practically the whole field, among which the following volumes 
may be mentioned : 

L. Spence’s An Introduction to Mythology ; 

L. Spence’s Myths and Legends of Ancient Egypt ; 

L. Spence’s Myths and Legends of Babylonia and Assyria 

H. A. Guerber’s The Myths of Greece and Rome ; 

H. A. Guerber’s Myths of the Norsemen ; 

H. A. Guerber’s Myths and Legends of the Middle Ages ; 

M. I. Ebbutt’s Hero-Myths and Legends of the British Race ; 

T. W. Rolleston’s Myths and Legends of the Celtic Race ; 

Sister Nivedita and Dr. A. Coomaraswamy’s Myths of the Hindus 
and Buddhists. 

The Gresham Publishing Co. also have a useful series with the general 
title of Myth and Legend in Literature and Art, which deals with all the 
main mythologies. 

Andrew Lang’s articles in the Encyclopeedia Britannica are invaluable in 
the study of myths. 

Messrs. Macmillan publish Sir J. G. Frazer’s classic work. The Golden 
Bough: a Study in Magic and Religion, in twelve volumes. This firm also 
pubhshes an excellent abridged edition in one volume. 

Chinese Philosophy in Classical Times, edited and newly translated by 
E. R. Hughes (Everyman Library, Dent), excellently covers this important 
phase of Chinese literature. 

The Legacy of Egypt, edited by S. R. K. Glanville (Oxford University 
Press), provides a li^ with the early history of civilisation : and to dvilisa- 
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don, G. H. Breasted’s Survey of the Ancient World (Ginn) constitutes a 
fascinating introduction ; contributory are V. Gordon Childe’s The Dawn 
of European Civilisation (Routlcdge), T. R. Glover’s The Ancient World 
(Cambridge University Press), and E. Eyre’s “ Prehistoric Man,” Vol. I. 
of his European Civilisation (Oxford University Press). 

But those who genuinely desire to learn much about, and hence to 
undentand thoroughly, the ancient world, must resort to The Cambridge 
Ancient History. 

“ The Ancient Literatures of Europe,” Vol. I of H. B. & N. K. Chad¬ 
wick’s The Growth of Literature (Cambridge University Press), is invaluable 
for many of the literary aspects of this vast subject. 

The Miraculous Birth of Language, by Prof. A. R. Wilson (Guild Book, 
or Library edition, by Dent’s), is a remarkable studv of the origins and 
significance of speech and writing. The Guild Book edition has a eulogistic 
introduction by Bernard Shaw. 

A well-illustrated pamphlet on The Book of the Dead is published by the 
British Museum. 


17 



n 


HOMER 

§i 

H omer is the greatest of all the epic poets, and he has left us the 
earliest pictures of European civilisation. Both as poetry and as 
history the //(W and the Odyssey hold a place apart in world Utcrature, 
and it is appdiling to think of what would have been the consequences if 
they had not been preserved. They constituted the Bible of the Greeks in 
historic times ; thus the pliilosophers, Plato among them, are constantly 
quoting lines from tlicm to illustrate a point of morals or to clinch a spiritual 
argument just as Christians have been in the habit of using scripturtu texts. 
To the Greeks Homer was the poet. Just as to us the Bible is the book ; 
and they, like us, have often found a deeper significance or a more poignant 
consolation than was originally intended in plain words which have 
gathered, in the long succession of time, a charm of association and the added 
beauty that is memorial. Moreover, these truly great poems, temples 
open to sunshine and sea-breezes, and built of noble numbers, have been 
models for the epic in every western age that knew them, or the works 
that perpetuated their pattern {e.g. VirgD’s.dBne(d). It is probable that we 
should never have had the “ artificial epics,” as they have been called, of 
Virgil, Lucan, Dajite, Milton, and the rest, if the Homeric poems had been 
lost. It is even possible that such a loss would have prevented the “ grand 
style ” of poetry from being consciously cultivated. But what perhaps 
illustrates the enormous influence exerted by those happily preserved 
masterpieces of man’s imagination is this strange fact—that even in the 
workaday world of to-day plain people know themeaning of the adjective 
“ Homeric,” though they may not have read a single line of any translation 
of Homer. We all know what is meant when a speaker or a writer alludes 
to “ Homeric grandeur ” or “ Homeric laughter,” or observes that “ even 
Homer sometimes nods.” Furthermore, the chief Homeric characters are 
known to us all for their predominant qualities : Achilles for his valour, 
Helen for her beauty, Ulysses for his resourcefulness, Penelope for her 
faithfulness. Any orator, even if his pedestal be only a soap-box at a 
street-comer, can use one of these names to point a moral; they are 
as familiar on our lips as the names of Hamlet or Pecksniff, Othello 
or Micawber. 


i8 



HOMER 


I have spoken, and shall go on speaking, of Homer as a poet, human 
and indivisible ; this is done “ without prejudice,” as the lawyers say— 
that is, without expressing any present opinion as to tlie way in which the 
Homeric poems came into being. He or she who wishes to visit the 
“ wide expanse ” 

That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne, 

and to “ breathe its pure serene ” (the inspired Keats gets the absolutely 
just word here !), need know nothing whatever about that controversij 
labyrinth, the Homeric Problem, Indeed, a childlike ignorance of the 
whole vast discussion started by Wolf’s Prolegonh’ita (publislicd m 1795) 
is a real advantage, for it puts the new votary in the position, as it were, 
of a listener to the recital of the poems in the springtide of historic Hellas 
when nobody had even begun to doubt whether the Iliad and the Odyssey 
had been created by the same master-poet, the selfsame blind old singer 
of a later but still beautiful legend, whicli shows us many cities contending 
for the honour of being his birthplace. For these poems can be read in 
verse translations—with joy to the reader—for the story, and to become 
acquainted with the noble men and women, the not more noble gods and 
goddesses, who love and hate and fight and speak and Uve and die in their 
stirring vicissitudes. 

There ate no better stories to be found in books ; no personages better 
worth knowing. In Achilles we have a hero indeed ; lacking the Christian 
gentleness that is an aureole about Lancelot’s bowed head, it is true, but 
diough barbaric in the violence of his anger and his unrestrained sorrow, 
yet a glorious fighter, a gentleman unafraid of die early doom ordained for 
him (even liis chestnut steed knows all about it), capable of die tcndcrest 
compassion and of high-born courtesy to a suppliant enemy. In Ulysses, 
again, we meet the heroic adventurer, bravely enduring all the toils and 
terrors of a world diat is still wonderland ; a lover of his wife, too, to the 
end, and unable to find, even in the embraces of an ageless goddess in her 
garden-close in a fairy isle, any cure for his homesickness—for, if he had 
no word equivalent to our “ home ” on his lips, yet he had the thing itself 
in his much-enduring heart. 

Then there are the Homeric women, fair and wise and holy—hardly 
equalled for noble simplicity in the long galleries of heroic womanhood, 
from Sophocles to Shakespeare. There is Andromache, die loving young 
wife and mother who, in losing her chivalrous and valiant Hector, loses 
all that makes life worth living. There b Penelope, lacking notliing of 
the gende dignity of the lady of a great house, even when that house b 
invaded by turbulent suitors who waste its substance and seduce her serving- 
women, utterly destroying the kindly dbcipline of the household ; keeping 
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under hard trial her beauty and her honour, the respectful affection of her 
son, Telemachus, and her loyalty to her long-absent lord. Then there is 
the maiden Nausicaa on the eve of a fair marriage—perfect in her sense of 
household duties, her virginal delicacy, her charming common sense, her 
gracious and generous courage. Above all and before all, there is Helen, 
die innocent cause of the wars of the Greeks and Trojans alike, who is all 
the more impressive because we see so little of her and because Homer, 
unlike the makers of mediseval romances, is far too wise to attempt a 
catalogue of her charms—here is an early example of the “ nothing too 
much’’ which is the secret of so many triumphs of Greek art! Because 
of this reticence the beauty of Helen has lived through the ages and made 
flaming altars of the hearts of innumerable poets. 

Almost all our knowledge of Helen’s beauty is derived from a few lines 
in the third book of the Iliad where she ^oes up to the walls of Troy to see 
the fight between Paris and Menelaus. ‘ So speaking, the goddess put into 
her heart a longing for her husband of yore and her city and her father and 
mother. And straightway she veiled herself with white linen, and went 
fordi from her chamber, shedding a great tear.” When the elders of Troy, 
seated on the wall, saw her coming, softly they spoke to one another winged 
words : “ Small wonder that the Trojans and mailed Greeks should endure 
pain for many years for such a woman. Strangely like she is in face to some 
immortal spirit.” The otlier Trojan women, when Troy fell, became the 
spoils of the victors, slaves and paramours; Cassandra lost her life, 
Andromache her little son, as later stories tell. But Helen was restored to 
her husband and her gleaming palace in Sparta, and we meet her again 
when Telemachus goes there, in hopes of getting news of his* father. She 
is then once more the fairest of eartlily queens, her beauty august as Dian’s, 
and the perfect hostess, as she sits in her golden arras-covered chair and 
Philo, her hand-maiden, brings her the wonderful silver work-basket on 
wheels, which she received as a parting gift from Alcandra, wife of the 
king of Thebes in Egypt. And she recognises Telemachus by his likeness 
to his father whom she had known so well in the days when, under the 
compulsion of the Goddess of Love, she belonged to Paris for a season. It is 
with perfect good breeding that she alludes to the stormy past when, against 
her Wl, she was the cause of so much shedding of blood and of tears. 

Many other of the Homeric persons live in remembrance, so clearly 
are their personalities set forth without waste of words ; for it is what 
they say and do, not any comments of the poet, that defines them for the 
reader. The crowd, however, the nameless rank-and-file of the contending 
powers, is hardly a person of the drama, as it would be in an epic written 
in these democratic days. In the battle-pieces all we perceive of the name}ess 
hosts is the bronzen glow of their harness, the hubbub of their cries, the 
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Storm of their stones—and they fade away into serried insignificance, even 
when the stage is given up to “ inan-slayings,” successions of personal 
combats between the lesser heroes. It is true that, when the Greeks assemble 
to discuss great questions of military policy, even the fierce, overbearing 
king of men, Agamemnon, must take heed of the trend of their mass 
opinion. The beginnings of Greek democracy, which is the root of our 
own, are here clearly inmeated. 

But it is seldom indeed that the heroes and the deities trouble themselves 
about the rank-and-file. Thersites, the only demagogue who does raise 
his voice in bitter, sneering words—curiously enough, he is a man of very 
noble ancestry, well-connected even for a Homeric personage—gets 
thrashed by Ulysses, who has a special dislike for him. The gods and 
goddesses are altogether human, except that they are immune from death 
(though not from pain, such as that of a wound) and have power and beauty 
beyond the lot of mankind. Just as they have had their love-affairs with 
mortals, gods and goddesses alike, to engender a Helen or an Achilles, so 
they descend into the press of human battle, to help this or that combatant 
in a duel or even to fight hand-to-hand themselves. They brag and revile 
one another before fighting in the very manner of mortals. Mars calls 
Minerva “ dog-fly ” before lunging at her with his spear, and when he is 
laid out by a jagged black stone, which hits him on the neck, and falls, 
“ reaching over seven furlongs as he fell,” the goddess taunts him in most 
unladyhke fasliion. Juno calls Diana a “ shameless she-dog,” grabs her 
bow and quiver, beats her sorely with them, and the huntress-deity, “ * full 
of tears,’ fled like a wood-pigeon.” Even more comical, to modem ideas, 
is the way Juno uses her charms, putting on her best immortal clothes and 
ear-rings with three gem stones in them, and borrowing the love-producing 
embroidered girdle of Venus on pretence of reconciling Oceanus and 
Tethys, in order to prevent Jove from carrying out the arrangement that 
the Trojans should win a battle. She also bribes Sleep to come to her hus¬ 
band, when he has had her embraces. She so well succeeds in arousing his 
passionate admiration that he proceeds to compare her favourably with 
seven other persons with whom he has had love dealings, before constructing 
out of a cloud a covert in which he can embrace her unseen. The characters 
of the deities are as clearly presented by Homer as those of the mortal 
heroes and heroines. Jove is imperious, genial, impatient, passion-swayed, a 
bit uxorious; Juno, intent on securing victory for the Greeks, is a diplo¬ 
matic great lady who knows just when her petulance has exhausted her 
lord’s patience, and it is necessary to resort to caresses; Apollo, prophet 
and minister of death, actively enforces his fateful decrees ; Minerva is the 
puissant war-goddess and a patron of art and industry, and also what we 
sh’ould call an excellent woman of business. 
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This familiarity with the denizens of Olympus, absurd as it seems to 
us modems, is really a striking proof that Homer implicitly believed in 
them as personally engaged in the management of human affairs. The 
selfsame naive faith inspires the legends of the Middle Ages in which we 
find the saints leaving Paradise to take part in the labours and diversions 
of humble persons, and even the Virgin Mary helpmg a devout worshipper 
to meet bis (or her) beloved. 


§2 

THE /L7AD 

The Story of Homer’s Iliad is the story of the Trojan War. The myth 
begins with a quarrel of the gods. Eris threw among the guests .it a wedding 
feast an apple bearing the inscription “ for the fairest.” Juno, Venus, and 
Minerva each claimed the apple, and Jupiter, the god above the gods, 
decided that Paris, younger son of Priam, king of Troy, should decide 
between them. It was Venus to whom Paris gave the apple and thus 
incurred the deadly hatred of the other two goddesses. Soon after his 
decision had been given, Paris sailed to Greece. He was entertained by 
Menclaus, king of Sparta, and he repaid the hospitality by making love to 
his wife, the incomparably beautiful Helen, whom he persuaded to elope 
with him to Troy. Menelaus called on the other Greek chieftains to aid 
him in recovering his wife, and after some hesitation the most famous of 
them, the subtle Ulysses, the hero Achilles, gigantic Ajax, Diomed, Nestor, 
the oldest of the cliieft, and Agamemnon, the brother of Menelaus, re¬ 
sponded to the call. Agamemnon was appointed commandcr-in-chicf of 
the Greek army. The great leader of the Trojan forces was Priam’s elder 
son. Hector, husband of Andromache, and son of the famous Hecuba. 
The gods took sides in the contest. Juno and Minerva were naturally for 
the Greeks and against the Trojans, while Venus and Mars were on the 
other side. Neptune favoured the Greeks, and Jupiter and Apollo were 
neutral. The war had lasted for nine years when a quarrel occurred between 
Achilles and Agamemnon—and here the story of me Iliad begins. 

It is the anger, not the valour, of Achilles which is the unifying motive 
of the Iliad. The ” wraths ” or feuds of heroes are common themes in 
Greek legends, as in those of the Scandinavian peoples. It was decreed, 
we are told in the first few hnes, that innumerable ills should visit the 
Greeks, camped before Troy, because of the quarrel between Achilles and 
Agamemnon, tlie leader of the host. The camp was afflicted with a deadly 
pestilence, and, when Calchas, the seer, was asked to discover die cause, 
he tells Agamemnon that Apollo has been launching his envenomed arrows 
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because of the king’s refusal to ransom the daughter of Chryses, his priest, 
in a city the Greeks had taken and sacked, sharing the women and other 
spoil. Agamemnon yields the maiden, and tyrannically deprives Achilles 
of Briseis, his share of the captured women. Achilles returns to his tent 
and ship in bitter anger, and implores Thetis, his goddess mother, to bring 
the vengeance of heaven on the tyrant. Jove is loath to offend liis wife, 
who is on the side of the Greeks, and sends a dream messenger to Agamem¬ 
non, counselling him to prepare battle against the Trojans in certain hope 
that it will bring about the fall of the city, which has already been besieged 
for ten years. 

There is much high debate, both in the Greek camp and in the lieavcnly 
court, in the first two books, the second of which ends with a roll-call of 
the forces on cither side. Thus early we notice the action shifting from 
earth to heaven and back again. Also this peculiarity of the speeches is 
apparent; they faithfully express the general characters of the s|)cakcrs, 
whether human or divine, but there arc none of the little intimate touches 
which modern writers employ to reveal individuality. This is a character¬ 
istic of Greek oratory in all ages, even to-day, and it is one of many proofs 
that the Greek genius refrains from personal detail, which might obscure 
the general effect, in all matters of art. 

In the absence of Achilles the long battle goes against the Greeks, though 
their more/amous champions perform many valiant deeds. The Olympians 
anxiously follow the course of the struggle, each of them doing what he 
or she can to help this side or that and to rescue special favourites. There 
are many dramatic full-length episodes of man-to-man fighting ; the back¬ 
ground of tKe narrative is coloured crimson and bronzen, as it were, with 
man-slayings. Paris challenges the Greek princes and is vanquished by 
Menclaus, but rescued by Venus, who threatens Helen that she will cause 
both hosts to wreak vengeance on her if she persists in refusing her embraces 
to her cowardly paramour. A truce between the armies is violated by 
Pandarus, who wounds Menelaus with an arrow. Diomed slays a number 
of the minor champions of Troy, including the treacherous Pandarus, 
wounds first Venus and then Mars—vain victories for which, as later 
legends aver, he paid with his life. The Greeks more than hold their own 
until Hector arms himself and takes part in the fray. There is a set duel 
ending in a draw, so to speak, between Hector and the greater Ajax (whom 
the lesser Ajax follows through legend, faithful as a shadow), and they 
exchange clfivalrous words and gifts at parting. The action then shiits to 
“ many-ridg’d Olympus,” where Jove forbids all interference on the part 
of the other gods and goddesses, foretelling later on the misfortunes that 
awrit the Greeks. Hector at once prepares his host for an attack on the 
Greek camp in the morning. And that very night, the besieging forces 
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being visited by “ Panic, companion of Chill Fear,” Ulysses, Phoenix, and 
Ajax go to Achilles to arrange a reconciliation, offering on behalf of 
Agamemnon to restore the still unravished Briseis (poor “ maid of Brisa ” ! 
thrown from hand to hand, she has no name of her own !), to give him one 
of the king’s three daughters in marriage, without requiring him to make 
a settlement on her, and to add to the other gifts seven fair cities. Achilles 
refuses in a speech which is the supreme climax of the Homeric oratory. 

The translation is by Alexander Pope : 

O soul of batdes, and thy people’s guide ! 

(To thus the first of Greeks replied) 

Well Hast thou spoke ; but at the tyrant’s name 
My rage rekindles, and my soul’s on flame : 

’Tis just resentment, and becomes the brave ; 

Disgraced, dishonour’d, like the vilest slave ! 

Return, then, heroes ! and our answer beat. 

The glorious combat is no more my care ; 

Not till, amidst yon sinking navy skin. 

The blood of Greeks shall dye the sable main ; 

Not till the flames, by Hector’s fury thrown. 

Consume your vessels, and approach my own ; 

Just there, the impetuous homicide shall stand. 

There cease his battle, and there feel our hand. 

It is an eventful night. Diomed and Ulysses enter the Trojan camp in 
the darkness, slaying Rhesus and taking his snow-white steeds. This is a 
thrilling exploit, wonderfully well told. But, led by Hector, the Trojans 
are irresistible, and even Neptune could not have saved the Greek camp 
from capture but for the love-stratagem of Juno. Perhaps the real “ moral ” 
of the Iliad is to be expressed in the hnes : 

Two things greater than all things are : 

One is Love, the other is War. 

The great turning-point in the tremendous drama, which sdrs heaven as 
profoundly as earth, comes when Patroclus intervenes, wearing the armour 
of Achilles and leading his Myrmidons to batde. Hector l^s Patroclus 
and a nobler “ wrath ’ lifts the epic to a loftier range of emotion. Even 
the Greek critics, trained in the higher and more intense life of Greek 
tragedy, have seen that anger at the loss of a girl slave was an inadequate 
motive for “ sulking in one’s tent ” ; only the sublime genius of Homer 
could have carried it off so well. 

Achilles is wild with anger and grief at the death of his dearest comrade ; 
the loss of his armour (equivalent to the loss of his guns by a modem soldier) 
touches him in his honour as a warrior. Vulcan, at the request of Thetis, 
forges for the hero a new suit of harness ; the description of the shield is 
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one of the most famous passages in Homer and, now we know so much 
of Mycenaean art, a priceless piece of historical evidence. 

The translation is by Ernest Myers : 

First fashioned he a shield great and strong, adorning it all over, and set thereto 
a shining rim, triple, bright-glancing, and tlierefrom a silver baldrick. Five were 
the folds of the shield itself; and therein fashioned he much cunning work from 
his wise heart. 

There wrought he the earth, and the heavens, and tlie sea, and the unwearying 
sun, and the moon waxing to the full, and die signs every one wherewidi the 
heavens are crowned, Pleiades and Hyads and Orion’s might, and the Bear that 
men call also the Wain, her that tumedi in her place, and watclieth Orion, and 
alone hath no part in the badis of Ocean. 

Also he fashioned therein two fair cities of mortal men. In the one were 
espousals and marriage feasts, and beneath die blaze of torches they were leading 
the brides from their chambers through the city, and loud rose the bridal song. 
And young men were whirling in the dance, and among them flutes and viols 
sounded high ; and the women standing each at her door were marvelling. 
But the folk were gathered in the assembw place ; for there a strife was arisen, 
two men striving about the blood-price ot a man slain ; the one claimed to pay 
full atonement, expounding to the people, but the other denied him and would 
take naught; and both were fain to receive arbitrament at the hand of a daysman. 
And the folk were cheering both, as tliey took part on either side. And heralds 
kept order among the folk, while the elders on polished stones were sitting in 
the sacred circle, and holding in their hands staves from the loud-voiced heralds. 
Then beforft the people they rose up and gave judgment each in turn. And in 
the midst lay two talents of gold, to be given unto him who should plead among 
them most righteously. 

This is oftly part of the decoration of this famous shield. No wonder 
that when Vulcan had finished liis task and had given it to the goddess 
Thetis, the mother of Achilles, “ she like a falcon sprang down from snowy 
Olympus bearing from Vulcan the glittering arms.” 

Achilles is reconciled to Agamemnon and, clad in his new armour, 
leads out the Myrmidons to battle, slaying many Trojan champions but 
seeking solely the life of Hector. 

So packed is the narrative that it is no more possible to indicate here 
every important incident ^ than it would be to exhibit the characters and 
careers of, say, all Thackeray’s people in a brief abstract. Let me give a 
“ close-up,” as it were, of the most tragical episode of Hector’s death at 
the ruthless hands of Achilles. 

Hector, “ bound by deadly Fate,” stands before the walls of Troy at 
the Scaean Gate. His old father, Priam, is on the walls ; he sees Achilles 
rushing on “ like the star that rises in harvest-time ’’—the Hound of Orion 

* There are 15,675 liner in the IlioJ, 12,889 in the Odyssey ; and something vital is said 
ot done in 90 per cent, of these lines. 
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that brings fever on men. Both Priam and Hecuba implore their son to 
come within the walls, but he is deaf to their entreaties. 

Achilles draws nigh and Hector awaits him, like a mountain serpent 
in his den, full of poison and full of wrath. But when Achilles is on him, 
his bronzen armour ablaze, the sense of doom overawes him and he takes 
to flight. Achilles pursues him round the walls of Troy, like a falcon 
pursuing a dove. AU tlie Olympians are watching the twain ; Jove asks— 
Shall we save Hector or allow Achilles to slay him ? Minerva protests 
against the idea of saving a mortal doomed long ago by destiny. At the 
third circuit of the walls, as Jove “ hung his golden balances and set in 
them two lots of drear death,” one for either combatant. Hector’s scale 
sinks and from that moment nobody, not even Apollo, can save 
him. Minerva, who darted down to the battlefield, assumes the form of Dei- 

E hobus, Hector’s brother, and pretends she has come to help him. Thus 
eartened, Hector turns to defy Achilles to combat. Before fighting he 
proposes a chivalrous pact: that, whichever of them falls, the other shall 
restore his body to receive the funeral rites due from his friends. Achilles 
refuses sternly ; there can be no pact between them, any more than between 
men and lions or wolves and sheep. 

Achilles hurls his spear ; Hector crouches, and it flies over his head ; 
Minerva, unseen of Hector, restores it to the Greek hero. Hector hurls 
his spear, but misses; he calls to Deiphobus for a second spear. But 
Dciphobus has vanished, and it flashes on Hector that Minerva has played 
him false. He knows his doom is on him, but draws his sword and attacks 
his foe, hoping to do something memorable before he dies. Achilles 
mortally wounds him with a spear-thrust in the neck ; falleh and dying 
he implores the victor not to let liis body be devoured by dogs firom the 
Greek ships. Achilles, his hate unsated, will brook no thought of ransom 
for the corpse : “ would that my heart’s desire,” he replies, “ could bid 
me carve thy flesh and eat it now, for the evil thou hast done me.” 

To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm. 

Dying : “ I know tliee well; nor didi hope 
To change tliy purpose ; iron is thy soul. 

But see diat on thy head I bring not down 
The wrath of Heaven, when by the Scacan Gate 
The hand of Paris, with Apollo’s aid, 

Brave warrior as thou art, shall strike thee down.” 

Even as he speaks, he dies and his spirit passes to the viewless shades. 
Achilles foully misuses his body, piercing the feet, and binding them to his 
chariot with leathern thongs, and trailing the noble head in the dust, as he 
drives at breakneck speed back to the Greek camp. 
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It is not the end. The funeral rites are paid to Patroclus and games 
held in his honour. Then, cured of his madness of sorrow and wrath, 
Achilles repents of his desecration of a noble enemy’s corpse, and receives 
Priam with kindness and reverence, granting withal an eleven days’ truce 
while the funeral rites ate rendered to Hector. Yet the Greeks of die days 
to come, -with their bitter loathing of any insult to the bodies of the dead 
(which Hesiod includes in his list of the five deadly sins), never quite forgave 
Achilles for his brutal and barbarian frenzy. Tragical though his life was, 
overshadowed by the certainty of death in his prime, he was never made 
the hero of a Greek tragedy. 

The Iliad finishes with the funeral of" Hector, tamer of horses.” Andro¬ 
mache, his stricken wife, is the real heroine of die story. Troy is destroyed 
by the Greeks, but amid the clamour of the men of war the reader hears 
“ the far-off echo of a woman’s sigh.” There is no mention in the Iliad 
of the deaths of Achilles and Paris. But both were killed during the siege. 
In the Odyssey the ashes of Achilles are said to have been buried in a golden 
um, and Sophocles tells us that Paris was mortally wounded by Philoctetes 
just before the capture of Troy. 


§3 

THE WANDERINGS OF ULYSSES 

The odyssey is the story of the wanderings of Ulysses after the fall of 
Troy and the victory of the Greek host. Mcnelaus had recovered his wife, 
Helen, and sht had returned with him to Sparta. The other Greek heroes 
had ako gone home, all but Ulysses, whose wife Penelope with their son 
Telemachus waited with anxious hearts in his kingdom of Ithaca. 

There is not the electrical atmosphere of doom in the Odyssey which 
at times affects the reader of the Iliad like the imminence of a thunderstorm. 
When Bentley said that the former was written for women and the latter 
for men he put into definite words an indefinable feeling wliich occurs to 
all careful students of Homer ; except for one atrocious episode of revenge 
and torture, the manners of the people in the story of Ulysses’ wanderings 
are milder and there is far more of what may be called domestic interest. 
Indeed, it is ifficult not to feel that the Odyssey was written in a later and 
more civilised age, or at any rate at a period when the uncivilising effects 
of a great war had passed away, and those who are faithful to the old idea 
that they were both the work of one poet, will believe that he composed 
the Iliad in the fierce prime of Ufe and the Odyssey in his serene old age. 
The temperamental gap between the two poems is far greater than that 
between Paradise Lost and Paradise Regained. 
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The Odyssey falls so naturally into six sections, each consisting of four 
books, that it seems to have been so designed by the author. The first 
section is mainly concerned with the trouble Telemachus, the wandering 
hero’s only son, has with the suitors for his mother Penelope’s hand and 
goodly estate, and his journey to Pylos and Sparta in quest of news of his 
lost father. 

Ten years had passed since the sacking of Troy, and nothing had been 
heard at home of Ulysses’ fate. He had failed to bring his men back to 
rocky Ithaca, for they had perished through their folly in killing and eating 
the oxen of the Sun, and he himself had been cast away on a lonely isle, 
the abode of the nymph Calypso. She wanted him to forget his mortal 
wife and marry her, and to that intent had kept him in her wondrous 
island all the while. Neptune, who had never forgiven Ulysses for killing 
his ogre of a son, Polyphemus, happening to be away on a visit to the 
Ethiopians, “ the utmost of mankind,” the other Olympians get together 
and arrange Ulysses’ return home. Mercury is sent to tell Calypso of the 
decision, while Minerva appears in disguise to Telemachus and advises 
him to seek news of his father from his father’s friends, Nestor and 
Menelaus. 

The next day Telemachus sends the criers round the town to summon 
an assembly to hear his complaints of his mother’s suitors who are eating 
him out of house and home. Antinous, the bully of the suitors, blames 
Penelope for all the trouble ; she had sent beguiling messages to every one 
of them, and had for nearly four years tricked them with the weaving of a 
pall she said was for Laertes (the father of Ulysses, and a very old and 
weary man), working by day and undoing the work at night. The other 
suitors are insolent, but Minerva in a new disguise presents herself as Mentor, 
and gets Telemachus the ship he requires for his voyage. So he visits 
Nestor at Pylos, who tells him about the murder of Agamemnon by 
Clytemnestra, but has no news of his father. Nestor advises him to go to 
Sparta and see if Menelaus knows anything. He and the son of his wise 
old host, Pisistratus, set out for Lacedaemon in a chariot and pair. At 
Sparta Helen recognises him, and they all weep over the great days that 
have been. It is a joy to the young men (yes, and to every reader) to see 
the ever-beautiful Helen, and to hear what she and her husband have to 
say. The latter tells the company how, when the famous Wooden Horse 
had been brought into Troy, Helen walked roimd it, striking the hollow 
ambush with her hand and imitating the voice of each Greek prince’s wife 
—so faithfully that, but for the example of restraint shown by Ulysses, 
some of them would have answered back or even leapt out of the horse. 
What is more to the purpose, Menelaus teUs Telemachus that his father is 
in Calypso’s lonely isle; which information, with other fiicts about' the 
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unhappy adventutes of the Greek heroes, Menclaus had obtained by dis¬ 
guising himself as a seal and seizing Proteus, seer of the deep, and holding 
him tight as he variously disguised himself (as Uon, dragon, panther, boar, 
a limpid stream, a shady tree), until the “ Old Man of the Sea ” was tired 
and compehed to answer questions. 

The next two sections deal with the wondrous adventures of Ulysses. 
The fair Calypso obeys the behest of Olympus and allows Ulysses to go ; 
hough she cannot understand why he wants to leave one who is so much 
)etter-looking than his wife and undergo more hardship on the stormy 
eas. However, she lends him die tools to build a ship and equips him, 
nd so Ulysses saUs off to Pha:acia, keeping the Great Bear on the left 
as the Nymph enjoins. Neptune, however, on liis way back from the 
Ethiopians, spies mm, guesses that the other deities have stolen a march 
on him, and stirs the sea with his trident and raises a terrible storm. Ulysses 
is washed overboard, but Ino, in the guise of a seagull, lends him her magic 
veil, which keeps him up till he can swim ashore, when he throws the veil 
into the sea for Ino to catch it. So he comes to Phaeacia, is helped by 
Nausicaa, daughter of King Alcinous, and hospitably entertained in the 
king’s wonderful palace standing in its glorious garden full of fruit trees, 
vines, and flowers in bloom all the year round. 

Ulysses has been cast up on the shore of Phacacia unkempt and naked. 
And when he is met by Nausicaa, her servant-maids take to their heels. 
But the princess is kind and sensible. She gives him clothes and food and 
directs him to her father’s palace. The quotation is from Butcher and 
Lang’s translation : 

When thou art witliin die shadow of the halls and the court, pass quicklv 
dirough die great chamber, rill thou comest to my mother, who sits at the hearth 
in the light of the fire, weaving yarn of sea-purple stain, a wonder to behold. 
Her chair is leaned against a pillar, and her maidens sit behind her. And dierc 
my father’s dirone leans close to hers, wherein he sits and drinks his wine, like 
an immortal. Pass diou by him, and cast thy hands about my modicr’s knees, 
that thou mayest see quickly and with joy the day of thy returning, even if thou 
art from a very far country. If but her heart be kindly disposed toward thee, 
then is there hope that Aou shalt see thy friends, and come to thy wcll-builded 
house, and to thine own country. 

The Phaeacians hold games and a great feast in honour of their guest 
and give him presents—garments and a talent of gold to begin with—so 
that he can eat his supper with a glad heart. At the feast Dcmodocus sings 
the Sack of Troy and the Sally of the Greeks from the Wooden Horse, 
and Ulysses is so affected that he sheds tears which arc perceived only by 
King Alcinous, who makes a speech and says the stranger ought to tell 
them his name. He tells his name, his home, and his amazing adventures 
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since leaving Troy. He has sacked the city of the Cicones ; he has visited 
the land of the lotus-eaters, where some of his men wished to tarry. 
“ Whosoever of them did eat the honey-sweet fruit of the lotus, had no 
more wish to bring tidings nor to come back, but there he chose to abide 
with the lotus-eating men, ever feeding on the lotus and forgetful of his 
homeward way.” He has met the fearsome one-eyed Cyclops, Polyphemus, 
from whom he and his men escaped bound under the bellies of the ogre’s 
sheep. He has visited vEolus, who dwelt “ in a floating island,” from whom 
he received a fair wind as a present with all the other winds in the world 
tied up in a bag. Unfortunately his men untied the bag and his ship was 
driven back to ^Eolus, who this time refused to receive him. He has been 
to the isle of iEaca, where Circe turned his men into swine. Fortunately, 
as Ulysses hurried through the sacred glades in the endeavour to rescue 
his followers, he met the god Mercury, “ in the likeness of a young man 
with the first down on his Up,” and the god gave him a herb “ black at the 
root, but the flower was like to milk,” which saved him from Circe’s 
enchantment. With her he stayed a year and then he once more began 
his wanderings, his men again in human form. But the climax of all these 
tremendous adventures is the descent into Hades, where Ulysses talks with 
Tiresias, the seer, and is told of the manner of his end : “ Death shall come 
to you very gently from the sea and shall take you when you are full of 
years and peace of mind.” He also talks with the ghost of his mother, 
and hears what is happening to his wife and son and old father in Ithaca. 
Then Proserpine sends up the ghosts of the wives and the daughters of great 
kings and heroes of old time, and he makes each of them tell her story. 
Then he converses with tlie ghost of Agamemnon, who warns him not to 
be too open with his own wife, and of Achilles, who hears about the brave 
conduct of his son, Neoptolemus, in the Wooden Horse, and strides off 
over a meadow of asphodel, exulting in the lad’s prowess. He secs Minos 
with his golden sceptre judging the dead ; he sees Tityus, Tantalus, and 
Sisyphus enduring their everlasting punishments. He gazes on the mighty 
Hercules, bow in hand and arrow on the string, wearing about his breast 
his golden pictured belt. 

After leaving Hades, Ulysses and liis men came to the narrow strait 
where “on the one hand Scylla and on the other mighty Charybdis in 
terrible wise sucked down the salt sea water.” Ulysses thus describes his 
last adventure : 

I kept pacing through my ship, till the surge loosened the sides from the keel, 
and the wave swept her along sttipt of her tackling, and brake her mast clean 
off at the keel. Now the backstay f^ioned of an oxhide had been flung thereon ; 
dierewith I lashed together both keel and mast, and sitting thereon I was borne 
by the ruinous winds. 
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Then verily the West Wind ceased to blow with a rushing storm, and swiftly 
withal the South Wind came, bringing sorrow to my soul, that so I might again 
measure back that space of sea, the way to deadly Charybdis. All me mght 
was I borne, but with the rising of the sun I came to the rock of Scylla, 
and to dread Charybdis. Now she had sucked down her salt sea water, when 
I was swung up on high to the tall fig-tree, whereto 1 clung like a bat, and 
could find no sure rest for my feet nor place to stand, for the roots spread 
far below and the brandies hung aloft out of reach, long and large, and over¬ 
shadowed Charybdis. Steadfast 1 clung till she should spew forth mast and 
keel again; and late they came to my desire. . . . And I let myself drop 
down hands and feet, and plunged heavily in die midst of the waters beyond 
the long timbers, and sitting on these 1 rowed hard widi my hands. . . . 
Thence for nine days was I borne, and on the tenth night the gods brought 
me nigh to the isle of Ogygia. 

After he finished his story King Alcinous sends him to Ithaca with all 
his presents in one of the Phaiacian ships that were so clever tliey could 
have found the way by themselves. So we return with him to a workaday 
world, where he must tread warily to escape being slain with his son by 
his wife’s suitors. The sections that follow are the least enthralling portion 
of the Homeric epics. Only his old dog recognises him at sight; and cannot 
follow and fawn on him, for he dies in the moment of recognition. Ulysses 
enters his house as a beggar and undergoes many humiliations, for unfaithful 
servants insult liim and the suitors have little of that respect for a suppliant 
guest, which recognises that courtesy is the better part of charity, and is 
the most beautifiil and homely thing in die Ufe of the Homeric world. 
The irony of circumstances has its poignant moments when the destined 
avenger, the inexorable and irresistible warrior, is treated as a vagabond 
while he is preparing his plot for the destruction of the spoilers of his house¬ 
hold—men who are blind to heaven’s warnings and insolently ignore the 
heaven-descended rules of hospitality. When the reckoning comes, it is 
not a batde, but a massacre ; and the vengeance Ulysses and Telemachus 
wreak on the unfaithful servants is an instance of “ the disgusting ” which 
the Greek dramatists abhorred as inhuman, inartistic, un-Greek. Yet the 
suitors were held to be punished according to their deserts, for the ill- 
treatment of a suppliant is one of Hesiod’s five deadly sins. Ulysses and 
Penelope are locked in one another’s arms at last, and Minerva miraculously 
prolongs the first night of tears and rejoicing after so many long years of 
nardship and sadness. 

This is the story of the Odyssey. And after three thousand years when 
men read it, 

Tl^ hear like ocean on a western beach 
The surge and thunder of the Odyssey. 
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§4 

ENGUSH TRANSLATIONS 

None of die English transladons of Homer has been completely 
successful; naturally and necessarily so, because the unique distinction of 
the Homeric epics is that they combine the freshness and simphcity of a 
primitive race, of a phase of the world’s childhood, with a perfect technique 
of expression, a complete mastery of thought over its medium. This 
combination, as Matthew Arnold pointed out in his book On Translating 
Homer, involves the four chief quahries of the Homeric style : rapidity ; 
directness of thought; plainness of diction ; and nobleness. No transla¬ 
tion, whether in verse or prose, has yet succeeded in keeping all these four 
qualities throughout. 

Prose translations, however faithful and well-written, cannot possibly 
give a just impression of the poetical beauty and grandeur of the Homeric 
poems. The translations by famous English poets have their merits as well 
as their demerits ; all of them fail to keep one or more of the characteristic 
Homeric qualities. Chapman’s has several of these qualities ; his fourteen- 
syllable line has sometliing of the weight and movement of the Homeric 
hexameter ; liis style is plain-spoken, fresh, vigorous, and to a certain 
extent rapid. On the whole, it seems to deserve the noble sonnet Keats 
wrote in its honour. But it is full of the extravagance and fantastical 
humour of the Elizabethan age, and that painstaking reverence which 
prevented the translators of the Bible from giving rein to their fancy did 
not debar Chapman from “ tormenting ” the plain and direct thought of 
Homer. In Hector’s famous speech at his parting from Andromache, 
Homer makes him say : “ Nor does my own heart so bid me (to keep 
safe behind the walls) since I have learned to be staunch always, and to 
fight among the foremost of the Trojans, busy on behalf of my father’s 
great glory and my own.” In Chapman’s version these plain, straight¬ 
forward thoughts become : 

The spirit I first did breathe 

Did never teach me this; much less, since the contempt of death 
Was setded in me, and my mind knew what a worthy was. 

Whose office is to lead in fight, and give no danger pass 
Without improvement. In thisJire must Hectors trial shine: 

Here must his country, father, fiends, be in him made divine. 

Sec how it is all teased out into Elizabethan fantastic subtlety ! Hector 
goes on to say : “ For well I know this in my mind and in my 
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heart, the day will be when sacred Troy shall perish.” Chapman’s 
version is: 

And such a stormy day shall come, in mind and soul I know. 

When sacred Troy shall shed her towers, for tears of overthrow. 

Pope is another famous poet who has attempted the perilous task, but 
his literary style, better fitted for a sage’s philosopliising than to describe 
a soldier lighting his camp-fire, conveys no sense of the plain naturalness 
of Homer. Yet in great moments Pope is singularly successful; he then 
has the rapidity, the nobleness, and often the simple, unromantic language 
which give a partial impression of the original. A good average example 
of Pope’s prodigious talent is this rendering of a passage in Sarpedon’s 
speech quoted a few days before he died by an English statesman who 
had played his part in arranging that Treaty of Paris which concluded 
the Seven Years’ War. It was Lord Grenville, who at the time ( 1762 ) 
expressed in Homer’s words tlie satisfaction he felt at helping to give 
his country peace. 

Could all our care elude the gloomy grave 
Which claims no less the fearful than tlie brave. 

For lust of fame 1 shall not vainly dare 
In fighting fields, nor urge thy soul to war : 

But since, alas ! ignoble age must come. 

Disease, and death’s inexorable doom ; 

The life which others pay, let us bestow, 

,And give to fame what we to nature owe. 

Pope is too “ literary ” to convey any sense of the plain thinking and 
plain diction of Homer, but his translation has great merits, and the 
modem tendency is to grant it a much higher place than tliat assigned 
by Matthew Arnold. William Cowper, tliat gentle and perplexed 
spirit, has neither the force nor the rapidity of Pope driving his heroic 
couplet as a Greek hero his chariot, and he is at his best in still life 
descriptions. 

Lord Derby had not a tithe of Cowper’s poetic gift, but his faithful 
version of the Iliad, an honest and untiring attempt, as he said, “ to 
infuse into an almost literal EngUsh version something of the spirit, 
as well as the simplicity, of the great original,” has come much closer 
to success than any other. An excellent example of this translation 
is the moving passage in which Andromache sees from the walls of 
Troy the desecration of her husband’s corpse by the triumphant Achilles 
—a dreadful scene which inrnresses us all the more because it follows 
so soon after the account of the poor lady’s arrangements to provide 
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Hector with a new embroidered robe and a hot bath on his safe 
return feom battle; 

Then from the house she rushed, like one distract, 

With beating heart; and with her went her maids. 

But upon the tow’r she reach’d, where stood the crowd. 

And mounted on the wall, and look’d around. 

And saw the body trailing in the dust. 

Which the fleet steeds were dragging to tlie ships. 

And sudden darkness overspread her eyes ; 

Backward she fell, and gasp’d her spirit away. 

Far off were flung the adornments of her head. 

The net, the fillet, and the woven bands; 

The nuptial veil by golden Venus given, 

That day when Hector of the glancing helm 
Led from ££tion’s house his wealthy bride. 

The sisters of her husband round her press’d. 

And held, as in the deadly swoon she lay. 

But when her breatli and spirit returned again, 

With sudden burst of anguish thus she cried ; 

“ Hector, oh woe is me ! to misery 
We both were bom alike ; thou here in Troy, 

In Priam’s royal palace ; I in Thebes, 

By wooded Places, in Ection’s house. 

Who nurs’d my infancy ; unhappy he, 

Unhappier I ! Would I had ne’er been bom ! ” 

Only a poet with Swinburne’s mastery of blank verse could hope to make 
a nobler version of the Iliad than Lord Derby’s, and to come nearer (yet 
still how far away !) to achieving the miracle of pouring the old wine of 
Homer’s poetry into new metrical bottles. 

A very interesting experiment in Homeric translations is the incomplete 
version of the Odyssey by WiUiam Morris, in which that entrancing poet 
displays his power of rapid and stirring narrative, his gift of creating a 
fresh, other-worldly atmosphere, and his sympathy with the saga spirit 
to great advantage. He shows us tlie Homeric scenes, it is true, through 
a misty glamour half-way between that of fairy-tales and that of the stark 
Northern epics. But, after all, the Homeric heroes were nearer to the 
Vikings in personahty than any other adventurers of Uterature—they 
might almost be defined as types midway between the Northmen and 
the Normans, for the history revealed by picks rather than by pens 
clearly shows that they had entered into die material civiUsadon of 
others to possess it, and to enjoy a luxury and a lavishness which was 
in advance of their spiritual growth. The moment when the suitors 
of Penelope are visited by a sudden sense of impending doom, only 

34 



nOMER 


understood by Theoclymenus, is thus presented by die author of The 
Earthly Paradise: 

So he spake ; but Pallas Adiene amidst tlic wooers’ crew 
Awoke undying laughter, and tlieir minds astray she drew ; 

For now all they were laughing with die jaws of odier men, 

And flesh bloodstained diey were eadng, and die eyes of diem as then 
Were filled with teats, and the thoughts of their souls into sorrow strayed. 

Then the godlike Theoclymenus he spake to them and said : 

“ Why bear ye this bale, ye unhappy ? For your heads and your faces outright. 
And the knees that are beneath you are wrapt about in night. 

And let loose is the voice of wafling, and wetted widi teats are your cheeks. 

And blood the hall-walls staineth and the goodly panels streaks; 

And the porch is full of man-shapes and fulfilled is die garth of die stead. 

As they went ’neath the dusk and the darkness, and the sun from the heavens is 
dead ; 

And lo 1 how the mist of evil draws up and all about! ” 

Certainly we get the same eerie impression of an omen, felt as a warning 
only by the righteous man, which is communicated in Homer’s actual 
words. This Morrisiau version is unequalled for the vigour and luminous 
quality of all its open-air passages. Some critics take exception to the 
occasional somewhat undignified and harsh renderings of stock epithets 
and are jarred when the man of many wiles is styled “ the shifty.” But 
it seems to have all the merits of Chapman’s translation and to lack the 
latter’s all-pervading fault—the teasing-out of the plain thought of the 
original and die elaboration of its plain diction into Elizabethan subtlety 
and omateness. 

Those who wish to get as clear an insight into the noble lucidity of 
Homeric poetry (which, none the less, is like a diamond in that it cannot 
be seen through) as is possible without a knowledge of Greek, cannot do 
better than procure Lord Derby’s and William Morris’s translations, of 
which inexpensive editions can be procured. 

As for prose translations, they abound, and, though uncouth in pro¬ 
portion to their literal precision, will help the student to follow the Homeric 
narrative in exact det^. Butcher and Lang’s translation of the Odyssey at 
times rises to prose-poetry. And the curiously matter-of-fact translation 
in prose (at times too prosaic) by Samuel Buder, the great ironist and author 
of Erewhon, is an excellent tonic against the conventional “ translatorcse ” 
which lends an air of unreality to the very real and easily realised hfc of the 
Homeric poems. Buder’s attempted proof that the Odyssey was written 
by a woman, none other than the wise and beautiful Nausicaa, must have 
been begun as an essay in his peculiar irony, but he seems in the end to have 
persuaded himself of the truth of his fantastical theory. 
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§5 

HOMERIC SIMILES 

The use of simile in the Homeric poems is a characteristic feature which 
has been imitated by all makers of the “ artificial epic ” firom Virgil to 
Milton. The Homeric similes are not mere decorations, like the pictures 
in an illuminated missal. They are dramatic ; that is, they arise out of the 
action and add impressiveness to what follows, by leading the thoughts of 
the reader up through some similar, but less familiar, picture to a keener 
realisation of the wonder or terror or pitifulness of a scene or an event. 
They are like the illustrations to a book the inner significance of which 
has been grasped by the illustrator, who yet allows his imagination to sport 
with the details of his picture. “ Secure of the main likeness,” comments 
Pope, “ Homer makes no scruple to play with the circumstances.” His 
similes thus afford a contrast to those in the Old Testament (for example, 
Job’s comparison of the inconstancy of fiiends to the failure of water in 
the desert, when springs on which the caravans relied are found to be dry), 
for the Hebraic similes dispense with non-essential details. The Iliad con¬ 
tains about a hundred and eighty full-length similes, pictures complete in 
themselves, and the Odyssey only forty. This difference is inevitable, for 
the Odyssey, though full of marvel and marvellous adventures, has not 
nearly so many moments of tense excitement—dramatic “ thrills,” as it 
were—as the Iliad with its warlike action and movements of armed hosts 
in a restricted arena. 

The range of Homeric simile extends from the lowUest to the loftiest 
matters. Like the Old Testament writers, Homer delights in a homely 
image ; thus, like them, he finds simiUtudes in the work of the threshing 
floor and the winnowing fan. The Hebrew chronicler (in 2 Kings xxi. 13 ) 
writes : “ I will wipe Jerusalem as a man wipeth a dish, wiping it, and 
turning it upside down ” ; and Homer finds as homely a similitude, when 
he compares the obstinate Ajax, beset by enemies, to an ass which has got 
into a cornfield and is being cudgelled in vain by boys. Sometimes Homer 
uses a sequence of similes ; as when, in a description of the Greeks leaving 
the quarters by the ships for the place of assembly, they are successively 
likened to fire devouring a forest (because of their gleaming armour), 
to a flight of clamouring birds (because of their noise and haste), to 
innumerable leaves (when they are mustered in a fluctuating mass), to 
buzzing flies (as an excited hum is heard fi:om the assembly), and to flocks 
of goats patted by goat-herds (when they are marshalled in divisions by 
their leaders). 
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Again, in order to heighten the terror of warlike episodes by contrasting 
them with small, innocent affairs, he tells us that Apollo throws down the 
Greek rampart as easily as a child destroys its sand-castle on the sea-beach, 
or makes Achilles rebuke his comrade Patroclus for weeping like a little 
girl running by her mother’s side and clinging to her dress, and looking 
up in tears until she is picked up and carried. 

His more majesdcal images are suggested by fire—especially, con¬ 
flagrations in a mountain forest—torrents, snowstorms, lightning, and 
winds battling together as so often occurs in the landlocked ./Sgean. A 
fine example of the majestical simile is found when Minerva invests Achilles 
with her segis, thus encircUng his head with a golden cloud from which 
a flame is made to shoot forth. The Rev. W. C. Green’s translation of 
The Similes of Homer s Iliad contains the following fine version of this most 
striking simile : 

As from an island city, seen afar. 

The smoke goes up to heaven, when foes besiege : 

And all day long in grievous batde strive 
The leaguered townsmen from this city wall: 

But soon, at set of sun, blaze after blaze. 

Are lit the beacon-fires, and high the glare 
Shoots up for all that dwell around to see. 

That they may come with sliips to aid their stress : 

Such hght blazed heavenward from Achilles’ head. 

The lion, by the way, provides no fewer than thirty comparisons in the 
Iliad, the most notable of v/hich likens Ajax, defending the body of Patroclus, 
to a lion guarding his cubs, glaring in his might and drawing down his 
brows. These similes are often jewels of history. The image of the 
beleagured island-city, kindling its fiery SOS. to bring help from its 
neighboun, reminds us that it was an age when such raids were common, 
as waves of armed emigrants came down overland from Central Europe, 
and, having built or seized ships, sought to acquire footholds in the southern 
seas by piratical attacks. And the frequency of leonine similes tells us by 
implication that the lion was a familiar beast on the mainland—a fact 
confirmed by Herodotus and Xenophon, who state that he was still met 
with in Macedonia, Thessaly, and Thrace in the fifth century b.c. Homer 
indeed gives us history as well as a story, and we are now in a position, 
thanks to the wonderful results of excavation since Schliemann’s epoch- 
making discoveries, to detach the historical from the legendary and 
ima^adve matter, and to make a picture, correct in its main outlines, 
of the real Homeric world. Homer, the book, is not an artistic myth ; 
it is the record, howsoever distorted and overlaid and “ restored,” of a 
life that was actually lived by men more like than unlike ourselves. 
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§<5 

THE HOMERIC WORLD 

Something must be said as to the great controversy started by Wolf’s 
Prolegomena (published at Halle in 1795) as to the way in which the Iliad 
and the Odyssey came into being and attained their present form. Wolf’s 
theory was an expression of the all-questioning spirit that, in the domain 
of politics, broke out with explosive force in the French Revolution, and, 
in the sphere of historical criticism, prompted Ihne and Niebuhr to show 
the legendary nature of the early annals of Rome. It attempted to prove four 
main points. The author contended that (i) the Homeric poems were 
composed without the aid of writing, which is not mentioned in them 
and, in 950 B.C., was either unknown to the Greeks or not yet used in the 
making of Uterary records, and that the poems out of which the two epics 
were made up, were passed on by oral recitation, during which process 
they were much altered ; (2) when written down, about 550 B.C., “ revisers ” 
and Uterary critics went on poUshing the poems and altering them to suit 
their tastes in art; (3) the artistic unity of both epics is the result of this 
artihcial treatment in later ages ; (4) the original layouts of which the 
epics are built up were the work of several authors, though it would never 
be possible to show where the component parts begin and end. 

There is nothing dogmatic in Wolf’s famous book (which is written 
in Latin), and he did not deny the existence of a personal Homer, a poet 
of genius who “ began the weaving of the web.’ Moreover, he admits 
that the argument convinced his head but not his heart, so to speak. Turn¬ 
ing from Ins theory to read the poems once more as poetry, plunging into 
the clear rushing stream of the story yet again, the harmonious consistency 
of it all renews the old irresistible impression of a personal unity, and he is 
ai^ry with the reasoned scepticism wliich has destroyed his beUef in a 
single master-poet. Into the controversial maze created by his book it is 
impossible to enter here. The ancient conception of authorship must be 
abandoned ; it is comparable with the faith of simple folk who beUeve 
that the Bible in its present form was handed down out of Heaven. The 
very name “ Homer,” which means “ piecer-togcther,” is suflSdent proof 
that the beUef in a single authorship, one and indivisible, cannot be main¬ 
tained. And every part of the poems bears the marks of revision; for 
example, it is abundantly clear that barbaric episodes have been toned dovra 
to suit the taste of later and gentler ages when the Greek horror of “ the 
disgusting ” had so prevailed as to insist that murders should take place off 
the stage. 
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In the long and still unsettled controversy as to the origin and authorship, 
the poets—and the professional scholars in whom sometliing of a poet 
survives—^have always leant to the side of personal unity. In England the 
impression has always prevailed, and is perhaps gatliering force to-day, 
that less importance is to be attached to the discrepancies with which the 
scholar-critic is chiefly concerned than to the sympathetic insight of men 
of poetic genius such as Schiller, who called Wolf’s theory “ barbaric,” 
and Goethe, who, though at first inclined to accept it, on second thoughts 
said in a letter to Schiller : “ I am more than ever convinced of die unity 
and indivisibihty of die poem (the Iliad) The opinion of Matthew Arnold, 
a ripe scholar as well as a poet full of the Greek spirit, is weighty indeed : 
“ The insurmountable obstacle to beheving the Iliad a consolidated work 
of several poets is this—that the work of great masters is unique ; and the 
Iliaii has a great master’s genuine scamp, and that stamp is the grand style.” 


READING LIST 

The beginner studying Homer will do well to read such books as 
Sir R. C. jebb’s Homer: an Introduction to the Iliad and Odyssey (R. Maclchose 
& Sons, Glasgow) and the excellent volumes on the Odyssey and the Iliad 
by the Rev. W. Lucas Collins in Messrs. W. Blackwood Sc Sons’ series, 
Ancient Classics for English Readers. 

Other books are : 

Dr. Walter Leaf’s A Companion to the Iliad for English Readers ; 
Homer and History ; and Troy, a Study in Homeric Geography 
(all published by Macmillan). 

Andrew Lang’s Homer and his Age ; Homer and the Epic; and 
The World of Homer (all Longmans). 

Matthew Arnold’s essay On Translating Homer (various editions, 
Routledge and John Murray). 

Other books on Homer are J. A. K. Thomson’s Studies in the Odyssey 
(Oxford University Press) ; F. M. StawcU’s Homer and the Iliad: an Essay 
to Determine the Scope and Character of the Original Poem (J. M. Dent 
& Sons). 

Mention must also be made of the two books by Samuel Butler (the 
author of Erewhon), The Authoress of the Odyssey, in which Butler expresses 
the view that the Odyssey was written by a woman, and The Humour oj 
Homer (both published by Jonathan Cape) ; and of H. A. Guerber s 
The Book of the Epic (Harrap). 
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Messrs. Macmillan publish the fohowing important modem translations 
of Homer: 

The Iliad done into English Prose, by Andrew Lang, Walter Leaf, 
and Ernest Myers. 

The Odyssey done into English Prose, by S. H. Butcher and Andrew 
Lang. 

The Iliad in English Verse, by A. S. Way (2 vols.). 

The Odyssey in English Verse, by A. S. Way. 

Other modem translations are: The Odyssey translated into English 
Verse, by J. W. Mackail (John Murray, 3 vols.); The Odyssey translated 
into English in the Original Metre, by Francis Caulfeild (George Bell & Sons); 
The Odyssey, a line for line translation, in the Metre of the Original, by H. B. 
Cotterill (Harrap). William Morris, the famous author of The Earthly 
Paradise, translated the Odyssey into English verse (Longmans), while 
Samuel Butler, author of Erewhon and The Way of All Flesh, did a prose 
version of the Odyssey (Jonathan Cape), as also did T. E. Lawrence (Oxford 
University Press). 

A recent interesting experiment is Homer, the Odyssey, published in 
the form of a novel in modern English (Penguin Classics). It is by E. V. 
Rieu. 

Another Penguin which gives the background is The Ancient World, 
by T. R. Glover. 

There are, of course, many older translations. Alexander Pope’s 
versions of the Iliad and the Odyssey are both published in Bohn’s Library 
(George Bell). The renderings of the Iliad and the Odyssey by 
George Chapman, the Elizabethan poet and dramatist, can be obtained 
in Messrs. Dent’s Temple Classics. William Cowper, the poet, made an 
English blank verse translation of the Iliad, of which there is, apparently, no 
modem edition. The American poet, William Cullen Bryant, md a 
blank verse version of the Iliad (Houghton, MiiBin & Co., Boston). 
Sir John F. W. Herschel’s version of the Iliad in English hexameters was 
published by Macmillan. 

The version of the Iliad in English blank verse by Edward, Earl of Derby, 
is in Messrs. Roudedge’s New Universal Library. 

An extremely useful Companion to Classical Literature, from Homer 
onwards, is published by the Oxford University Press ; the editor is Sir 
Paul Harvey. 

A Classical Dictionary is an essential reference book not only for the 
reader of Homer but for die general reader. That edited by E. H. Blakeney 
and published in the Everyman Library (Dent) is excellent. 
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THE STORY OF THE BIBLE 

T he collection of ancient books which we call die Bible is of incom¬ 
parable value and importance. It has done more for the moral 
and religious progress of mankind than any other hterature. As a 
record of the most significant process in human civilisation, of clear thought 
and right feeling developing together for a thousand years, it is unique. 
Some books in it reach levels of artistic excellence which have never been 
surpassed. And, moreover, die translation into Enghsh which we know 
as the Authorised Version is the foremost classic in out language. 

If we inquire why the Bible can be regarded as a single surpassingly 
great book, the answer must be that there is in it unity, no less than sincerity, 
beauty, and strength. It has really but one theme—man’s search for God. 
Behind history and poetry, prophecy and drama, gospel and epistle, there 
hes an intense eagerness to understand God’s ways, to realise His nature, 
to feel His presence. Yet, fortunately, the Bible is not a collection of 
theological treatises. It is as varied as the hfe of man, a mirror of human 
endurance and weakness, triumph and failure. Above all it is a living 
history of spiritual progress. For this reason, from end to end of the Bible, 
there arc books and passages of supreme excellence. They were written 
by men passionately in earnest, inspired by a pure and lofty faith, and 
convinced that they bore a great message for mankind. Consequendy 
the language of these men is clear and simple, their thought direct and 
vigorous. Like all great artists they are economical, sparing in their use 
of words. Their work has a quahty which “ finds ” us, a something which 
we term inspiration. Coleridge, who loved die Bible and was more than 
ordinarily sensitive to its appeal, said of it: “In every generation and 
wherever the fight of revelation has shone, men of all raidcs, conditions, 
and states of mind have found in the Bible a correspondent for every move¬ 
ment towards the better felt in their own hearts.’’ 

We must always remember that the Bible is not one book : it is many. 
In the Old Testament there is the best literature produced by the Hebrew 
race during well-nigh a thousand years. The New Testament, on the other 
hand, contains the literature, not of a nation, but of a movement. It is a 
collection of Greek works, written within less than a century, which 
desenbe the life of Jesus of Nazareth and the early development of the 
Christian faith. But the connection between the Old and New Testaments 
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is intimate. Each is a product of Hebrew religious genius. Of the writers 
in the New Testament, all seem to have been Jews, save possibly St. Luke, 
and his racial origin is doubtful. Moreover, to the historian, Christ is in 
the direct line of the great Hebrew prophets. St. Paul, though he became 
the apostle to the Gentiles, thought as a Jew and not as a Greek. St. John 
used Greek ideas, but he was a spiritual descendant of EzekieL Christianity, 
in fact, was a natural outgrowth of Judaism. 

To the student of history and of religious thought, the New Testament 
is the most important part of the Bible ; yet, as literature, it is on the whole 
inferior to the earlier writings. By the time of Christ, the Greek language, 
as spoken by the Jews of the Levant, had lost its purity. Not even me 
sincerity and enthusiasm of the New Testament writers could make it a 
perfect medium for hterary art. Moreover, between words and thought 
a natural harmony exists only if the ideas which a people develop are 
expressed in their own tongue. When Jewish religious undentanding was 
poured into a Greek mould, such harmony was marred. Throughout the 
New Testament there are passages which are astonishingly fine; but, 
speaking generally, we miss the sustained excellence of many Old Testament 
books. Wordsworth said truly that “ the grand storehouses of enthusiastic 
and meditative imagination ... are the prophetical and lyrical parts of 
the Holy Scriptures.” Because we describe such storehouses and show 
how tliey were built and filled, we shall of necessity give to the New 
Testament less consideration than its intrinsic importance merits. It would 
be foreign to our present purpose to discuss the Christian faith. We seek 
to show why the Bible b a classic of Uterature, permanently enjoyable and 
permanently helpful; why a dbtingubhed agnostic like T. E. Huxley 
would call it “ the Magna Charta of me poor and the oppressed.” 


§i 

THE ISRABUTES 

Who were the people who made the Old Testament, and whence came 
their rehgious genius ? The beginning of Egyptian history, so far as our 
present knowledge goes, can be placed about 5000 b.c. Two thousand 
years later there were in Babylonia and Egypt two empbes, already highly 
civilbed, well organised, and powerful. For some time a race called the 
Sumerians held the country of the Euphrates. They ceased to be dominant 
and their place was taken by Semites. To the Semitic stock the nomad 
tribes of desert Arabia belonged. Possibly there was some Semitic blood 
abo among the people of Egypt; but the differences which separate 
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Babylonian and Egyptian arc, letters, and thought point to fundamental 
difierences of racial origin. Between the empires of the Euphrates and 
the Nile there lay the Arabian Desert and a small stretch of fertile country 
near the Mediterranean, anciendy called Canaan, which we now know as 
Palestine. The Canaanites, who inhabited die land, were also Semites ; 
and at a remote date Babylonian influence over Canaan was dominant. 
Then there came a time when Egypt expanded her borders and conquered 
Canaan. Some famous letters discovered in 1887 at Tcll-el-Amania belong 
approximately to the period 1400-1370 b.c. ^ From them we learn diat 
Canaan at that dme had been an elaborately organised province, paying 
taxes to Egypt; but that all was falling into disorder because Egypt’s 
power was waning. About the year 1230 b.c. “ certain clans of a nomad 
race known as Hebrews, on whom some of die Pharaolis had imposed 
forced labour, broke away from Egypt under the leadenhip of Moses, and 
returned to their nomadic life in the oases of die desert south of Palestine.” 
These clans, whom we also know as the Children of Israel, were Semites, 
closely akin in language and customs to the Canaanites and to many tribes 
of the Arabian Desert. They were probably but small; it may even be 
that the men in them did not number more dian a few thousands.® They 
lived for a generation in the wilderness and dien set out to conquer the 
fertile country of Canaan. Their task was made possible by the tact that 
Egyptian rule over Canaan was at an end. But, though they established 
themselves firmly in the hiUy country, the Canaanites continued to hold 
the plains. A long period of war and disorder only ceased when, under 
the Israelite king David, Canaanites and Israelites were fused into one 
people. After* the year 1000 b.c. Hebrew culture, and especially Hebrew 
religion, were nominally dominant. 

About the same time that the Hebrews entered Canaan, the Philistines 
seem to have conquered the maritime plain near Gaza. These Philistines 
were not Semites but Aryan seafarers. Probably they came from the coast 
of Asia Minor near Crete, that centre of an early and wonderful civilisation 
revealed by the discoveries of Sir Arthur Evans. Old Testament history 

‘ Thoe Icaen, for the most pare, are in the Assyrian language, and written in cuneiform 
characters. They were addressed to the E^pdan kings Amen-Hotep III and IV; and 
were found in the tomb of a secretary to mose monarchs. The tomb is near the Nile, 
about 180 miles south of Memphis. 

* It is always necessary to be cautious in accepting numbers given in ancient documents. 
Errors, due to carelesmess of copyists and other causes, are very likely to arise. Professor 
Flinders Petrie has examined the cetuus lists of the Israelite tribes given in the Book of 
Numbers, chapten i. and xxvi. He makes the ingenious suggestion that alaf has two 
meanings, a “ mousand ” and “ a group ” ; and therefore, when we have the figure 32,200, 
it originally meant 32 tents containing 200 people. He thus reaches the conclusion that 
the numbers of Israelites in the two lists are resp^vely 3500 and 3730. 

43 



THE OUTLINE OF LITERATURE 

shows plainly that David used the Philistines in establishing his kingdom ; 
and archxologists hold that through Philistine influence “ a remnant of 
the dying glories of Crete” contributed to the progress of Hebrew 
culture. 

Whence did the Hebrews get their religion, and what was its original 
character ? The questions are difficult to answer. Renan asserted that the 
Semite of the desert, “ living where nature is so uniform, must be a mono¬ 
theist.” But there is no evidence for this theory; and all other Semites, 
when they reached countries like Syria and the Euphrates valley where 
nature is luxuriant, quickly developed an elaborate and sometimes gross 
polytheism. We must accept the Biblical tradition that in the wilderness, 
from Moses, the Hebrews received the germ of that moral monotheism 
which has been of incalculable value to mankind. Moses must have been 
supremely great, a natural leader of men and a religious genius. His mind 
must have been creative, his character austere, his religious insight profound. 
As the Hebrew prophets, from Elijah in the ninth century onwards, developed 
Hebrew monotheism, they believed themselves to be the true heirs of the 
Mosaic tradition. Their strength lay in their conviction that they were 
frghdng to preserve the best elements of Israelite culture from contamination 
by ideas and practices of Canaanite origin. 

It cannot be held that Moses had derived his religion from Egwt. The 
Egyptians practised circumcision ; but Moses, and those of his followers 
who were bom in the wilderness, were uncircumcised. Further, the 
prophets believed that they were true to the teaching of Moses in proclaim¬ 
ing that Jehovah was God of the whole earth ; and most certainly there is 
no echo in the Ten Commandments of the many gods of Egyptian poly¬ 
theism. Nowhere does the difference between Egyptian and Israelite 
religion appear more markedly than in connection with the doctrine of a 
future life. Neither in the teaching of Moses, nor in that of any great 
Hebrew prophet before the year 600 b.c., is there mention of a life after 
death or of Judgment to come; but E^ptian religion is dominated by 
such beliefr. In fact, the originality of Moses, the independence of ms 
religious insight, his direct inspiration, appear unchallengeable. When the 
Jews in later ages appealed to the authority of Moses, they rightly claimed 
that Moses was the source of the faith that made the Jesvish nation. 

Professor Kennett believes that monogamy was an element in the 
ethical system of Moses. “ There is not a hint in any of the prophets to 
suggest that they approved of polygamy, and there are several passages 
that imply monogamy. Here, again, it is probable that the prophets’ 
ideas about marriage belong to the general tradition of the teaching of 
Moses.” 

The earlier books of the Bible result from so many combinations and 
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alterations at diiTerent times that it is hard to form a definite opinion as to 
this and many other questions. For instance, we find it difficult to show 
conclusively that Moses was a monotheist. The first commandment, 
“ I am the Lord thy God ; thou shalt have none other gods but me,” 
proves that the Hebrews were to worship Jehovah and Him alone. But 
was He merely the God of the Hebrews, just as other nations had their 
tribal gods ; or was He the one and only God of the whole earth ? Probably 
Moses, like the great prophets in subsequent centuries, held the latter view; 
but popular opinion, after the fusion of the Israelite and Canaanite races, 
thought it natural that difierent peoples should have different gods. So, 
apparently without offending pubhc opinion, Solomon built “ an high 
place for Chemosh, the abomination of Moab, in the mount that is before 
Jerusalem,” together with other altars to heathen deities. Ahke in this 
action and in his polygamy we see popular Canaanite custom struggling 
successfully against the higher Israelite ideal. So far fioni being surprised 
at this uprising we remain amazed that it was not permanently successful. 
The census statistics of David and Rehoboam indicate that the population 
of the early monarchy was 1,300,000. A few thousand Israelites of the 
Exodus could not possibly have increased to such a number in a couple 
of centuries. The people over whom David ruled must have been largely 
of non-Israelite origin; and the Bible records tell us cxphcitly that in his 
army foreigners were numerous. In fact, “ the numbers of Israel were 
enlarged by accretion.” May we not deem it “ providential ” that 
Hebrew religion in Palestine did not suffer the same sort of corruption 
as the religion which the Aryan invaders brought into ancient Lidia ? 

To understand the Hebrew prophets and their fierce indignation against 
Canaanite worship we must bear in mind that with such worship was 
associated the refigious immorality wliich disgraces Southern Indian temples 
at the present day. They were fired by a moral indignation against cruelty 
and lust. The Canaanites and Phccnicians spoke practicaUy the same 
language as the Hebrews : all were Semites. “ Hannibal is just ‘ the grace 
of Baal.’ Put Jah Qehovah) for Baal, and you have the Hebrew Hananiah ; 
or, reverse the word, and you have Johanan, the Greek loannes and our 
John.” But Phoenicians and Cardiaginians had no ethical or religious 
message for mankind. The practice of human sacrifice was in earlier 
times not unknown among either them or the Canaanites; and in their 
temples obscene idols and religious prostitution went together. Had 
Carthage conquered Rome it would have been a curse to human civilisation. 
That Christianity conquered the Roman Empire was a blessing to mankind. 
The difference between the blessing and the curse measures the importance 
of the work of the Hebrew prophets. The Old Testament, read aright, is 
the story of their work and its outcome. 
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§2 

THE BEGINNING OF THE BIBLE : THE LAW 

To read the Old Testament aright we must know when, and by whom, 
its books were written. The first part of the Old Testament to be regarded 
as peculiarly sacred and inspired was “ The Law,” the first five books of 
the Bible. These books, as we all know, are Genesis, Exodus, Leviticus, 
Numbers, and Deuteronomy. In our Bibles they are, in their titles, ascribed 
to Moses. We begin wim “ die first book of Moses called Genesis.” The 
Jews, in the time of Christ, also ascribed these books to Moses ; but they 
did not then bear our modem ddes. Genesis was denoted merely by its 
first words, “ In the beginning.” Until a century ago die belief lasted that 
Moses wrote practically the whole Pentateuch. There is now an almost 
complete agreement among scholars that it took its present form after the 
Exile of the Jews and before the return of Ezra, that is to say, between the 
years 600 b.c. and 450 b.c. The Law was probably promulgated by Ezra 
soon after he came to Jerusalem from Babylon, and was speedily deemed 
authoritative and sacred. Moreover, modem scholars are convinced that, 
in the Pentateuch, there is litde that goes back to the time of Moses. It is, 
in its present form, the result of a series of religious reformations ; and the 
whole framework was constructed by a school of priesdy writers in Baby¬ 
lonia during the Exile. 

These views differ so widely from those which were fornierly accepted 
that many who have not weighed the evidence regard them as fanciful. 
The whole of the evidence can only be marshalled in an elaborate treatise ; 
but a single important illustration may show its strength. Under the final 
system described in the Book of Leviticus all religious worship was concen¬ 
trated at Jerusalem. There were no local altars or shrines where sacrifices 
could be offered to God. “ If Moses had left such a system as a public 
code specially entmsted to the priests and leaders of the nation, that code 
must have influenced at least the dlite of Israel.” But the prophets before 
the Captivity know nothing of it. Even when Solomon built the Temple 
at Jerusalem, he did not conform to the law of Leviticus. The two brazen 
pillars which stood at the porch would have been forbidden by that law, 
for they were pagan emblems common in Canaanite and Phoenician 
religion. For centuries also the keepers of the sanctuary were uncircumcised 
foreigners and not “ sons of Levi,” as the law ordained. There is, in short, 
overwhelming proof that before the Exile the law of Leviticus was not 
merely disregarded : it was unknown. 

When such a result has been reached, the way is open for a right under- 
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Standing of the PentateucL This understanding has been reached by an 
elaborate study of the Lterary styles of the various writers and groups of 
writen whose work survives ; by paying attention to the use of critical 
words, such as those for “ God ; by investigating the development of 
religious ritual and thought; and by minute antiquarian research. A 
language changes as the centuries go by : we cannot write Ukc Swift or 
Addison, nor could they write like Shakespeare, nor Shakespeare like 
Chaucer. Of course, there is always some uncertainty in literary analysis ; 
but the main outlines of the following sketch may be accepted with a large 
measure of confidence. 

Probably that part of the Old Testament which has the closest con¬ 
nection -with Moses is the Book of the Covenant, preserved in Exodus, chapters 
xx.-xxiii. It contains, besides the Ten Commandments, “ a few simple 
rules for worship, allowing freedom to meet God at many altars and giving 
no direction as to who shall perform the priestly service.” There are also 
simple civil laws, in which justice and kindness are happily combined. 

A large part of the more interesting material in the Book of Genesis 
is due to two writers, whom scholars call J and E. These symbols stand 
for “ Judaean ” and “ Ephraimitc ” respectively, and mean that they belonged 
to south and north Israel. J probably flourished about the middle of the 
ninth century B.C., and E somewhat less than a century later. “ Of all 
Hebrew historians J is the most gifted and the most bnlUant. He excels 
in the power of delineating life and character. In case and grace his narra¬ 
tives arc unsurpassed. He writes without eflbrt, and without conscious art.” 
To him we ojvc the story of Eden and the Fall, of Abraham’s pleading for 
Sodom, of the wooing of Rebekah. E docs not write so brilliantly as J. 
He has not the same felicity of expression or poetic vigour. To him is 
due the history of Joseph in Egypt. But the story of the selling of Joseph 
with its many inconsistencies is the result of a somewhat artless combination 
of narratives of J and E, which differed in that each assigned the blame of 
the transaction to ancestors of the other. The story of the Flood is similarly 
full of inconsistencies. Its present form results from combining a story of 
J with material due to a group of writers whom scholars call P. These men 
supplied the whole framework of the Pentateuch, and gave it its final form. 
They were priests, living in Babylonia during the Exile; conscientious, 
prosaic annalists. They describe with relish the different ceremonial 
institutions of the Hebrews. They take a consistent pleasure in chrono¬ 
logical and other statistical data. Whenever we come across a passage 
beginning “ These are the generations of . . we may safely assume that 
it is the handiwork of P. 

One of the priesdy writen was the author of the opening chapter of 
the Bible, where his style b unmbtakable. There b a second and not wholly 
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consistent account of Creation given in Genesis, chapter ii. (w. 4-7). This 
is due to J, and so is some three centuries older than P’s narrative. The 
fint Creation story probably reflects the influence of Babylonian scientiflc 
speculation. Though the progressive development of modem science has 
rendered it obsolete, it is worthy of our respect, and its noble monotheistic 
setting is of enduring value. 

In thus describing the work of P, we have passed over an earlier writer 
to whom the most valuable part of the Pentateuch is due. This is D, the 
author of the great sermon ascribed to Moses which makes the book Deuteronomy. 
J and E may be regarded as forerunners of the first succession of prophets, 
Amos, Hosea, and Micah. D is, in language and thought, closely alhed 
to Jeremiah ; and he must have hved about the year 650 b.c. His work 
was almost certainly the book discovered “ in the house of God by Hilkiah 
in the year 621 b.c.,” which served as a basb for the reformation of Jewish 
rehgion under King Josiah. Written very likely when the heathen reaction 
under King Manasseh seemed finally to have destroyed the fine religious 
tradition which went back to Moses, Deuteronomy shows rich and true 
spiritual insight. Ritual, indeed, has developed since the Book of the 
Covenant; but formalism has not quenched the fire of the spirit. We 
must not assume that D, in writing his book, created legislation unheard 
of before. He probably gathered together what he regarded as the best 
developments of the past, combined them with exhortations due to his 
own religious fervour, and then passed away leaving his book as a legacy 
to a happier time. Christians will never forget that firom it comes the 
first half of the Golden Rule. “ Hear, O Israd, the Lord our God is one 
Lord ; and thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with 
all thy soul, and with all thy might.” 

Alongside the Book of Deuteronomy we may put an andent document 
embedded in the Book of Leviticus, chapters xvii.-xxvi. This is called 
by scholars the Law of Holiness. It has been altered by the priestly editors 
of the Pentateuch, but there are many indications which point to the in¬ 
fluence of the prophet Ezekid. It resembles the Book of the Covenant 
in that the laws in it are in the main addressed to the people, not to the 
priest. Its reUgious inspiration is magnificent. In it we find the second 
half of die Golden Rule, “ Thou shdt love thy neighbour as thyself.” 
Throughout the ages mystics have felt the appeal of its words, “ And I will 
walk among you, and will be your God, and ye shall be my people ” ; 
and the mission of Israel to humanity was never more finely expressed than 
in the sentence, “ And ye shall be holy unto me : for I the Lord am holy, 
and have separated you from the peoples that ye should be mine.” 

For the convenience of readers we give a short table to show the main 
sources from which the Penuteuch was constructed. 
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Book of the Covenant 

Simple civil ajid religious 
laws of great antiquity. 

Origin probably with 
Moses about 1200 b.c. 

J . . . . 

An historian of the 
Southern Kingdom of 
Judah. 

About 8^0 B.c. 

E . . . . 

An historian of the 
Northern Kingdom of 
Israel. 

About 780 B.c. 

D . . . . 

The writer who inspired 
the reformation under 
King Josiah and to 
whom the Book of 
Deuteronomy is due. 

About 650 B.c. 

Law of Holiness 

A code of ritual and civil 
law of great religious 
value, probably com¬ 
piled by a friend or 
follower of Ezekiel. 

About 570 B.c. 

P . . . . 

The school of writers in 
Babylonia who finally 
gave the Pentateuch its 
present form. 

Between 550 and 450 B.c. 


§3 

THE GROWTH OF THE OLD TESTAMENT 

The Hebrew Bible began with The Law.” To understand its further 
growth we must recognise that the order of the Old Testament books in 
our Bibles is not that which a strict Jew in the time of Christ would have 
deemed satisfactory. We shall later mention some of the great translations 
of the Hebrew scriptures into foreign languages. It is sufficient now to 
say that the standard Jewish translation into Greek is called the Septuagint; 
and the standard Christian translation into Latin, the Vulgate. Roughly 
speaking, the order of the books of the Old Testament in English Bibles 
is that of the Vulgate. This order in turn was derived from the Septuagint, 
the authors of which apparently tried to group the books according to 
their subject-matter. They thus obscured a distinction between two groups 
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of books which in the time of Christ was of real importance. They mixed 
up the group known as “ The Prophets ” with the group called “ The 
Writings?’ 

“ The Prophets ” was the Jewish description of the following group of 
books: 


Joshua 

Judges 

Samuel 1 and 2 
Kings I and 2 


Jeremiah 

Ezekiel 

Isaiah 

Twelve Minor Prophets 


It thus contained, according to Jewish reckoning, eight books. We have 
to remember that these “ books ” were written on rolls of parchment or 
papyrus ; eight such rolls of fairly convenient size made up “ The Prophets,” 
just as five rolk made up “ The Law.” 

“ The Writings ” was the description of the group formed by the 
remaining books in the English Old Testament, namely : 


Ruth 

Psalms 

Job 

Proverbs 
Ecclesiastes 
Song of Solomon 


Lamentations 

Daniel 

Esther 

Ezra and Nehemiah 
Chronicles i and 2 


This group thus contained eleven “ books ” ; and the total number of 
books of the Hebrew Bible was thus twenty-four. 

It seems at first sight mere pedantry to spend time in s^arating “ The 
Prophets ” from “ The Writings.” But in the time of Christ “ The 
Writings ” had not won die same sort of recognition as was given to the 
Law and the Prophets. They could not be read as Scripture at the Synagogue 
services. They were on trial, as it were, slowly establishing a claim to be 
regarded as equally sacred and inspired. When Christ said, “ Whatsoever 
ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them, for this is 
the law and the prophets,” He implied that the one command summed 
up the whole of Bible teaching. For such teaching it was not necessary 
to go to “ The Writings.” 


§4 

THB PROPHETS 

Eight, or according to our reckoning twenty-one, books made up the 
group called “ The Prophets.” When were they first regarded as Scripture ? 
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The process was, no doubt, gradual. Pious Jews, who venerated the Law, 
found in the Prophets spiritual uispiradon which deepened the religious 
meaning of the Temple ritual which the Law had established. The Law 
was primarily ecclesiastical; but religious men are seldom satisfied solely 
by an ecclesiastical system. They demand the wimess of history to Goo, 
records of personal faith and the fire of prophetic enthusiasm. Whenever 
rehgion is earnest, the Prophet takes his place by the side of the Priest. 
So, gradually but irresistibly, “ the Prophets ” supplemented “ the Law.” 
Probably during the third century b.c. a lesson from the one group of books 
was added to a lesson from the other in the synagogue services. Just as in 
Christian churches a lesson from the New Testament follows a lesson from 
the Old. By 250 B.c. the Prophets seem to have become Scripture. Hence¬ 
forth the history and preaching of the men who had kept inviolate all that 
was best in the faith of Moses, who during centuries of struggle had developed 
the finest monotheism the world has known—such history and preaching 
were sacred. 

There is confusion in the varied literature which makes up “ The 
Prophets.” The books of Joshua, Judges, Samuel, and Kings narrate the 
history of die Israelites from the Exodus to the Exile, and the earlier part 
of this history is of doubtful value. Tlie fact is not surprising. During 
the Exile valuable documents were lost. Rolls wore out. Fragments of 
history and prophecy of dififerent ages were gadiercd togctlier into new 
rolls. The process of combination, of revision, and of more or less 
drastic “ editing,” which produced the Pentateuch, also atfected the 
historical and prophetical books. We naturally regret that so much 
of the earlier history of Israel which is presented in the Bible is 
“ ideal ” history, written from the standpoint of a much later age. Yet 
what has been lost is relatively unimportant, because fortunately the 
story of the bitter struggle and ultimate triumph of the Prophets is, in its 
main outlines, clear. 

The mists of the dawn of Hebrew history almost entirely sliut out 
Moses from our sight. These mists are still thick three hundred years later, 
when Ehjah appears upon the scene. At that time, early in the ninth 
century b.c., the struggle between Canaanite superstition and Israelite 
religion was at its fiercest. The Baal worship of the Canaanites was sup¬ 
ported by the prestige of Phoenician power; but Ehjah won the vicn^ry. 
He established the principles that Jehovah alone was God in Israel, that 
Jehovah was righteous and demanded righteousness from His people. 
The narratives of Ehjah and Elisha have been incorporated in the Book of 
Kings firom a very early source. They are of Northern Israelitish origin, 

" and exhibit the ease, grace, and viviiiess which belong to the best style 
of Hebrew historical hterature.” But they arc dramatic history of the 
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type which preserves the spirit of a great adventure ; and not till we come 
to Amos do we get teaching authenticated by the very words of the prophet 
himself. 

In the year 760 b.c. when Amos flourished, the centre of Hebrew national 
life was not in the petty state of Judah but in the powerful Northern King¬ 
dom. To Amos, as to many another, it was plain that this-kingdom, 
together with all the surrounding nations, was in danger of being over¬ 
whelmed by Assyria. As he mused over the situation he saw that, if 
Jehovah was Creator, then every movement of history was Jehovah’s 
work. The Assyrian would be the instrument of divine punishment on 
all who broke the laws of universal morahty. And especiily, since Israel 
had known Jchovali, she must seek Him if she was to live. Yet her service 
must not be through ritual and sacrifice. “ I hate, I despise your feast days : 
I take no pleasure in your solemn assemblies.” “ Let justice flow like 
waters and righteousness as an unfailing stream.” The Prophet’s message 
is as fresh, as much needed, now as when it was written. A religion of 
priests and prosperous people who condone injustice, sensuality, and 
harshness to the poor is worthless. They who find comfort in it “ shall go 
into captivity with the first that go captive.” Jehovah will judge according 
to righteousness, and especially strict will be His judgment of His own 
people. 

The virgin of Israel is fallen, she cannot rise again. 

She is cast down upon her land, there is none to raise her up. 

Before the downfall thus predicted had come to pass, Hosea appeared. 
He was the last Prophet of the Northern Kingdom, tragically isolated in 
a corrupt society whose ruin he foresaw His temperament was that of a 
poet. He was sensitive, with a passionate reUgious earnestness. He insists 
that Jehovah loves His people with the undying love that a husband can 
retain for a faithless wife. God must punish, but punishment will not be 
the end. Love, though outraged, is always eager to forgive. Indifferent to 
the prophet’s message, the nobles of Samaria went to their doom. In 
722 B.c. the Northern Kingdom perished. Thenceforth in the small 
kingdom of Judah, little more than the fortress city of Jerusalem with its 
dependent countryside, the spirit of Hebrew monotheism was preserved. 

First Micah, “ the prophet of the poor,” came forward to tlenouncc the 
injustice of men in power, sternly to protest against abuses condoned by a 
corrupt priesthood and false prophets. Because of such evils “ Zion shall 
be plou^ed as a field and the temple-mountain shall be as the high places 
of the forest.” And then Isaiah appears on the scene. The “ call,” which 
he describes widi such restrained power in chapter vi. of the Book of Isaiah, 
probably took place in the year 740 b.c., while Hosea and Micah were still 
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active. Afterwards for forty years he sought to guide his countrymen. 
He was alike a prophet and a statesman, idealist, reformer, and shrewd 
judge of political issues. The range and quality of his influence may be 
measured by the extent of the literature gathered under his name. Of the 
Book of Isaiah the last twenty-seven chapters arc a compilation of which 
the earUcst portions are a century and a half later than the time of the 
Prophet. Even in the fint thirty-nine chapters there is much material not 
due to him. But Isaiah began a great movement which profoundly aflected 
the national life of Judah. We may compare with it the Evangelical move¬ 
ment of Wesley and his friends in England in the eighteenth century. 
Just as their preaching gave to the English people spiritual tenacity which 
carried the country safely through the Napoleonic Wars, so the rchgious 
confidence which Isaiah created lasted until the Jews returned from the 
Exile. Upon the basis of Isaiah’s evangelicalism developments of institu¬ 
tional religion were reared. But Just as there would have been no Oxford 
Movement had the Evangelical Revival never taken place, so the Dcutcr- 
onomic reform and the kter Levitical Code were possible because Isaiah 
had taught men to hear the Divine voice asking, “ Whom shall Wc send ? ” 
and to give the answer, “ Here am I, send me.” 

After Isaiah had passed away there came a heathen reaction under 
Manasseh, who ruled as a vassal of Assyria for half a century until the year 
641 B.c. Fifteen years after his death Jeremiah received his call. His priestly 
ancestry, no doubt, made him more sympathetic than the earlier prophets 
to popular sacrificial worship. Perhaps, too, he saw that it was necessary 
to accept and reform such worship if the prophetic tradition was to survive. 
At any rate lie associated himself with the Deuteronomic reform, wherein 
priest and prophet made an alliance discreditable to neither. Yet plainly 
with that reform he was not wholly content. Quite explicitly he rejects 
the idea that ritual is of value in itself. He was a mystic, who all around 
him saw signs of God’s presence and power. In his writings for the first 
time in the Old Testament “ we find frequent, intimate praver.” He 
taught that such communion with God removed religion from the domain 
of national pride. Inevitably the fierce patriots of his troubled age denounced 
him as a traitor. In his writings Jeremiah offers us jperhaps the finest 
example in the Old Testament of a character disciphned and strengthened 
by suffering. He and his people needed all the fortitude, all the consolations 
of religion, which such an understanding as he had won could give them. 

{ erusalem fell in 586 B.C. and Jeremiah was made prisoner. When last we 
lear of him, he was being taken against his will by Jewish fugitives to 
Egypt. 

Some eleven years before the fall of Jerusalem Ezekiel had been carried 
away to Babylon : and there for a quarter of a century he dreamed and 
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planned and preached. The Deuteronomic reform had failed : Ezekiel 
laid the foundations of a more stringent ecclesiastical system. Jerusalem 
was in ruins: Ezekiel, confident that the exiles would return, planned the 
theocratic state which arose to Justify his vision. He, more than any other 
single man, made the Law, the Levitical Code which gave and still gives 
such marvellous coherence to the Jewish people. The enduring quality 
of his work testifies to his greatness. He had great literary gifts : his descrip¬ 
tion of the magnificence of Tyre is a splendid piece of writing. His rich 
imaginative power is shown repeatedly, especially in the vision of the 
glory of God with which the Book of Ezekiel opens and in the picture of 
the resurrection in “ the valley of dry bones.” He quite righdy emphasises 
the importance of personal religion and the value of what a modem clergy¬ 
man would term pastoral care. But, while Jeremiah was a mystic seeking 
personal communion with God, Ezekiel teaches the supremacy of Divine 
law. While Amos and Hosea were puritans, Ezekiel is a ritualist. And his 
ritual was the old Canaanite custom of animal sacrifices, strange and 
abhorrent to us now. It is true that he spiritualises the meaning of such 
rites, by developing the theology of propitiation which was afterwards to 
have its place in Christian doctrine. But, great as was his conception of the 
ordered Church transforming the world, yet the voices of those who cry 
in the wilderness, and recklessly find the peace of God amid strife and ruin, 
have done more for humanity. Ezekiel must have had rare prophetic 
gifts or he would not have been so distinguished a priest. Perhaps he was 
the greatest priest in liistory. 

Let us pass from him to another exile by the waters of Babylon who 
lived a generation later, the unknown writer whom schblars call the 
Second Isaiah. In the middle of the Book of Isaiah, at the fortieth chapter, 
we hear his voice for the first time, “ Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, 
saith your God.” Thereafter there comes, with lyrical splendour un¬ 
matched in religious Uterature, a message of consolation for Israel. The 
beauty of the language tends to hide from us the almost painful intensity 
of the writer’s thought. But in no Old Testament writer do we find a 
more august picture of the majesty of God. To the Second Isaiah God is 
both Creator and Ruler of the world. Nations and their kings are the 
instruments of His purpose. Yet He is also patient and loving, not only to 
Israel but to all the nations upon earth. And Israel shall be His servant, 
sufiering that the world may be redeemed. Nowhere eke in Hebrew 
literature is there any parallel to this profound understanding. The Second 
Isaiah discovered the secret of the redemptive power of innocent suffering : 
more tlian five centuries before Calvary he revealed the significance of the 
Cross. “ Surely he hath borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows: yet 
we did esteem him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted. But he was 
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wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities : the 
chastisement of our peace was upon him ; and with his stripes we arc healed. 
All we, hke sheep, have gone astray ; we have turned every one to his own 
way ; and the Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of us all.” Here are 
combined unrivalled rehgious insight and matchless beauty of language; 
and of the writer we know nothing, save that he lived when Cyrus the 
Persian destroyed the Babylonian Empire. 

In the Old Testament mere are altogedicr twelve Minor Prophets. The 
work of the three earliest we have described. It is sufficient to say that in 
the rest we find a considerable amount of material later than the death 
of Alexander the Great (323 B.C.). But the Book of Jonah deserves special 
mention. It is not history but prophetic allegory. The writer, whom very 
uncertainly we may date about die year 300 b.c., took an old prophetic 
legend, and made it the vehicle of some of the finest ethical teaching in the 
Old Testament. The Second Isaiah had proclaimed that Israel was disci¬ 
plined by suffering that she might spread to all humanity her knowledge 
of God. But later Judaism too often showed itself narrow and fiercely 
patriodc. Against national intolerance the Book of Jonah is a splendid and 
powerful protest. The Prophet, who typifies Israel, is sent by God to 
preach repentance even to Nineveh, the great capital of his country’s 
enemies. He tries to escape this unpleasant duty, but in vain. When 
finally he obeys the Divine command, Nineveh repents and God forgives. 
Jonah, sullen and angry, upbraids God for His mercy. And God answers, 
“ Should I not spare Nineveh, that great city, wherein are more than six- 
score thousand little children and also much cattle ? ” Both those who 
profess literal* belief in the miracle of Jonah’s whale and those who deride 
their credulity usually ignore the lesson of this beautiful allegory. Modem 
nations at war, like fanatical Jews of old, resent such teaching. But the 
Book ofjonah has well been cdled the Holy of Holies of the Old Testament. 


THE WRITINGS 

The third division of the Hebrew Old Testament consists, as we have 
seen, of eleven or, according to our reckoning, thirteen books. Though 
they may contain some early material they were for the most part written 
late in Jewish history, probably within the two centuries which ended 
with the year 140 B.c. At that date the Jews, under the Maccabean princes, 
had just regained their independence. We can imagine the thrill of ex¬ 
ultation wmch then went tmough the people. They were once again a 
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free nation. They awoke to the fact that, outside the Law and the Prophets, 
they had a national literature, a valuable record of national tenacity during 
the era of subjection. There was an irresistible impulse to gather together 
the finest works in this literature, to make a collection of poetry, mama, 
philosophy, and late history which should supplement the earlier Scriptures. 
So “ The Writings ” were gradually collected and gradually regarded as 
inspired. Such scanty evidence as we possess points to the fact mat about 
a century before the birth of Christ tlus process was virtually completed. 
But even in Christ’s day Jewish teachers did not regard “ The Writings ” 
as on a level with the Law and the Prophets. In particular the sacred 
character of four books, the Song of Songs, &clesiastes, ^ther, and Chronicles, 
was long disputed. But at a conference at Jamnia, about a.d. loo, Jewish 
rabbis appear to have reached agreement. Thenceforth, as scholars say, 
the canon of the Hebrew Old Testament was closed. The leaders of the 
Jewish Church ratified a popular verdict; but the strange arguments 
by which some justified their action may be taken to show the hesitation 
which they felt. From three of the four disputed books there is no 
quotation in the New Testament. To Chronicles alone is there a reference ; 
and this reference shows that it was regarded, when Jesus taught, as the 
last of the books deemed inspired. 

By far the greatest of all the works in “ The Writings ” is the Book of 
Psalms. Sometimes, indeed, it gives its name to the whole collection. It is 
a hymn-book, the finest hymn-book ever made. Some of the hymns in 
it are ancient; a few may even go back to the time of David. But most 
were written after the Exile and some probably belong to Maccabcan times. 
The hymn-book was compiled for use at the Temple 'in Jerusalem. 
Naturally, however, it passed into use at the synagogue services and thus 
had a profound influence on the faith of the Jewish people in the time of 
Christ. Anyone who examines the teaching of Jesus, as it is recorded in 
St. Mark, the earliest of the Gospels, will notice how frequently He quotes 
the Psalms. Christians in all ages have shared His love of these glorious 
hymns. Some few are vindictive and so alien from His temper. A few 
others we may deem prosaic. But the large majority are extraordinarily 
beautiful, alike in thought and expression. They are pure poetry, whereas 
too many modem hymns merely deserve to be described as religious verse. 
Especially splendid are the Pilgrim Songs (Ps. cxx.-cxxxiv.) which were 
sung by Jews coming to the Great Feasts as they ascended Mount Zion. 
We do not get in the Psalms, and we should hardly expect to find, any 
advance on the religious teaching of the great prophets. There is, for 
example, in the Psalter no doctrine of Eternal Life. The idea that prosperity 
is the reward of righteousness is common. The theology of this great 
hymn-book is, in fact, conventional. But faith and hope abound. Religious 

56 



THE STORY OF THE BIBLE 


joy and spiritual confidence, trust in God and thankfulness for His mercies, 
find repeated expression in language which is a pure delight. No religious 
poetry that has yet been written can be ranked above these Jewish hymns. 

Among “ The Writings ” there are two other poetical works. 
Lamentations consists of five dirges, highly artificial in structure. Possibly 
the second and fourth were written by some man who had actually seen 
the horrors of the capture of Jerusalem in 586 b.c., while the remainder are 
of later date. Even in the English version we seem to find studied elabora¬ 
tion rather than passion evoked by overwhelming tragedy ; and few will 
contradict the verdict that the book is not supremely great either in its 
religious insight or as a work of art. The Song of Songs, as we have already 
seen, was classed as Scripture only after much hesitation. Its right to a 
place in the Bible was defended on the ground that Solomon was its author, 
and that, symbolically, it represented Jehovah’s love for his people. Neither 
contention can be justified. Its language shows that, in its present form, 
it cannot be earlier than the third century b.c. It does not mention Jehovah ; 
it is in no sense a religious work. Some believe it to be a disordered dramatic 
idyll; but more probably, it is a collection of uncomiected love-lyrics 
such as were sung at Jewish wedding-feasts. Their beauty, their sensuous 
passion, is undeniable. We do not wonder that Goethe praised them highly. 
They are voluptuous without being coarse. There is in them, moreover, 
a sensitive delight in nature which is rare in Hebrew literature. It is good 
that the Song of Songs should be in the Bible if only to remind us that, 
to the men who made the Old Testament as to ourselves, human love and 
springtime were two of God’s rich gifts. 

From poetry we pass naturally to idyllic narrative and drama. Of each 
of these forms of art we have one example in “ The Writings.” The 
Book of Ruth is exquisite in its simplicity and grace : Goethe described it as 
the loveliest little idyll that tradition has handed dovm to us. The story 
moves forward easily and naturally ; it is filled with the spirit of kindliness. 
When it was written we cannot tell: some good scholars believe it to be 
a very early example of Hebrew literary art. Early or late, it deserves to be 
immortal. Contrast with the fierce nationalism of Esther the words of 
Ruth the Moabitess to the Israelite widow : “ Whither tliou goest, I vidll 
go ; and where thou lodgcst, I will lodge ; thy people shall be my people, 
and thy God my God.” With such affection the daughter of Moab came 
to Bemlehem. Half the world now turns with like love to that Judaean 
village. 

The Book of Job is a great drama, of which the theme is the problem of 
human suffering. It presents many conundrums to commentators, among 
whom there is much disagreement. But apparently an early popular story 
was used as a basis of the drama ; and, after the first draft was completed, 
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large additions and alterations were made by other writers. Consequently 
it is unequal, alike in descriptive power and in cogency of thought. The 
book mirrors the perplexity of Jewish thinkers during the period of Greek 
domination. It belongs to what is called the wisdom-literature of the 
Jews. Roughly speaking, this literature is Jewish speculative philosophy : 
in it an attempt is made to tmderstand God’s nature by an intellectual 
inquiry into the problems of human life. In Job no satisfactory reason is 
given for the suffering of the righteous. When the Lord answers out of the 
whirlwind He merely bids Job consider the inexplicable majesty of His 
creative power, manifest everywhere. St. Paul was doubtless recalling 
this reverent agnosticism when he wrote, “ How unsearchable are God’s 
Judgments, and His ways past finding out.” 

Though the agnosticism of the Book of Job b profoundly reverent, 
there arc in the Old Testament two other wisdom-books where faith has 
plainly degenerated. In Proverbs a shrewd worldly morality is mixed with 
finer material; in the greater part of Ecclesiastes sceptical pessimism is 
dominant. Neither book in its present form can be much earlier than the 
year 250 b.c. The Book of Proverbs undoubtedly is highly composite in 
character. It contains three main divisions, of which the finest and latest 
is to be found in the first nine chapters of the book. The climax of this 
“ Praise of Wisdom ” magnificendy describes wisdom as with God from 
the beginning. “ When He prepared the heavens I was there. When He 
appointed the fotuidadons of the earth I was by Him.” 

We feel no surprise that Ecclesiastes was only admitted to the Old 
Testament after prolonged hesitation. Its triumph bears vsritness to the wide 
liberality of later Jewish thought. We can best understand its apparent 
inconsistencies if we think of it as a record of the fi-ee discussion of academic 
theologians. It is often terribly gloomy, but the last chapter is superb in 
its English dress. “ Or ever the silver cord be loosed, or the golden bowl 
be broken, or the pitcher be broken at the fountain, or the wheel broken 
at the dstem. Then shall the dust return to the earth as it was : and the 
spirit shall return unto God who gave it ”—the pure music of such sentences 
is perfect. 

There remain for our consideration four works—Chronicles, Ezra and 
Nehemiah, Daniel, and Esther. Chronicles, Ezra and Nehemiah really form 
a single continuous narrative, and it is generally assumed that all were pro¬ 
duced by the same compiler. He probably lived during the third century b.c. 
A comparison with die Book of Kings which he used as one of the main 
sources of his work, shows that as a historian he is untrustworthy. For this 
reason, probably, the Book of Chronicles with difficulty secured a place 
among “ The Writings.” Ezra and Nehemiah were accepted more readily 
as there was no book in the historical section of “ The Prophets ” whiclt 
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dealt with the same period of history. Yet it is certain diat, as historical 
records of the return from the Exile, these works, though interesting, are 
faulty. Speaking briefly. Chronicles is Kings rewritten by a strict Jewish 
churchman : it is history falsified that it may be made edifying. In the 
supposed interests of piety truth has been sact^ced. Other ages can offer 
worse examples of ecclesiastical historians who were convinced that truth 
could be usefully perverted for the greater glory of God. 

The Book of Daniel was written within the period 165-163 b.c. to 
encourage the Jews during the persecution of Antiochus Epiphanes. The 
success of the Maccabean revolt, to wliich it doubtless gave powerful aid, 
won for it widespread popularity. Though it is probably the latest book 
in the Old Testament it was speedily included among “ The Writings ” ; 
and in the time of Christ it was as well known as is Pilgrim’s Progress to 
ourselves. It is the only example in the Old Testament of what is called 
Apocalyptic literature. In the New Testament the Book of Revelation 
is a work of the same type ; and a number of other similar works are 
known to scholars. In all of them we find veiled predictions, usually 
relating to the outcome of events in the writer’s own time, combined with 
fantastic and sometimes magnificent imagery. Often these works, by a 
literary fiction which deceived nobody, were assigned to some worthy 
of the past—^a Daniel, a Moses, an Enoch. The writers of them sought to 
give a religious interpretation of history and to express their faith in the 
ultimate triumph of righteousness. Only by a violent effort of the 
imagination can we undentand them aright, for tlicy belong to a form of 
art and to modes of thought which have passed away. The Book of Daniel 
is a great work, for its stories still inspire and its grandeur still attracts men, 
though too often they profoundly misconceive its character. 

The Book of Esther is an elaborate and skilfully written story which 
appealed to Jewish national pride. It is useful to have it in the Old Testament 
if only to indicate the sort of narrative which was popular in the time of 
Christ. It is alien from His spirit; and all Christians will sympathise with 
the reluctance of the rabbis to class it among their sacred books. 


§6 

THE APOCRYPHA 

In some English Bibles, placed between the Old and New Testaments, 
there are fourteen books or fragments of books, which bear the title 
“ Apocryplia.” Roughly speaking, these books were accepted by Jews 
of Alexandria as part of the Bible, but rejected by Jews of Palestine. All 
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but three of them are regarded as “ inspired ” by the Roman Church. 
The Reformed Churches give them a less honourable jplace. In the Church 
of England passages from the Apocrypha are read * for example of hfe 
and instruction of mannen ” ; they are not to be applied “ to establish any 
doctrine.” 

Some of these books and fragments are not worthy of a place in the 
Bible. The stories of Susanna and of Bel and the Dragon are poor stuff. 
Judith is a horrible tale in which a woman treacherously uses her beauty 
to murder the general of an invading army. The Second Book of Maccabees 
is history decked with fantastic legends. The First Book of Esdras is of 
even less historical value than Chronicles, Ezra, and Nehemiah. The best- 
known passage in it is the story of the three guardsmen who disputed 
as to what was the strongest thing in the world. “ The first wrote, Wine 
is the strongest. The second wrote, The King is the strongest. The third 
wrote. Women are the strongest; but, above all things. Truth beareth 
away the victory.” At the end “ all the people shouted and said. Great is 
Truth, and mighty above all things.” The verdict has passed into popular 
speech in its Latin dress, Magna est veritas et prcevalet. The Book of Tobit is 
a romance which in the later Middle Ages was very popular ; but, though 
it contains some fine moral lessons, it has more than a faint flavour of me 
Arabian Nights. 

Yet in the Apocrypha there are also works of real value. The First 
Book of Maccabees is first-rate history of the successful revolt of the Jews 
after their persecution by Antiochus Epiphanes. It was written about 
100 B.C., when Utde more than half a century had passed since the events 
which it records. As we study this history we realise the anguish and 
determination which caused the Book of Daniel to be written ; and we 
understand why that apocalypse continued to be widely and deservedly 
popular in the time of Christ. 

The most important and most attractive work in the Apocrypha is 
that called Ealesiasticus. Its proper title is The Wisdom of Jesus-ben-Sirach. 
It consists of shrewd reflections upon Ufe, and gives a sort of rehgious 
philosophy of conduct of singular beauty and penetration. In some former 
Christian ages it was widely read and highly esteemed : its title, which is 
at least as early as the third century, shows that it was regarded as in an 
especial degree the Church Book. Its author Jesus (or Joshua), the son or 
grandson of Sirach, was a Jew of Palestine who wrote about the year i8o B.C., 
some fifteen years before the Book of Daniel was written. The grandson 
of this Jesus revised the work and translated it into Greek when he was 
living in Egypt. 

The more Ecclesiasticus is studied, the more it is loved. It ranks with 
the Book of Job as one of the two finest examples of the wisdom-literature 
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of the Jews. To the author “ the fountain of wisdom is the word of God 
most high.” “ There is One wise and greatly to be feared, the Lord sitting 
upon Hk throne.” “ All wisdom cometh from the Lord and is with Him 
for ever.” In this spirit of austere piety Jesus-ben-Sirach surveys the life 
of man. He has studied books and human nature with equal zest and in¬ 
sight. He is free from illusions, but his freedom has not hardened into 
cynicism. His reflections are not always original: could any man produce 
an original summary of proverbial philosophy ? Yet as a phrase-maker 
he is great. “ A fool travaileth with a word, as a woman in labour with 
a child,” is most happily turned ; and more than phrase-making has gone 
to the sentence, ” There is a sinner that hatli good success in evil things ; 
and there is a gain that tumeth to loss.” 

One of the most attractive things about Ben-Sirach is his strong, yet 
truly rehgious, common sense. Of worship without righteousness he is as 
scornful as the great prophets of liis race. “ The sacrifice of a just man is 
acceptable,” he says significandy. He is contemptuous of the superstitions 
which seem to be always with us. “ Divinations and soothsayings and 
dreams arc vain : and the heart fancicth as a woman’s heart in travail.” 
With regard to the respective values of prayer and a physician’s skill in 
sickness, he keeps the balance true. “ My son, in thy sickness be not 
n^ligent; but pray unto the Lord, and He will make thee whole. Leave 
off from sin, and cleanse thy heart from all wickedness. Then give place 
to the physician, for the Lord hath created him : let him not go from thee, 
for thou hast need of him. There is a time when in their hands there is 
good success.” Such sane teaching has lost none of its value by the lapse 
of time. 

The best-known of all the passages in Hcclesiasiict 4 s is, of course, that 
which begins, “ Let us now praise famous men.” Its use in England, 
whenever school or college benefactors arc commemorated, has become 
general; and however often we may hear the passage read, the appeal 
of its dignified beauty does not fail. “ Their bodies arc buried in peace, 
5ut their name liveth for evermore,” is magnificeiit in its simplicity; 
ind for sublime pathos there are few sentences in the English language 
vhich can equal the apparendy unstudied words, “ and some there 
le, which have no memorial; who arc perished as though they had 
ever been.” 

There is a second wrisdom-book in the Apocrypha which bears the title 
"he Wisdom of Solomon. Its author was a Palestinian Jew who was quite 
ossibly a contemporary of St. Paul. He was, even more than the Apostle, 
ader the influence of Greek rehgious ideas of his age. Christians at a 
rst reading are tempted to class his work above Ecclesiasticus. They arc 
evitably attracted by its doctrine of the all-pervading presence and power 
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of the Spirit of God. “ Thy counsel who hath known except Thou give 
wisdom, and send Thy Holy Spirit from above,” is a sentence which might 
have come from the New Testament. Christians feel also that the brok 
contains their own doctrine of Eternal Life. “ For God created man to be 
immortal and made him to be the image of His own eternity ”—such is a 
behcf which will last as long as Christianity endures. Yet the book is not 
quite first-rate. Perhaps the writer was ambitious to make it supremely 
bcautifiil and for that reason failed to produce such unstudied perfection 
as we find, for instance, in St. Paul’s great Eulogy of Love. But at times 
we forget to be critical. “ The souls of the righteous are in the hand of 
God, and tliere shall no torment touch them. In the sight of the unwise 
they seem to die : and their departure is taken for misery, and their 
going from us to be utter destruction : but they are in peace.” The man 
who could write these words of faith and hope had a true message for 
humanity. 

There is only one other work in the Apocrypha which in our brief 
survey merits description. It is tlie Second Book of Esdras, which was written 
by a Jew after the fall of Jerusalem in a.d. 70. Some Christian writer 
revised the work and added a preface; and the book thus edited was 
probably published soon after the year a.d. 120. Many Jews thought that 
the destruction of Jerusalem and of the Temple would begin the End of the 
Age; the calamity would prepare the way for a Messianic Kingdom of 
God. The influence of such ideas can be seen in the Gospek and even 
more explicitly in the Book of Revelation ; and it is because the Second 
Book of Esdras has so many parallek to New Testament writings that 
scholan have studied it minutely. The book, in feet, helps us to understand 
what was the religious background of the early Christian missionaries. 
When the author wrote, the breach between Judaism and Christianity 
had not become complete. In the book there is the “ larger, broader, more 
genial spirit of Judaism,” which passed away with the triumph of Jewish 
legalism a generation later. Whenever Christianity has been true to the 
temper of its Founder, it has preserved this spirit. Because of its presence, 
early leaders like St. Paul and St. John freed tlieir faith from Jewish fetters ; 
and, by using die language and ideas of the Greek world, commended the 
Gospel to the Gentiles. 

The Second Book of Esdras is but one among many works which have 
precariously survived to show the religious influences which fashioned the 
growth of Christianity. This literature links the Old Testament to the New. 
Study of it is a fascinating branch of research ; but it merely confirms the 
fact that Christianity would never have come into existence had not men 
felt that Jesus, by Ffis life and teaching, in a manner unparalleled, revealed 
God to the world. 
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§7 

THE NEW TESTAMENT 

The books of the New Testament were written in Greek and all the 
writers, except possibly St. Luke, were Jews. But their Greek was not the 
language of Homer, nor even of Thucydides or Plato ; it was Hellenistic 
Greek, the popular language in which, in the first century of our era, men 
spoke to their friends and wrote to their wives. The Uterary Greek of that 
period was artificial, “ fine writing,” wliich tried to copy classical models 
of style. New Testament Greek seemed a thing apart, until quite recendy 
family and business letters of the same age were discovered in the sand of 
Egypt. Then its true nature was revealed. 

The New Testament writers wisely used this popular language, for 
they sought to spread Christianity not merely among a cultured minority, 
but as widely as possible. For the most part their converts came from what 
we should now call the lower-middle classes. To this grade of society 
most of Christ’s intimate disciples belonged. Some, hke the sons of 
Zebedee, were probably well-to-do ; but all of them were above the status 
of the slave. The early missionaries welcomed men and women of all 
classes. Though they used popular Greek, we must not think of them as 
ill-educated. St. Paul, who received a thorough theological training, seems 
to have been the son of a man of good position in his native city. Doth 
St. Luke and St. John the Evangelist were men of abiUty and culture ; and 
all the other New Testament writers were able to express themselves in 
Greek, though it was probably in no case their native tongue. 

Though the New Testament writers used a non-Utcrary language, they 
often reached, as our Authorised Version shows, a splendid dignity. Con¬ 
vinced that they had a great message, they wrote naturally and directly. 
St. Mark’s Greek is rough ; but with great brevity he gives us a singularly 
vigorous and effective memoir. St. Paul dictated his letters to a secretary. 
We have in them unfinished sentences, involved arguments, rapid changes 
of thought. As we read them, Paul the preacher rises before us. As we 
study them, we arc amazed by the fertility of his mind, its subtlety and 
flexibility, its creative power; and at times he reaches levek of eloquence 
unsurpassed in hterature. A modem scholar describes St. John’s writing 
as “ correct enough in grammar, but simple to baldness and with no sense 
of idiom.” Yet, though he struggles in this way with a language not his 
own, he has produced in the Fourth Gospel and in his First Epistle two 
masterpieces of rehgious hterature. Words recur; simple detached 
sentences follow one another : there is no ornament; all seems ” thin 
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and abstract.” We should expect complete dilute; we get the purest 
spiritual beauty. The mystic and philosopher speaks, as it were, a child’s 
language; yet none other has em^ed so greatly man’s spiritual under¬ 
standing. St. Luke is the most briUiant writer in the New Testament. His 
ease and grace of style, his wide sympathies, his sensitiveness, make him 
pecuharly attractive to modem readers. His descriptive power, as we see 
in his account of St. Paul’s shipwreck, is remarkable ; and anyone who 
doubts his literary skill should try to rewrite the Parable of the Prodigal 
Son. Yet, of course, that parable came from Jesus, perhaps with little 
change ; and the Uterary quaUty of His teaching we cannot ignore. 

Even in a literary discussion of the New Testament it is quite impossible 
to ignore Jesus of Nazareth. His personality dominates the whole collection 
of books and gives it its inherent unity. His teaching as to God and Man, 
His death, the perfection of His character. His significance for humanity— 
with such matters the New Testament writers are almost exclusively con¬ 
cerned. When we reflect that, for the most part, these writers had not 
known Jesus personally, that their wimess is at second-hand, we realise 
how firm and deep must have been the impress which Christ made on those 
who were with Him during His brief mission. There is, in the main 
outUnes of the picture which we have of Him, no blurring. We know 
His thought. His temper. His character—in a word, His quaUty—as we 
know that of few men in history. 

Probably the records of His teaching given in the Gospeb are more 
exact than we should expect. It is true that at least thirty years passed after 
His death before any of the Gospels were written. But the Jews cultivated 
a verbal memory, whereas we trust to written records; so it may well 
be that even after half a century accurate fragments of His teaching were 
preserved. Probably Jesus was bom in 6 b.c. and crucified in a.d. 29. 
He normally used the Aramaic dialect of Palestine ; but He knew Hebrew, 
and probably could speak Greek. A century before His birth the popu¬ 
lation of Galilee was largely non-Jewish : it was “ Galilee of the Gentues ” ; 
and, in Christ’s lifetime, Capernaum and the adjacent tovms were as much 
Graeco-Syrian as Jewish. Near Nazareth, a town of possibly some 10,000 
people, ran great high roads connecting some of the chief cities of the 
Levant. Thus, though Jesus came from a carpenter’s cottage. His youth 
was not entirely remote from the great world. Yet, of course, above all 
He was Himself. As Professor Pc:ike says, “ No figure in history is more 
marked by perfect poise and mental balance, none more utterly sincere, 
more searching in His moral judgments, more relentless in His exposure 
of unreality.” The quaUty of His teaching is shown most vividly in the 
great parables and in that collection of His sayings which we call the Sermon 
on the Mount. The sayings bear the unmistakable stamp of absolute 
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religious genius. In them the finest moral idealism is enforced by epigram 
and paradox. The commands are direct, unhesitating, and sincere. A 
shrewd simplicity goes hand-in-hand with a noble certainty. To the 
speaker Heaven is as real as earth. He lives with God more than with men. 
He has a sure insight into the human heart and an equally sure under¬ 
standing of the nature and purpose of God. He never hesitates, is never 
at a loss. His mind is amazingly fertile, quick to unify apparent contra¬ 
dictions He has, if we may use the metaphor, the creative genius of a 
great moral and rehgious artist. In Him is the austere dignity which great 
wisdom gives. His calm authority inspires awe and respect. For the rest 
we will only say that He has been revered and loved as no other man in 
human history. So it has come to pass that the four Gospels have been 
printed more firequently and read more often, more intently, and more 
afiectionacely, than any books ever written. 

The earliest of them is the Gospel according to St. Mark, which was appar¬ 
ently written about the time of the fall of Jerusalem, a.d. 70, though it may 
be some ten years older. It probably was founded on “ die rough popular 
preaching ” of St. Peter and the earliest missionaries. Its author was John 
Mark, the nephew of Barnabas and at intervals the companion of St. Paul. 
When the men who had known Jesus were passing away, St. Mark wrote 
down the honest, effective, oft-told story which had been their “ good- 
news,” their Gospel. He included also an account of the last days of John 
the Baptist, which he probably got from some follower of that prophet; 
and inserted the Litde Apocalypse (chapter xiii.) in which some Christian 
Jew had mingled Christ’s prediction of the doom of Jerusalem with his own 
vision of the End of the Age. 

The Gospel according to St. Luke and the Acts of the Apostles are due to a 
single author, who in the latter half of the Acts has incorporated sections 
of a diary kept by one who travelled with St. Paul when he was taken as a 
prisoner to Rome. That the diarist was St. Luke and diat he wrote both 
the Gospel which bears his name and the Acts is very probable. It may 
be that the Acts contains no account of St. Paul’s martyrdom because it 
was written before that event; in that case the Gospel must be dated about 
A.D. 60. On the other hand, many scholars beheve that it was written a 
generation later ; and some assume that an unknown editor used St. Luke’s 
diary. It has now been established, by ingenious and quite conclusive 
arguments, that both St. Luke and .the author of the Gospel according to 
St. Matthew used Mark together with another early document, now lost. 
This document scholars caS Q. It was a supremely important record of 
the teaching of Christ, which the Apostle Matthew had written. A large 
piece of it was incorporated wholessde in our first Gospel as the Sermon 
on the Mount. Because of this fact, the first Gospel bears the name of St. 
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Matthew ; but it was really written by an unknown Jewish Christian of 
Palestine about the year A.D. 8o. He used, besides Mark and Q, a collection 
of proof-texts to show that Christ was the fulfilment of Jewish prophecy. 
This way of using the Old Testament was in accord with allegoric^ methods 
of interpretation common among Jewish rabbis of the time : we do not 
deem it satisfactory. In Matthew we also find that Church practices, 
which had grown up during the half-century since Christ’s death, were 
believed to have His authority. The book is well suited for reading at 
pubhc worship ; and was placed first among the Gospels because it was for 
long most highly esteemed. The modem world values Mark more highly 
because it is more primitive. Yet at one time Mark was in danger of being 
lost, like Q. The end of it has perished. As Professor Burkitt says, all our 
manuscripts are derived fi:om a single tattered copy. St. Luke, far more 
than the author of the first Gospel, was a historian in the modem sense. 
Besides Mark and Q, he managed to reach highly valuable sources of 
information. From these came incidents that women were especially likely 
to have remembered : fi:om them also came the great parables of the Good 
Samaritan and the Prodigal Son, which he alone has preserved. 

The Fourth Gospel still remains an enigma : its authorship and its historical 
value are fiercely disputed. It is not a biography so much as a spiritual 
interpretation of the life of Christ. It stands in somewhat the same relation 
to the other Gospels as does Plato’s Apology to a life of Socrates. Without 
doubt, the author also wrote the three Epistles of St. John : without doubt 
he preserved accurate traditions of the career of Jesus which are independent 
of, and sometimes correct, the other Gospels. But his theology is a develop¬ 
ment of that of St. Paul; he is “ St. Paul’s best commentator.” Probably 
St. John, the beloved disciple, the son of Zebedee, in the beginning made 
his own intimate knowledge of Christ the basis of addresses and meditations. 
The memory of these was preserved by a group of followers, who were 
also infiuenced by St. Paul’s teaching and by oirrent Greek philosophy. 
And finally some man of genius among the group produced within the 
period A.D. 100-115 the Gospel which bears St. Jolm’s name. Whatever 
its origin, it is, as Clement of Alexandria called it towards the end of the 
second century, the ” spiritual ” Gospel. The writer clearly stated his 
purpose in composing it in the words with which the book ended, before 
the final chapter was added as an appendix. It was “ written that ye might 
believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God ; and that believing ye might 
have life through his name.” 

In the New Testament there are probably ten genuine Epistles of St. Paul. 
The first to be written, the two letters to the Thessalonians, must be dated 
about A.D. 50 : they are probably the earliest works in the New Testament. 
At intervals of a year or two between each, there followed the Episdes to 
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the Corinthians, Romans, and Galatians. The remaining letters to the 
Colossians, Philemon, the Ephesians, and Philippians were probably written 
about A.D. do. It is, however, just possible that Ephesians is not a genuine 
Epistle of St. Paul: its vocabulary differs somewhat from that of the 
undoubted letters. St. Paul was probably bom about the same time as 
Christ, converted a few years after the Crucifixion, and executed during 
Nero’s persecution of the Christians in a.d. 64. His Epistles thus cover 
little more than the last ten years of his life. They arc true letters, and not 
theological treatises in disguise. There is in them Uttle systematic unity, 
and they show a surprisingly rapid development of thought. The later 
Epistles contain many echoes of the Pagan mystery-religions. In the 
“ mysteries,” Professor Gilbert Murray says, men sought “ for some magic 
of redemption in which purification and passionate penitence should count 
for more than a mere upright Hfe.” To this end men were initiated into 
mystical brotherhoods, which had sacraments and fasts : tliey beUeved 
that thereby they could obtain commimion with some deity and immortality 
through salvation. It was natural that converts to Christianity from these 
forms of faith should retain many of their old ideas. What surprises us is 
that St. Paul, with liis Jewish background, should have been so wilUng to 
use the language of these alien cults. Wi th their magic he had no sympathy : 
he remained a Jew for whom faith issuing in righteousness was all-important. 
But, as Dr. Inge says, though he “ was ready to fight to tlie deatli against 
the Judaising of Christianity, he was willing to take the first step, and a 
long one, towards the Paganising of it.” 

The debt which Christianity owes to St. Paul is so vast that we need 
not try to measure it. There is indeed a danger that he, and not Jesus, 
may be thought of as the virtual founder of the Christian faith. Against 
such exaggeration we ought to guard ourselves. In a sense tlie Apostle 
created Christian theology ; but, in so doing, he only gave form to 
Messianic claims which Christ made for Himself. The body is St. Paul’s : 
his Master gave the spirit and the life. 

The Epistles to Timothy and Titus which bear the name of St. Paul are 
almost certainly “ much-edited fragments ” of genuine letters of the Apostle. 
They lay emphasis on details of Church organisation which, by natural 
development, became important a generation after St. Paul’s career ended. 
Their language is unlike his : and above all we miss the ringing note of his 
evangehcal fith. If we assume that they took their present shape about 
A.D. 100, we shall not go far wrong. 

The Epistle to the Hebrews bears in its title St. Paul’s name : but from 
quite early times men of insight saw that he could not have been its author. 
It was written about the year A.d. 80, possibly for Jews in Rome, where 
it was known before the end of the first century. It is the most elaborate 
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literary work in the New Testament, a short treatise rather than a letter. 
Because of its polished precision we stiU find it fairly easy to read, though 
its Jewish background of High Priest and sacrifice and its allegorical use 
of Scripture are foreign to our thought. There are in it some finely eloquent 
passages. 

The First Epistle of Peter and the Epistles of James and Jude are all short 
works, and there is no agreement among scholars as to their authorship 
and date. James is the most Jewish book in the New Testament: its 
note of kindly authority and its atmosphere of simple goodness make it 
singularly attractive, if it was written by “ the brother of the Lord,” it 
must be one of the earliest Christian writings which have survived. The 
First Epistle of Peter has originahty and a certain distinction : it is interesting 
in that it stands, as it were, midway between St. Paul’s Hellenism and the 
Judaic Christianity of St. James. Jude is mainly remarkable because the 
writer refers to late Jewbh legends preserved in works called The Book 
of Enoch, and The Assumption of Moses. The so-called Second Epistle of Peter 
is the latest book in the Bible. It was written between the years a.d. 130-150, 
and has httle historical and no literary value. 

The Revelation of St. John the Divine is a book of remarkable grandeur 
and power. It is the work of a Jew who, though he wrote in Greek, thought 
in Hebrew and constantly used Hebrew idioms. Its style proves conclusively 
that its author was not the St. John of the Fourth Gospel. The greater 
part of it is poetry rather than prose : and the poetry has rare beauty and 
sublime simplicity. 

Dr. Charles gives, as an example of its character : 

And I saw a new heaven and a new earth ; 

For the first heaven and the first earth had passed away 
And there was no more sea. 

And the holy city. New Jerusalem, I saw 
Coming down out of heaven from God, 

Made ready as a bride adorned for her husband. 

The seer, whose visions are so rich in imagery and spiritual insight, 
was apparendy a Christian from Galilee who migrated to Ephesus and 
completed his book during the persecution of Domitian about the year 
A.D. 95. Like the writer of the Book of. Daniel, he used the later Jewish 
form of prophecy which we term Apocalyptic. His object was to proclaim 
the coming of the Kingdom of God upon earth, and to assure the persecuted 
Christians of the final triumph of goodness. That triumph will be realised 
when “ the kingdoms of this world are become the Kingdom of the Lord 
and of his Christ.” The faithful are to follow wherever the Lamb that 
was slain may lead : for them, whether they live or die, there can be no 
defeat. With such splendid optimism the Bible ends. 
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§8 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE BIBLE 

After the time of Ezra (450 b.c.) Hebrew gradually ceased to be a Uving 
language. When Jesus taught, though Hebrew was still used in worship, 
the Jews of Palestine spoke a dialect called Aramaic. The great international 
language at that time was Greek. In fact, after Alexander the Great (330B.C.) 
conquered the Persian Empire, Greek speedily became the common speech 
of the Jews who spread over the eastern Mediterranean in pursuit of trade. 
In Alexandria there was, from its foundation, a large Jewish colony ; and 
for their needs a translation of the Old Testament from Hebrew into Greek 
was begun about the year 240 b.c. It was probably finished witliin the 
next two centuries ; and is known as the Septuagint. It contained a number 
of works, now in our Apocrypha which were not in the Hebrew Old 
Testament. This Greek version is especially important because New 
Testament writers very frequently quote it when they refer to passages in 
the earher part of the Bible. The New Testament itself was originally 
written in Greek ; and until about the year a.d. 200 the Christian Church 
normally used Greek Scriptures. About that time these Greek Scriptures 
were translated into Latin. Some two centuries later the great scholar 
Jerome made a more accurate Latin translation of the whole Bible. For 
this purpose he used, not tlie Septuagint, but the Hebrew text of the Old 
Testament. He thus produced the Vulgate, which to this day remains the 
standard Latin translation of the complete Bible. 

The first complete English version of the Old and New Testaments 
resulted from WyclilFe’s attempt to evangeUse England. In the fourteenth 
century the Church in England was wealthy and powerful; formal worship 
was magnificent; but, as Chaucer’s writings plainly show, there was dire 
need of a religious revival. Wycliffe saw the need ; and, like the Reformers 
a century and a half later, reaUsed that the Bible must be the basis of Christian 
teaching. So in order that his “ poor preachers ” might “ faithfully scatter 
the seed of God’s Word,” he and his followers produced about the year 
A.D. 1382 a translation of the Scriptures, made from the Latin Vulgate. 
The officials of the unreformed Church sought to prevent its circulation. 
But it spread far and wide, though printing was unlaiown and only manu¬ 
script copies could be obtained. Wyclifie had the insight of a great spiritual 
leader. May we contend that he knew the religious temperament of his 
countrymen and divined that they would love the Bible if they could have 
it in their own tongue ? 

By the end of the fifteenth century printing had been discovered, and 
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the great Dutch scholar Erasmus published the first Greek Testament in 
A.D. 1516. Erasmus lived and lectured at Cambridge while beginning to 
prepare lu's work; and the fame which the University thus gained as a 
home of the new learning helped to make it the intellectual centre of the 
Enghsh Reformation. To Cambridge in a.d. 1515 there came an Oxford 
scholar named William Tindale, who was henceforth to devote his life 
to translating the Bible from the original Greek and Hebrew. Tindale’s 
New Testament was published in a.d. 1526 ; and, when he was martyred 
abroad ten years later, he had finished about half of the Old Testament. 
Meanwhile, in the year a.d. 1535, Miles Coverdale gave to the world the 
first printed English Bible. Revised versions then began to appear in rapid 
succession, as scholars and divines worked with enthusiasm and skill in the 
golden age of English literature. Finally our Authorised Version was 
published in 1611 ; and, notwithstanding the greater accuracy of the 
Revised Version published in 1885, it remains the Bible of the English- 
speaking peoples. 

The supreme literary excellence of the Authorised Version has made 
it the greatest of English classics. Owing to the superb beauty of its 
language, the Bible has an importance in our literature which is unparalleled 
elsewhere. It has been well said that its English “ lives on the ear like a 
music that can never be forgotten.” To the fortunate chance that it was 
made in the sixteenth century, when our language was in its vigorous 
prime, we must attribute its extraordinarily fine quality. Yet, if any one 
man deserves especial praise for his share in the work, it is Tindale. More 
than four-fifths both of the New Testament and of the Pentateuch is his ; 
and the influence of his magnificent prose is manifest throughout the whole 
version. He described himself with sincere humility as “ speechless and 
rude, dull and slow-witted ” ; but, if he had not the pen of a ready writer, 
there was magic in his style. As a scholar he was laborious, accurate, and 
honest. For him “ every part of Scripture had one sense and one only, 
the sense in the mind of the writer.” He regarded his work as a Divine 
Service to which he had been called, and solemnly protested that he never 
altered one syllable against his conscience. Moreover, he fully realised that 
the English language is peculiarly fitted to translate the Bible. “ The 
Greek tongue agreedi more with the English than with the Latin. And the 
properties of the Hebrew tongue agree a thousand times more with the 
English than with the Latin.” Above all, he sought to serve the common 
people. In early manhood, speaking to one of his Cambridge fiiends, he 
said, “ If God spare me life, ere many years I will cause the boy that driveth 
the plough to blow more of the Scriptures than you do.” The spirit which 
inspired Tindale gave us the Authorised Version. 

It is almost impossible to exaggerate the influence of that version on the 
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English language and on English thought. The Bible made English 
Puritanism; and the Puritan tradition has fostered in the British and 
American peoples most of their best and distinctive qualities. From the 
Bible Milton and Bunyan took the inspiration of their poetry and allegory. 
In the Bible Cromwell and the Pilgrim Fathers found that which made 
them honourable, self-reUant, and steadfast. Bible in hand, Wesley and 
Whitefield transformed their country. In England all the great Victorians, 
. and in America men so diverse as Emerson and Walt Whitman, showed the 
direct influence of the Authorised Version. It fashioned the art of Browning 
and George Ehot, Ruskin and Watts. John Bright, supreme among English 
orators in the nineteenth century, was essentially a man of one book, the 
Bible. So, too, was Abraham Lincohi, genius alike in statecraft and speech. 

Despite the beauty and scholarly faitlifulness of these two great trans¬ 
lations, however, it was felt by some Christian thinkers around the begin¬ 
ning of the twentieth century that the archaisdc language of the Bible 
militated against its acceptance by the modern mind. Foremost among 
these were Dr. Richard Francis Weymouth, the headmaster of an im¬ 
portant school, and Dr. James Moffatt, a Scottish divine. To add to the 
need for fresh translation much new evidence and many fragments of 
early manuscripts had come to light, and the “ Higher Criticism ” had 
brought lively erudition. 

So, in 1901, a group of anonymous scholars made a translation based 
on Westcott and Hort’s Greek text, which had been pubUshed first in 1881. 
This Twentieth Century New Testament endeavoured to exclude all words 
and phrases not used in current English. 

Two years later it was followed by The New Testament in Modern Speech, 
by Dr. Weymouth, who was anxious to produce a version acceptable to 
modem youth. In this New Testament the type-setting departed from the 
traditional division into “ verses,” narrative and dialogue being set out 
and paragraphed after the manner used in ordinary contemporary literature, 
the speech being put between inverted commas, and heamines inserted to 
each story or incident. 

The Moffatt Bible was published in 1913. James Moffatt employed 
frankly idiomatic modem language, and based his great scholanhip on 
the newly available manuscripts and the findings of the higher criticism. 
His translation slightly shocked some to whom the traditional archaisms 
were sacrosanct, but it gave a new reality to the sacred text. Naturally 
the most beloved passages, such as the Beatitudes or St. Paul’s homily on 
Love in his first letter to the Corinthians, suflFer most in these modernised 
venions ; but much of the rest is revivified. 

The next outstanding experiment was that of Dr. R. G. Moulton, a 
Lancashire man who lud become Professor of Literature at Chicago 
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University, and who based upon the Revised Version his Modem Readers 
Bible, presenting it in a contemporary Hterary form instead of the traditional 
one. This idea was carried even further in The Bible designed to be read as 
Literature, where the editor selected all that he deemed relevant from either 

Authorised or the Revised Versions and presented the material in purely 
literary form. The stress here, however, was on the hterary rather than 
any religious significance. Many lesser of these contemporary venions 
have appeared, especially in America, with varying degrees of success and . 
of scholarship. 

Two other important re-presentations of the New Testament should 
be mentioned. One is The New Testament in English, prepared by Monsignor 
Ronald Emox, mainly for the Roman Catholic community. This new 
translation from the Latin Vulgate was undertaken at the request of the 
Cathohe hierarchy in England and Wales, and has been printed at present 
for subscribers in what Monsignor Knox terms “ draft form,” with an 
invitation to suggest improvements and emendations. The translation is 
copiously annotated with comments literary and doctrinal, and is printed 
as ordinary narrative although the spoken portions are not in this instance 
marked with inverted commas. This, and the promised final edition, 
should throw much light on the New Testament, and is a piece of fascinating 
scholarship. 

One other, rather experimental, scheme has been the rendering of the 
New Testament in Basic English. The whole Bible is projected. This version 
of the English language hmited to approximately 800 words has been 
prepared by Mr. C. K. Ogden and a group of Cambridge philologists 
for especial use in parts of the world where a simple form of EngUsh is in 
demand. The rendering of the Bible into this simplified form was a daring 
task, and was made under the supervision of Dr. Hooke, Professor of Old 
Testament Studies in London University. 

So in many ways this rightly called “ Book of Books ” pursues its 
ways as the world’s best-seller. Under the auspices of The British and 
Foreign Bible Society and various missionary bodies the Scriptures have 
been translated into nearly 800 different languages, and 574,000,000 copies 
have been distributed by the one society alone. 

The Bible is stiU the most precious part of the common heritage of the 
Anglo-Saxon races. The surface of our common culture is httered by 
transient enthusiasms, vulgar emotions, and moral wreckage ; but below 
strong currents move steadily. In large measure these currents flow from 
the Bible, which now for four centuries has been the ultimate source of 
Anglo-Saxon idealism. The Bible has shaped the English language ; but 
it has also been the supreme spiritually creative force in the civihsation of 
the British Empire and the American Commonwealth. 
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IV 


THE ENGLISH BIBLE AS LITERATURE 

S OME considerations of the Bible as literature may well be added 
to the description of its history in the preceding chapter. 

There are people who demur to the study of the Bible as literature 
on the ground that the Word of God should be spared this kind of examina¬ 
tion. Although it is difficult to take the contention seriously it is necessary 
to answer it. The best reason for studying the Bible as literature is that 
it is hterature. The books of the Bible have every characteristic of literature, 
and in the course of time they have been subject to all the adventures and 
misadventures which beset hterary documents. 

To consider the Bible as Hterature is not to neglect, much less to deny, 
its sacred character. Indeed, those who still accept the doctrine of Hteral 
inspiration should be the first to perceive that the Divine method of ex¬ 
pression would be itself divine, and that it would consist of using the most 
beautiful and moving language known to the men to whom it was de- 
Uvered. If that be so, then the study of the beauty of the Bible as Hterature 
is more than relevant to the general study of the Bible as the Word of God. 


§i 

The highest advantage of the study of the Bible as Hterature is that it 
enables us, in some real measure, to understand what the Bible means. 
Written originally in Hebrew and Greek, painfully and inaccurately copied, 
doubtfully translated, transmitted to us through a thousand mists of doctrine 
and prejudice, it is yet still infused with the poetry, the visions, the metaphor, 
and the folk-lore of the East, to all of which we are aHen. Thus the Bible, 
of all books, needs a commentary, and until comparatively recent years the 
kind of commentary which it has most conspicuously lacked is that which 
literattne alone can supply. “ To understand that the language of the 
Bible is fluid, passing, and literary, not rigid, fixed, and scientific, is the first 
step towards a right undentanding of the Bible,” says Matthew Arnold, 
To read the Bible literally is the way to scepticism ; to read it as literature 
is the way to essential and reasonable beHef. Bums knew this when he 
wrote his Cotters Saturday Night. In two stanzas of that beautiful 
descriptive poem he presents the two great aspects of the English Bible; 
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its messages to the soul and conscience, and its indestructible literary quality 
Take them in this order : 

The cheetfo’ supper done, wi’ serious face. 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 

The sire turns o’er with patriarchal grace, 

The big ha Bible, ance his father’s pride : 

His bonnet reverently is laid aside. 

His lyart haffets * wearing thin and bare ; 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales ‘ a portion with judicious care 
And “ Let us worship God,” he says, with solemn air. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page. 

How Abram was the friend of God on high ; 

Or Moses bade eternal warfare rage 
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny ; 

Or how the royal bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven’s avenging ire ; 

Or Job’s pathetic plaint and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah’s wild seraphic fire ; 

Or otlier holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Broadly speaking, in the first stanza we have the Bible as the Word of God, 
in the second the Bible as literature. The one and the other make that 
Bible which has passed into the life and speech of the people, ennobling 
both. 

Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, lecturing at Cambridge on “ Reading the 
Bible,” once placed before liis students a few great sentences like these : 

Thine ^cs shall see the King in his beauty : they shall behold the land that is 
very far off. 

And a man shall be as an hiding place from the wind, and a covert from the 
tempest; as rivers of water in a dry place and as the shadow of a great rock in a 
weary land. 

So when this corruptible shall have put on incorruption, and this mortal shall 
have put on immortality . . . 

Then he said : “ When a nation has achieved this manner of diction, these 
rhythms for its dearest beliefs, a Uterature is surely established. . . . The 
Authorised Version set a seal on our national style. ... It has cadences 
homely and sublime, yet so harmonises them that the voice is always one. 
Simple men—holy men of heart like Izaak Walton and Bunyan—have 
their Ups touched and speak to the homelier tune.” 

> lyart haffets, grey temples. * wales, chooses. 
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Bunyan derived his thought and his style from the English Bible. 
And Bunyan’s Grace Abounding and his Pilgrim’s Progress lead us back to 
this well of homely religion and English undefiled. Bunyan knew the 
Authorised Version of the English Bible as perhaps no other man has 
known it. Its language became his breath. In passage after passage of 
The Pilgrim’s Progress we seem to be reading the Bible tmough the medium 
of his own words. Take these words of Mr. Greatheart in the Valley of 
the Shadow : 

This is like doing business in great Wafers, or like going dovra into the deep ; 
this is like being in the heart of the Sea, and like going down to the Bottoms of 
the Mountains : Now it seems as if the Earth with its bars were about us for ever. 
But let them that walk in darkness and have no light, trust in the name of the 
I.ord, and stay upon their God. For my Part, as I nave told you already, I have 
gone often through this Valley, and have been much harder put to it than now 
I am, and yet you see I am alive. I would not boast, for that I am not mine own 
Saviour. But I trust we shall have a good deliverance. Come let us pray for 
light to Him that can lighten our darkness, and that can rebuke, not only mese, 
but all the Satans in Hell. 

The language of the Bible shaped the speech of England, and Bunyan 
learned to use that language better than anyone ehe. In The Pilgrim’s 
Progress the common people found no word or sentence they did not 
understand. 

The Professor of English Literature in Cambridge University con¬ 
tinued : “ Proud men, scholars—Milton, Sir Thomas Browne—practise 
the rolling Latin sentence, but upon the rhythms of the Bible they, too, 
fall back. . . . The precise man Addison cannot excel one parable in 
brevity or in heavenly clarity : the two parts of Johnson’s antithesis come 
to no more than this, ‘ Our Lord has gone up to the sound of a trumpet; with 
the sound of a trump our Lord has gone up.’ The Bible controls its enemy 
Gibbon as surely as it haunts the curious music of a Ught sentence of 
Thackeray’s. It is in everything we see, hear, feel, because it is in us, in 
our blood.” 

Coleridge said that it “ will keep any man from being vulgar in point 
of style.” Assuredly it kept the Bedford tinker from being vulgar, and 
hardly less Daniel Defoe. The Bible . profoundly influenced Ruskin’s 
style ; “ it is ingrained,” says his biographer, “ in the texture of almost 
every piece from his pen.” Macaulay refers to our Bible as “ a book which, 
if everything else in our language should perish, would alone suffice 
to show the whole extent of its beauty and power.” Milton declared : 
“ There are no sonM comparable to the songs of Zion, no orations equal 
to those of the prophets.” Landor wrote to a friend : “ I am heartily glad 
to witness your veneration for a book which, to say nothing of its holiness 
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or authority, contains more specimens of genius and taste than any other 
volume in existence.” And Hobbes had the literary study of the Bible in 
mind when he shrewedly wrote in Leviathan : “ It is not the bare 
words but the scope of the writer that giveth the true Hght by which any 
writing is to be interpreted ; and they that insist upon single texts, without 
considering the main design, can derive nothing from them clearly ; but 
rather by casting atoms of Scripture as dust before men’s eyes, make every¬ 
thing more obscure than it is.” 

It has sometimes been asked whether the Autliorised Version of 1604-1611 
could have been done without the aid of men of letters, and even one or 
more poets. How could the cadences of the Psalms, the subhine questions 
and answers of the Book of Job, the rhapsodies of Isaiah, and the eloquence 
of Paul at Athens have been rendered by forty-seven scholars of whom not 
one has left his mark on literature ? The extraordinary suggestion has been 
made that Shakespeare, who, in 1604, was at the height of lus genius, may 
have been called in to give poetry and majesty to our Bible. Such surmises 
are not needed. The Enghsh language was then at its highest pitch and 
purity. Shakespeare had written most of his plays; two years carher he 
had written Hamlet. The Ehzabethan lyrical poets had taught Englishmen 
the music of their tongue. Spenser’s verse was the river of that music. 
Dramatists like Massinger, Marlowe, Beaumont and Fletcher, Marston, 
and Webster had brought up their cohorts of words and splendid phrasings. 
Literature was in the air. Never had there been a time so favourable to 
great results, nor has there been one since. 


§2 

Tliis is only part of the matter. The forty-seven did not, as is commonly 
supposed, produce a creative version of the Bible ; as has already been 
pointed out, they produced a new and better one. The Uterary excellence 
of the Authorised Version was discovered rather than achieved. The new 
translators found it in all the English versions on which they worked, 
chiefly in those of Tindale and Coverdale. Wycliflfe’s translation from the 
Vulgate, completed by other hands so early as 1388, aided them the least. 
The wellspring was Wflham Tindale, who had added to scholarsliip a 
command of noble EngUsh. He worked on the basis of Erasmus’s Greek 
and Latin texts, the Vulgate, and Luther’s German translations. On one 
side of the door of St. Dunstan’s Church in Fleet Street the head of Tindale 
is carved in stone. The journalists who day by day inform or beguile the 
milhon are reminded of the man who vowed he would make the Bible 
known to the English ploughboy. And he did. When the Emperor 

77 



THE OUTUNE OP LITERATURE 


Charles had him strangled in what is now a suburb of Brussels the plough- 
boy was on the way to reading the Scriptures in the language of his 
fathers, and the habit of reading was being planted in England. 

Miles Coverdale’s Bible of 1535 was translated from the Latin and 
German with much reference to Tindale, and is often superior to Tindale’s 
in its music. Matthew’s Bible, edited by John Rogers, the Smithfield 
martyr, appeared in 1537 and contained unpublished versions by Tindale of 
the Book of Joshua onwards to the end of the Second Book of Chronkles. 
This Bible, something of a patchwork, was followed by the Great Bible, 
edited drastically by Coverdie ; it was the first English Bible printed with 
government authority. 

A rather later version is of interest because it was translated at 
Geneva by English exiles who had fled the Marian persecutions. 
While they laboured under the Alpine snows the fires of Smithfield 
were smoking. They were thus occupied for two years, and had not 
finished their revision when Elizabeth’s accession made them free to 
return. This “ Genevan ” Bible was dedicated to Queen Elizabeth in 
1560. It was more hteral than those of Tindale and Coverdale, and also 
better founded on the Hebrew for the Old Testament and die Greek for 
the New. It is still known as the “ Breeches ” Bible, from its rendering 
of Genesis iii. 7 : “ They sewed fig-leaves together and made themselves 
breeches.” 

The later Bishops’ Bible, 1568, superintended by Archbishop Parker, 
was virtually the immediate forerunner of the Authorised Version. It 
became known as the “ Treacle ” Bible from its text (Jeremiah viii. 22) : 
“ Is there no treacle in Gilead ? ” 

When, therefore. King James’s translators met in Westminster and 
Cambridge to give us the Bible of to-day they had a wealth of original 
and interpreted hterature on which to work. They were instructed to 
follow the Bishops’ Bible as closely as possible. Actually, their finest 
passages are from Tindale. It is instructive to take a view of the develop¬ 
ment of the language and literary quality of the English Bible, by quoting 
in succession the renderings of one short passage, Hebrews i. 7-9, as they 
appear in four versions, using the conspectus appended to Dr. Frederic 
G. Kenyon’s Our Bible and the Ancient Manuscripts. As he remarks, it will 
be seen how gready Tindale’s translation has influenced the others, not 
least the Authorised Version : 


Tindale, 1525 

And vnto the angels he sayth : He maketh his angels spretes, and his ministers 
flammes of fyre. But vnto me sonne he sayth : God thy seate shal be for ever 
and ever. The cepter of thy kyngdom is a right cepter. Thou hast loved 
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rightewesnes and hated iniquide; Wherfote hath god, which is Thy god, 
anoynted the with the oyle off gladnes above thy felowes. 

The Bishops’ Bible, 1568 

7. And vnto the Angels he sayth : He maketh his Angels spirites, and his 
ministers a flambc of fyre. 

8. But vnto the sonne (he sayth) Thy seate O God (shalbe) for euer and euer : 
The scoter of thy kingdoine (is) a scepter of ryghteousncssc. 

9. Inou hast loued ryghteousnesse, and hated iniquide : Therefore God, 
euen thy God, hath annoynted thee with the oyle of gladnesse, aboue tliy fellowes. 

The Authorised Version, 1611 {in the original spelling) 

7. And of the Angels he saith : Who maketh his Angels spirits, and his 
ministers a flame of fire. 

8. But vnto the Sonne, he saith. Thy throne, O God, is for euer and euer: 
a scepter of righteousnesse is tlie scepter of thy kingdome. 

9. Thou bast loued righteousnesse, and hated iniquide, therefore God, euen 
thy God, hath anointed thee with the oyle of gladnesse aboue thy fellowes. 

The Revised Version, 1881 

7. And of the angels he saith. 

Who maketh Ids angels winds. 

And his ministers a flame of fire : 

8 . but of the Son he saith, 

Thy throne, O God, is for ever and ever; 

And the sceptre of uprightness is the sceptre of thy kingdom. 

Thou hast loved righteousness, and hated iniquity ; 

Therefore God, thy God, hath anointed thee 

With the oil of gladness above thy fellows. 


§3 

In the last version the passage is printed, as it ought to be, as poetry. 
In our Authorised Version, prose is cut up into “ verses ” (an arrangement 
unknown imtil the Genevan translators adopted it), but all the sweet or 
magnificent outbursts of poetry are printed as prose. For these reasons 
Professor Moulton declares roundly in his invaluable work. The Literary 
Study of the Bible, that the Bible is the worst printed book in the world. 
The eye is not allowed to help the mind in recognising its literary structure. 
It is as though we printed the poems of Shelley and Wordsworth as prose. 
Thus even the full beauty of the last words of the Sermon on the Mount is 
veiled by the form given to them. Yet these words are a perfect example 
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of that Hebrew poetry into which the prose of the Bible suddenly breaks 
when the feeling is exalted or the imagination touched : 

Everyone therefore which heareth these words of mine, 
and doeth them, 

shall be likened unto a Wise Man, 

which built his house upon the Rock : 

And the rain descended, 
and the floods came, 
and the winds blew, 
and beat upon that house ; 

and it fell not; 

for it was founded upon the Rock. 

And everyone that heareth these words of mine, 
and doeth them not, 

shall be likened unto a Foolish Man, 

which built his house upon the Sand : 

And the rain descended, 
and the floods came, 
and the winds blew, 
and smote upon that house ; 

and it fell: 

and great was the fall thereof! 

These stanzas ate from the Revised Version of i88i, in which several 
expressions are changed for the better. Here we have a beautiful poem in 
the free verse of the Hebrews. Note its perfect parallelism. 

Parallelism of thought and expression —a sort of magnified alliteration— 
is the distinctive mark of all Hebrew poetry, of its proverbial literature, and 
of much of its narrative. Professor Moulton well described its movement. 
“ Like the swing of a pendulum to and fro, like the tramp of an army 
marching in step, the versification of the Bible moves with a rhythm of 
parallel unes ” ; and he illustrated this neatly to his students by referring 
them to verses 8-15 of the 105th Psalm. Pint read the passage, omitting all 
the alternate or parallel lines, thus : 

He hath remembered his covenant for ever: the covenant which he made 
with Abraham, and confirmed the same unto’Jacob for a statute, saying, “ Unto 
thee will I give the land of Canaan,” when they were but a few men in number, 
and they went about from nation to nation. He suffered no man to do them 
wrong, saying, “ Touch not mine anointed ones.” 

You are now to read die pass^e in full, that is preserving all the 
parallelisms. What was prose is suddenly transmuted into a grand 
movement of verse: 
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He hath remembered his covenant for ever, 

The word which he commanded to a thousand generations 
The covenant which he made with Abraham, 

And his oath unto Isaac ; 

And confirmed the same unto Jacob for a statute. 

To Israel for an everlasting covenant: 

Saying, “ Unto thee will I give the land of Canaan, 

The lot of your inheritance ” : 

When they were but a few men in number ; 

Yea, very few, and sojourners in it; 

And they went about from nation to nation. 

From one kii^dom to another people. 

He suilered no man to do them wrong : 

Yea, he reproved kings for their sakes ; 

Saying, “ Touch not mine anointed ones, 

And do my prophets no harm.” 

The entire Book of Job, excepting only the first two chapters and part 
of the last, is poetry, and ought never to have been printed in any other form. 
Only then can we appreciate the full majesty of such a passage as this: 

Hast thou given the horse strength ? 

Hast thou clothed his neck with tliundcr ? 

Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper ? 

The glory of his nostrils is terrible. 

He paweth in the valley, and rdoiceth in his strength : 

He goeth on to meet the armed men. 

He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted : 

Neither tumeth he back from the sword. 

The quiver ratdeth against him. 

The glittering spear and the shield. 

He swalloweth the ground with fierceness and rage : 

Neither bclieveth he that it is the sound of the trumpet. 

He saith among the trumpets, Ha, Ha : 

And he smellem the batdc afar off, 

The thimder of the captains, and the shouting. 

Or this : 

Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of tire earth ? 

Declare, if thou hast understanding. 

Who hath laid the measures thereof if thou knowest ? 

Or who hath stretched the line upon it ? 

Whereupon are the foundations thereof fastened ? 

Or who laid the comer stone thereof? 

When the morning stats sang together. 

And all the sons of God shouted for Joy. 

Or who shut up the sea with the doors. 

When it broke forth as if it had issued out of the womb ? 
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When I made the cloud the garment thereof. 

And tiiick darkness a swaddling band for it. 

And brake up for it my decreed place, 

And set bars and doors. 

And said. Hitherto shalt thou come, but no further : 

And here shall thy proud waves be stayed. 

This parallelism obtains through all the moods of Hebrew poetry, 
though with variations which cannot here be displayed. And it is found 
to be almost miraculously appropriate to literary forms which arc far 
apart. It gives pungency to mere worldly wisdom, as in Proverbs vi. 6 : 

Go to the ant, thou sluggard ; 

Consider her ways, and be wise : 

Which having no guide. 

Overseer, or ruler. 

Provided! her meat in the summer. 

And gathereth her food in the harvest. 

How long wilt thou sleep, O sWgard ? 

And when wilt thou arise out otmy sleep ? 

Yet a litde sleep, a litde slumber, 

A litde folding of the hands to sleep : 

So shall thy poverty come as one that travelleth. 

And thy want as an armed man. 

In passmg, note that wonderfully true and deadly simile, “ as one that 
travelleth ”—one that has far to come, may be, but yet comes nearer and 
nearer and at last arrives like footsore doom. 

But now consider the different effect of the principle of repetition in 
the barbaric song of Deborah : 

The kings came and fought. 

Then fought the kings of Canaan 
In TaanaM by the waters of Megiddo. 

They took no gain of money. 

They fought from heaven ; 

The stars m their courses fought against Sisera. 

The river of Kishon swept them away. 

That ancient river, the river Kishon. 

O my soul, thou hast trodden down strength. 

Then were the horsehoofe broken. 

By the means of the pransings, the pransings of their mighty ones. 

Blessed above women shall Jael the wife of Heber the Kenite be. 

Blessed shall she be above women in the tent. 

He asked water, and she gave him milk ; 

She brought forth butter in a lordly dish. 
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She put het hand to the nail, 

And her right hand to the workmen’s hammer ; 

And with me hammer she smote Sisera, she smote oflf his head, 
When she had pierced and stricken through his temples. 

At her feet he bowed, he fell, he lay down : 

At her feet he bowed, he fell; 

Where he bowed, there he fell down dead. 


In the Hebrew literature this principle of repetition—found in all others 
in degree—^is so predominant that it simplifies the whole problem of 
translation. Mattliew Arnold pointed out that by reason of its comparative 
omnipresence the effect of Hebrew poetry “ can be preserved and rendered 
in a foreign language as the effect of other great poetry cannot.” The 
effect of Homer, of Virgil, or of Dante can never be successfully rendered 
because the literary architecture of these poets has to be pulled to pieces 
and cannot be rebuilt to alien music. “ Isaiah’s, on tlie other hand, is a 
poetry, as is well known, of parallcUsm ; it depends not on metre and 
rhyme, but on a balance of thought, conveyed by a corresponding balance 
of sentence ; and the effect of this can be transferred to another language.” 
One may open the Book of Isaiah almost at random and discover the truth 
of this law. Take this passage : 

The voice of him that crietli in die wilderness. Prepare ye the way of the Lord, 
make straight in the desert a high way for our God. Every valley shall be exalted, 
and every mountain and hill riiall be laid low : and the crooked shall be made 
straight, and the rough places plain : And the glory of die Lord shall be revealed, 
and all flesh shall see it together : for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it. 
The voice said. Cry. And he said. What shall I cry ? All flesh is grass, and all 
the goodhness thereof is as the flower of the field : The grass withcreth, the 
flower fadedi: because the spirit of the Lord blowedi upon it: surely all flesh 
is grass. The grass withered!, die flower fadeth : but the word of our God shall 
stand for ever. 

This passage, like hundreds of others, serves to illustrate another habit of 
Hebrew poetry which has everything to do with its permanence. Metaphor 
is the soul of poetry, and here all the metaphors are simple and natural. 
The visions cafled up are such as are native to man’s understanding in all 
ages : the pathless desert, the frowning hills, the grass of the field. 


§4 

The Hebrew mind was simple and the Hebrew eye was fixed on the 
common objects of life. The sun, the moon, and the stars, the wind and 
the rain, the darkness and depth of the sea, the cedars of Lebanon, the bulls 
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of Bashan, the well or the pool, the winepress, the mill, the com yellow 
to harvest, the green pastures and stiU waters, the rose of Sharon, the great 
rock in a weary land, the potter’s wheel, the husbandman’s toil, the sparrow 
and the eagle, the wild goats and calving hinds, the hen gathering her 
chickens, silver and gold, spear and shield, flesh and bone—such are the 
objects of hfe, common to all ages, to which these old poets went for their 
imagery. In that immortal rhapsody on love at first sight, Solomon’s 
Song, how marvellously are the swoonings and raptures of love expressed 
through the medium of everyday things: 

Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirzah, 

Comely as Jerusalem, 

Terrible as an army with banners. 

Turn away thine eyes from me. 

For they have overcome me : 

Thy hair is a flock of goats 
That appear from Gilead. 

Thy teeth are as a flock of sheep 
Which go up from die wasliing . . . 

As a piece of pomegranate are thy temples 
Within thy locks. 


Who is she that lookedi fordi as die morning. 

Fair as the moon. 

Clear as the sun. 

And terrible as an army with banners ? 

I went down into the garden of nuts 
To see the fruits of the valley. 

And to see whether the vine flourished. 

And the pomegranates budded. 

Or ever I was aware, my soul made me 
Like the chariots of Ammi-nadib. 

Beyond this realism Hebrew poetry never stretches. The abstract is un¬ 
known to it. 

Yet there is another secret of the permanence of the Bible as Hterature 
at once simpler and greater. Human nature and its working-out in reward 
or punishment, the wisdom of Ufe and the penalties of ignorance or neglect, 
have not changed since Abraham sat in the door of his tent in the heat of 
the day. They have not changed since he rose up early and saw Sodom 
and Gomorrah go up “ as the smoke of a furnace.” They have not changed 
since Sarah was jealous of Hagar, and Abraham groaned to cast out his 
bondwoman because of his son Ishmael; nor since he saddled his ass to 
take Isaac into the land Moriah to be a burnt-offering to Jehovah. They 
have not changed since Isaac went out to meditate in the field at eventide, 
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expectant of his bride, and saw the camels coming ; nor since Esau was 
honest and foolish, and Jacob wily and wise ; nor since Rachel came to 
water her father’s sheep at the well of Haran ; nor since Joseph’s brethren 
said, “ Behold this dreamer cometh,” and cast him into a pit, and afterwards 
knew the dreamer as the master of Egypt and their own protector. They 
have not changed since Moses, accepting his own doom, said to Israel: 

The eternal God is thy refuge. 

And undemeatli are the everlasting arms ; 

nor since Ruth said to her husband’s mother : “ Entreat me not to leave 
thee, or to return from following after thee : for wliither thou gocst, I will 
go ; and where thou lodgcst, I will lodge : thy people shall be my people, 
and thy God my God : where thou diest, will I die, and tliere will I be 
buried : the Lord do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee 
and me.” They have not changed since David triumphed over Goliath 
or Samson succumbed to the craft of Delilah. 

If we turn to the New Testament, where in all the literature of all peoples 
shall we find a more moving story than tliis ? 

And he said unto them. What manner of communications arc these that ye 
have one to another as ye walk, and are sad ? And the one of them, whose 
name was Cleopas, answering, said unto him. Art thou only a stranger in Jerusalem, 
and hast not known the things which are come to pass there in these days ? And 
he said unto them. What things ? And they said unto him, Concerning Jesus 
of Nazareth, which was a Prophet mighty in deed and word before God, and 
all the people. And how the chief Priests and our rulers delivered him to be 
condemnea to death, and have crucified him. But we trusted that it had been 
he, which should have redeemed Israel: and beside all this, to-day is the third 
day since these things were done. Yea, and certain women also of our company 
made us astonished, which were early at the Sepulchre ; and when they found 
not his body, they came, saying that they had also seen a vision of Angels, which 
said that he was alive. And certain of them which were with us, went to the 
Sepulchre, and found it even so as the women had said, but him they saw not. 
Then he said unto them, O fools, and slow of heart to believe all that the Prophets 
have spoken : ought not Christ to have suffered these things, and to enter into 
his glory ? And beginning at Moses, and all the Prophets, he expounded unto 
them in all the Scriptures, the things concerning himself. And they drew nigh 
unto the village, whither fhey went, and he made as though he would have gone 
further. But they constrained him, saying. Abide with us, for it is towards 
evening, and the day is far spent: And he went in, to tarry with them. And it 
came to pass, as he sat at meat with them, he took bread, and blessed it, and bml«, 
and gave to them. And their eyes were opened, and they knew him, and he 
vanished out of their sight. And they said one unto another. Did not our heart 
bum within us, while he talked with us by the way, and while he opened to us 
the Scriptures ? 

Simplicity and beauty of narrative can go no further. 
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The sacred associations of the New Testament make it difficult to treat 
some of its most sublime passages as literature. In a lower degree the same 
may be said of the Old Testament. But there is a portion of Hebrew 
hterature which, being apart from the whole and yet of it, can be studied 
with deep advantage and may even be the best door by which to enter 
the subject. We refer, of course, to the Apocrypha. At the age of sixty- 
three Dr. Samuel Johnson, the best-read man of his time, and one of the 
best-read men of all time, wrote in his diary, “ I have never yet read the 
Apocrypha.” Inasmuch as the Apocrypha contains literature of surpassing 
beauty, and a wisdom of life hardly less exalted than any that we find in 
the Old Testament, this was a strange confession. It went, indeed, a little 
further than the facts, for Johnson added, “ I have sometimes looked into 
the Maccabees, and read a chapter containing the question. Which is the 
strongest ?—I think in Esdras.” The story is one of the finest in the 
Apocrypha. It tells how three young men of the guard of King Darius 
proposed that they should compete for the utmost favour of the King, 
to sit next to him, and to be called his cousin ; and that the svinner of this 
essay competition (for such in fact it was) should be he who most wisely 
answered the question, “ What is the strongest thing in the world ? ” 

The first wrote, “ Wine is the strongest,” and gave his reasons; the 
second wrote, “ The King is the strongest,” and gave his reasons; the 
third wrote, “ Women are strongest, but above all things truth beareth 
away the victory.” They read their replies before the King and a great 
concourse. The third competitor showed that women had borne the 
King, and all rulers, and all people, and that they led and ruled all men 
by dieir love and beauty, and their spells. But he concluded : 

Great is the truth, and stronger than all things. All the earth calleth upon 
the truth, and the heaven blesseth it, all works shake and tremble at it, and with 
it is no unrighteous thing. 

Wine is wicked, the King is wicked, women are wicked, all the children of 
men are wicked, and such are all their wicked works, and there is no truffi in 
them. In their unrighteousness also they shall perish. 

As for the truth it endureth, and is always strong, it liveth and conquercth 
evermore. 

With her there is no accepting of persons, or rewards, but she doeth the things 
that are just, and refraineth from all unjust and wicked things, and all men do wwl 
like of her works. Neither in her judgment is any unrighteousness, 4 nd she is the 
strength, kingdom, power and majesty of all ages. Blessed be die God of truth. 

All the people shouted assent, and Darius told the young man to ask of 
him what he would, “ and more than was appointed in the writing,” and 
to sit next to him, and be called his cousin. 

So that, although Dr. Johnson had not read the Apocrypha, he had 
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read a passage which must have appealed profoundly to him as a man who 
once said humbly, “ Sir, I considered myself as entrusted with a certain 
portion of truth,” and on another occasion, “ Without truth there must be 
a dissolution of society.” 

The Book of the Wisdom of Solomon contains splendid passages. 
Hear the writer’s praise of Wisdom : 

Wisdom reached! from one end to another mightily. 

And sweedy doth she order all things. 

I loved her and sought her out. 

From my youth I desired to make her my spouse, 

And I was a lover of her beauty. 

In that she is conversant with God, she magnified! her nobility ; 

Yea, dte Lord of all things himself loved her. 

If a man desire much experience : 

She knoweth things of old, and conjectured! aright what is to come : 

She knoweth the subtleties of speeches, and can expound dark sentences 
She forseeth signs and wonders, and the events of seasons and times. 
Therefore I purposed to take her to me to live with me. 

Knowing that she would be a counsellor of good things. 

And a comfort in cares and grief. 

Thus is Wisdom praised, but now hear Wisdon! praise herself in the wild 
and lofty music of Hebrew poetry through the pen of Jesus the son of 
Sirach, the writer of Ecclesiasticus: 

I was exalted like a cedar in Libanus, 

And as a cypress tree upon the mountains of Hermon. 

I was exalted like a palm tree in Engaddi, 

And as a rose-plant m Jericho, 

And as a feir olive tree in a pleasant field. 

And grew up as a plane tree by the water. 

I gave a sweet smell like ciimamon, and aspalathus. 

And I yielded a pleasant odour like the best myrrh 
As Galbanura and Onyx, and sweet Storax, 

And as the fume of frankincense in the Tabernacle. 

I also came out as a brook fi’om a river. 

And as a conduit into a garden. 

I said, I will water my best garden. 

And will water abundandy my garden bed : 

And lo, my brook became a river. 

And my river became a sea. 

I will yet nrake doctrine to shine as the morning. 

And will send forth her light a&r off; 

I will yet pour out doctrine as prophecy. 

And leave it to all ages for ever. 
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Such is the exalted poetry, such the exhaustion of language, to be found in 
the Apocrypha. 

In addition, it is packed with worldly wisdom, common sense, shrewd 
counsels about marriage and friendship, and lending and borrowing, and 
bargaining, and tact, and everyday prudence. One could show some of 
our best-^own proverbs can be traced to these books. But we conclude 
by quoting a passage in which the writer we have just quoted turns his 
eyes—^with a charity surpassing, perhaps, anything in the canonical books 
of the Old Testament—on the average man. After picturing the plough¬ 
man, the ox-driver, the carpenter, the graver of seals, the smith, and the 
poor porter, each at his work, he exclaims : 

Without these cannot a city be inhabited. 

And they shall not dwell where they will, nor go up and down : 

They shall not be sought for in public counsel. 

Nor sit high in the congregation : 

They shall not sit on the Judges’ seat. 

Nor understand the sentence of judgment; 

They cannot declare justice, andjudgment. 

And they shall not be found where parables are spoken. 

Bui they will maintain the state of the world 
And all their desire is in the work of their craft. 

That may not be the whole of man’s civic wisdom, or of his social vision, 
to-day, but if not it is one of the noblest eulogies ever penned. It deserves 
to be as well known as that great tribute to genius and leadership in the 
same book : 

Let us now praise famous men. 

And our Famers that begat us. 

The Lord hath wrought great glory by them. 

Through his great power from the beginning. 

Such as did bear rule in their kingdoms. 

Men renowned for their power. 

Giving counsel by their understanding. 

And declaring prophecies. . . . 

Such as found out musical tunes. 

And recited verses in writing. 

Rich men furnished with ability. 

Living peaceably in their habitations. 

AU these were honoured in their generations. 

And were the glory of their times. 

Their seed shall remain for ever. 

And their glory shall not be blotted out. 

Their bodies are buried in peace. 

But their name liveth for evermore. 
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The discovery some years ago of ancient Hebraic manuscripts in the caves 
bordering on the Dead Sea has proved an amazing addition to our know¬ 
ledge of Biblical and Apochryphal Hterature. “ The Dead Sea Scrolls,” 
as they have come to be called, were the accidental find of a lad following 
his lost goat into a cave. There in a state of wonderful preservation he 
found the first of these writings which had evidently been liidden by 
the monks of the Essene sect when their near-by monastery was threatened 
by the Romans. Seven scrolls written on pigskin, wrapped in linen and 
put into jars, included a part of Isaiah, an important commentary on 
Habakkuk, and a Manual of Discipline of the Essene order. The reward 
given for these set up a vidld search for further remains in hundreds of 
caves by the local population ; and the archaeologists were overwhelmed 
by the thousands of fragments which came into their hands. Nothing of 
the importance of the original discovery occurred, but 40,000 manuscript 
fragments have been amassed and are under research at Manchester 
University : an enormous jigsaw puzzle for the scholars. The writings are 
in Hebrew, Aramaic and Greek. 

Scholarship is not helped by the unsettled condition of the Near East 
and die enmity between Jews and Arabs. At Jerusalem itself a “ Shrine of 
the Book " has been established, but the finds are only partly in Jewish hands. 

Controversy rages among the savants of die world about the significance 
of the find. The remarkable parallel between the Essene story of the 
“ Teacher of Righteousness ” and his martyrdom and the Christian story 
of Jesus has led to sweeping claims that this Essene teacher is the original 
of the whole Christian story. The date of the scrolls is another matter 
upon which authorities disagree. It is likely that they were hidden in 
68 A.D. at the time of the punishment of the Jews by the Romans, but the 
actual writings, of course, date from much earlier than this and take us back 
to a period probably about 100 b.c. All these details and problems have 
already evoked a great deal of writing and discussion; and it may be 
many years before we fully understand the importance of this discovery of 
these 2,000 year old manuscripts, preserved for us in the warm salty air of 
caves 1,000 feet below sea level, and discovered by the accident of a strayed 
goat and a young goatherd’s search for his animal. 
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V 


THE SACRED BOOKS OF THE EAST 

E very religion has its sacred book—generally a collection of hymns, 
legends, theological speculation, and directions for ceremonial rites. 
There is one curious difference between the Bible of the Christians 
and any other of the world’s sacred books. Christianity is mainly the 
religion of the Western world—of Europe and America—but its Bible 
came to the West from the East. The sacred books with which this 
chapter is concerned were for the most part the creations of the countries 
where they are still held in veneration, and when tliat is not the case, as 
with the writings of Gautama the Buddha and Zoroaster, of contiguous 
countries. Wisdom comes from the East, but the wisdom that remains 
in the East is frr less virile wisdom than tlie wisdom that has travelled west¬ 
ward. With the exception of the Koran and the Granth of the Sikhs, the 
sacred books of the East had their origin in a remote antiquity, and are 
sometimes the almost haphazard collection of the work of many men living 
in many ages. 


THB VEDAS OF THE BRAHMANS 

The first of the sacred books in order of antiquity is the Vedas of the 
Brahmans. The Hindus, the adherents of the social conventions and com¬ 
plex polytheism generally known as Hinduism, form 70 per cent, of the 
population of the Indian peninsula. Racially they are in part descended 
from the Aryans, who, in an early stage of the world’s history, crossed the 
Himalayas from the high plateau which was the cradle of the Aryan race. 
As is, of course, well Imown, all the great European races—the Latins, the 
Teutons, the Celts, and the Scandinavians—are of Aryan descent, as are 
the people of Penia. India was already thickly inhabited when the Aryans 
moved south, bringing with them their religion and their culture. The 
consequence was a mixture of races, the Aryan element retaimng the position 
of an aristocracy through the caste system, and the development of a curious 
and almost incomprehensible relimon. Hinduism, to apply one generic 
name to the system which inclu(& the worship of thirty-three thousmd 
different gods, almost every village having its own particular deity, is a 
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degradation of Brahmanism, which, in its original pure form, was brought 
from the north by the Aryan invaders four thousand years ago. 

Most rehgions owe their institution to one great personality—Chris¬ 
tianity to Jesus Christ, Buddhism to Buddha, Confucianism to Confucius, 
and so on. Hinduism and Brahmanism, on the other hand, cannot be 
traced back to any one great teacher. Orthodox Brahmanism teaches the 
existence of an all-embracing spirit called Brahma, the original cause and 
the ultimate goal of all living tlmgs. At its purest, therefore, Brahmanism 
became as absolutely monotheistic as Mohammedanism itself. But with 
the conception of an abstract all-embracing deity there arose a second belief 
in the existence of three great gods, each representing one aspect of absolute 
power. These gods are Brahma, the creator ; Vishnu, the preserver ; and 
Siva, the destroyer. According to an Indian legend, the first Brahma 
created the primordial waters, and in them placed a seed which became a 
golden egg. In this egg Brahma, the creator, was bom, and after his birth 
he created the heaven and the earth from the two halves of the shell from 
which he had come. Another myth states that Brahma was bom from a 
lotus which grew out of the body of the god Vishnu. Brahma, the creator, 
is usually represented as a bearded man with four heads and four hands. 
One hand holds a sceptre, the emblem of power ; another a bundle of 
leaves representing the Vedas, the sacred books which will presently be 
described; another a bottle of water from the Ganges, the Hindu sacred 
river; and the fourth a string of beads, representing prayer. It should 
be said that though Brahma is one of the three great titular deities of 
Brahmanism and Hinduism, he is by no means a popular god. In all 
India there are only four temples dedicated to his worship, and he possesses 
far fewer devotees than the gods of purely local eminence. 

The most important characteristic of the Hindu social system is supplied 
by the castes—a religious creation. There were originally four castes— 
the Brahmans, the priests and teachers ; the Kshatriyas, the warriors ; the 
Vaisyas, farmers, merchants, and landowners; and die Sudras, the hewers 
of wood and drawers of water. In the course of the ages, these foiu: original 
castes have been subdivided into hundreds of minor castes, but with aU the 
changes, the Brahmans, who took their name from the god Brahma, have 
retained their pre-eminent posidon. Unlike most priests, the Brahmans 
marry, and generally marry within their own caste, and they are undoubtedly 
more purely Aryan than any other modem Indians. 

In the religion of the Hmdu village to-day with its beast-shaped gods ; 
its faith in scores of amulets—dogs’ teeth, crocodiles’ teeth, the tu^ of 
boars and elephants—^its elaborate sacrifreial ritual and coundess prayers, 
litdc remains of the original Brahmanism except the belief in the trans¬ 
migration of souls and in the doctrine of Karma, which teaches that after 
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many experiences in different bodies, the number of wliich is determined 
by the good or evil deeds done in the flesh, the soul finally finds release 
firom individuality and is reabsorbed in Brahma, the all-emijracing spirit. 
The doctrine, in other words, is that each individual soul is like Brahma 
and has neither beginning nor end ; the condition of every man's existence 
is the consequence of his acts in a previous existence. The soul, it is con¬ 
ceived, may have renewed individual existence in varying livuig forms 
until it is finally “ freed from all taint of individuality and released firom 
all activity or suffering,” and finds its eternal bUss in the all-embracing spirit 
Brahma. 

One must note the stubborn way in which Brahmanism and Hinduism 
have continued to exist despite the idealistic teaching of Gautama, the 
Buddha, despite the forceful and generally successful proselytism of Moslem 
conquerors, and despite all the efforts of Christian missions. The Brahman 
remains the teacher of the Indian people and the custodian of their traditions, 
and the Brahman still learns by heart the verses of the Vedas, the sacred 
writings which were recited thousands of years ago before the ancestors 
of these Brahman priests made their southward trek. When the Vedas 
were finally written out, they were written in Sanscrit, now a dead language, 
which bears the same relation to the languages of India as Latin bears to 
Italian, and which has been preserved in the Vedas exactly as Latin has been 
preserved in the ritual of the Roman Catholic Church. Though tlie Vedas 
now exist in manuscript, the pious Braliman, as we have said, still learns 
them by heart, since it was written : “ Those who sell the Vedas, and even 
those who write them, those also who defile them, they sliall go to hell.” 

The word “ veda ” means knowledge. The Vedas consist of four books 
of hymns and prayers, four collections of prose writings explaining the 
origin and the meaning of the hymns and the prayers, and two collections 
of theological speculations based on the poetical texts. 

The hymns of the Rig-Veda are at least three thousand years old, that is, 
probably three hundred years older than the oldest book in the Bible, but 
they record the reUgious beliefs of a far more distant age, of the time when 
the Aryans were still living on the tableland north of the Himalayas, and 
before they had begun their emigrations westward to become the ancestors 
of the modem European peoples. So in these Vedas we have almost the 
words of a generation of men, from whom we are descended and who 
existed ages before the Greeks and the Romans. 

The following are striking passages taken from the Upanishads, the 
philoso|>hic section of the Vedas. The quotations are from Dr. L. D, 
Barnett s Brahma Knowledge : 

Made of mind, bodied in breath, shaped in light, real of purpose, ethereal of 
soul, all-working, all-desiring, all-smelling, all-tasting, grasping this All, speaking 
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naught, hee<line naught—this is my Self within my heart, smaller than a rice- 
corn, or a bar&y-com, or a mustard-seed, or a canary-seed, or the pulp of a 
canary-seed—this is my Self within my heart, greater than earth, greater than 
sky, greater tlian heaven, greater than these worlds. All-working, all-desiring, 
all-smelling, all-tasdng, grasping this All, speaking naught, heeomg naught— 
this is my Self within my heart, this is Brahma ; to Him shall I win when I go 
hence. He with whom it is thus has indeed no doubt. 

“ What is the Self? ” 

It is the Spirit made of understanding among the Breaths, the inward light 
within the heart, that walks abroad, abiding the same, through both worlds. 
He meditates, as it were; He hovers about, as it were. Turned to sleep. He 
passes beyond this world, the shapes of death. 

This Spirit at birth enters into the body, and is blent with evils ; at death He 
passes out, and leaves evils. 


§2 

THE BUDDHIST SCRIPTURES 

Unlike Brahmanism, Buddhism can be traced back to the teaching of 
one man, Gautama. The founder of Buddhism was an Indian, and tliough 
Buddhism is an idealised development of Brahmanism, there is only a 
handful of Buddhists in India to-day. Buddhism is related to Brahmanism 
somewhat as Christianity is to Judaism or Protestantism to Roman 
Catholicism. Four-fifths of the modem Buddhists are Chinese, and large 
numbers of them are found in Japan, Korea, Tibet, Siam, and Ceylon. 

Gautama was bom in the north of Bengal between 600 and 500 b.c. 
He belonged to the ruling family of the country. He was rich and good- 
looking, married to a beautiful wife, and the father of one child, but his 
hfe of ease and plenty became insupportable. 

When he was twenty-nine, he rode away from his home with one 
servant. After he had travelled a little way, he sent the servant back with 
his horse and his sword and changed clothes with a ragged beggar, as 
St. Francis did generations ago. For a time he lived in a cave with a number 
of learned men, and then, after a long, lonely struggle, during which he 
was “ the loneliest figure in history battling for life,” he collected disciples 
in the city of Benares and taught them his doctrines. Gautama was one 
of the splendid figures in world history—lonely, self-sacrificing, inspired. 
Gautama’s last words were : “ Decay is inherent in all component tWgs. 
Work out therefore your emancipation with diligence.” After his death 
his words were repeated by his disciples, exactly as the words of Christ 
were repeated by St. Peter and his comrades after the sacrifice on Calvary. 
It was not till many years after his death that the teachings of Gautama 
were written down in what are called the Pitakas or Baskets. The Pitakas 
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were written in Pali, the spoken language of the common Indian people, 
which bears much the same resemblance to Sanscrit as Italian bears to 
Latin. 

The teaching of Gautama has been described shortly by Mr. H. G. Wells 
in The Outline of History. The following passage summarises the Gospel 
of Buddha: 

“ The fundamental teaching of Gautama, as it is now being made 
plain to us by the study of original sources, is clear and simple and 
in the closest harmony with modem ideas. It is beyond all dispute the 
achievement of one of the most penetrating intelligences the world has 
ever known. 

“ We have what are almost certainly the authentic heads of his discourse 
to the five disciples which embodies his essential doctrine. All the miseries 
and discontents of life he traces to insatiable selfishness. Suffering, he 
teaches, is due to the craving individuality, to the torment of greedy desire. 
Until a man has overcome every sort of personal craving his life is trouble 
and his end sorrow. There are three principal forms the craving of life 
takes, and all are evil. The first is the desire to gratify the senses, sensuous¬ 
ness. The second is the desire for personal immortality. The third is tlie 
desire for prosperity, worlcUincss. All these must be overcome—tliat is 
to say, a man must no longer be Uving for himself—before life can become 
serene. But when tliey are indeed overcome and no longer rule a man’s 
life, when the first personal pronoun has vanished from his private thoughts, 
then he has reached the higher wisdom, Nirvana, serenity of soul. For 
Nirvana does not mean, as many people wrongly believe, extinction, but 
the extinction of the futile personal aims that necessarily make life base or 
pitiful or dreadful. 

“ Now here, surely, we have the completest analysis of the problem 
of the soul’s peace. Every reUgion that is worth the name, every philosophy, 
warns us to lose ourselves in something greater tlian ourselves. ‘ Whoso¬ 
ever would save his life, shall lose it ’; there is exactly the same 
lesson. . . . 

“ In certain other respects this primitive Buddhism differed from any 
of the religions we have hitherto considered. It was primarily a religion 
of conduct, not a religion of observances and sacrifices. It had no temples, 
and since it had no sacrifices it had no sacred order of priests. Not had it 
any theology. It neither asserted nor denied the reaUty of the innumerable 
and often grotesque gods who were worshipped in India at that time. 
It passed them by." 

The Pitakas contain the exposition of the Buddhist doctrine, and they 
include ghost stories, prose aphorisms, various expositions and regulations 
for the discipline of Buddha’s followers, as well as psalms and hymns. 
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The following quotations will give some idea of the character of die 
Pitakas. In the second Pitaka there is a collection of verses called “ The 
Path of Right.” The extract is from Rhys Davids’s Buddhism : 

For never in this world does hatred cease by hatred ; 

Hatred ceases by love ; this is always its nature. 

When by earnestness he has put an end to vanity, 

And has climbed the terraced heights of wisdom, 

The wise looks down upon the fools ; 

Serene he looks upon the toiling crowd. 

As one standing on a hill looks down 
On those who stand upon the plain. 

It is good to tame the mind. 

Difficult to hold in, and flighty ; 

Rushing where’er it listeth ; 

A tamed mind is the bringer of bliss. 

As the bee—injuring not 
The flower, its colour, or scent— 

Flies away, taking the nectar ; 

So let the wise man dwell upon the earth. 

As long as the sin bears no fruit. 

The fool, he thinks it honey ; 

But when the sin ripens. 

Then, indeed, he goes down into sorrow. 

One may conquer a thousand thousand men in battle. 

But he who conquers himself alone is the greatest victor. 

Let no man think lightly of sin, saying in his heart, “ It cannot overtake me.” 
As the waterpot fills by even drops of water falling, 

The fool gets full of sin, ever gathering litde by litde. 

Gautama’s revolt against class distinctions and the prevailing caste 
system, is expressed in the following : 

Not by birth does one become low caste. 

Not by birth does one become a Brahmin ; 

By his actions alone one becomes low caste. 

By his actions alone one becomes a Brahmin. 

How like this is to John Ball’s : 

When Adam delved and Eve span. 

Who was then the gentleman ? 
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The Study of Gautama’s life and teaching docs not help much towards 
the understanding of modem Buddhism, which has become a tangle of 
varying principles and practice, grafted on to materialistic polytheism. 
Some idea of the more exalted modem Buddhism can be obtained from 
Rudyard Kipling’s Ki'm. 


§3 

THB BOOKS OP CONFUauS 

Another great outstanding name wliich belongs to about tlie same 
period as Gautama is that of Confucius. He “ takes rank in China as prac¬ 
tically the founder of its literature, of its system of morals, and of its religious 
ideal or standard.” He was free, says one of his disciples, from four tilings ; 
foregone conclusions, arbitrary determinations, obstinacy, and egoism. 
Mr. George Haven Putnam has tersely summed up the work of Confucius : 

“ What is known as the religion of Confucius, comprises in substance 
the old-time national or popular faith freslily interpreted into the thought 
and language of die later generation, and shaped into a practical system of 
morals as a guide for the action of the State and for the daily life of the 
individual cidzen. 

“ It is interesting to compare the different forms taken by the earliest 
literary tradidons of the different peoples of andquity. The Greek brings 
to us as the corner-stone of his literature and of his beliefs, die typical epics, 
the Iliad and the Odyssey ; poems of acdon and prowess, commemorating 
the great deeds of the ancestors, and describing the days when men were 
heroes, and heroes were fit companions and worthy antagonists for the 
gods themselves. 

“The imagination of the Hindus has evolved a series of gorgeous 
and grotesque dreams, in which all conditions of time and space appear 
to be obliterated, and in which the universe is pictured as it might appear 
in the visions of the smoker of hashish. It is difficult to gather from these 
wild fancies of the earlier Indian poets (and the earlier writers were essentially 
poets) any trustworthy data concerning the history of the past, or any 
practical instruction by which to guide die life of the present. The present 
is but a tiny point, between the immeasurable aeons of the past and the 
nirvana of the future, and seems to have been thought hardly worth the 
attention of thinking beings. 

“ The Egyptian literary idea lias apparendy been thought out in the 
•.emple, and it is from the priests that me people receive the record of the 
loings of its gods and of the immeasurable dynasties of monarchs selected 
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by the gods to express their will, while it is also to the priests that the people 
must look for instruction concerning the duty of the present. 

“ The Assyrian records read, on the other hand, as if they were the work 
of royal scribes, writing under the direct supervision of the kings themselves. 
The gods are described, and their varied relations to the world below are 
duly set forth. But the emphasis of the narrative appears to be given to 
the glory and the achievements of such great monarchs as Sargon and 
Asshurbanipal, as if a long line of scribes, writing directly for the king’s , 
approval, had continued the chronicles from reign to reign. 

“ The early literary and reHgious ideals of China took a very different 
form. We find here no priestly autocracy, controlling all intellectual 
activities and giving a revelation as to the nature of the universe, the require¬ 
ments of the gods, and the obhgations of men, obligations which have 
never failed to include the strictest obedience to the behests of the priests, 
the representatives of the gods. There are no court chronicles, dictated 
under roval supervision, and devoted, not to the needs of the people, but 
to the glorious achievements of the monarchs. Nor is there any great 
epic, commemorating the deeds of heroes and demigods. In place of 
these we find what may be called a practical system of applied ethics. 
Confucius was evidently neither a visionary dreamer nor a poet, nor did 
he undertake to estabhsh any priestly or theological authority for his teach¬ 
ing. He gives the impression of having been an exceptionally clear-headed 
and capable thinker, who devoted himself, somewhat as Socrates did a 
century later, to studying out the problems affecting the life of the state 
and of the individual. With Socrates, however, the chief thing appears 
to have been the intellectual interest of the problem, while with Confucius 
the controlling purpose was evidently the welfare of his fellow-men. It 
was his aim, as he himself expressed it, through a rewriting of the wise 
teachings left us by our ancestors, so as to adapt them to the understanding 
of the present generation, to guide men to wise and wholesome lives, and 
to prepare them for a better future. The work of Confucius stands as the 
foundation stone of the Hterature, the morals, and the statecraft of China.” 

In so far as the Chinese are followers of Confucius, they may be said 
to have no rehgion, for religion is the recognition of a superhuman control 
of human affairs, and no such recognition was taught by the great Chinese 
philosopher, who was bom about the year 550 b.c., at the time when the 
feudal system in China was breaking up in a turmoil of civil strife. Confucius 
was an apostle of order and an intense believer in the creation of a powerful 
central authority. His ideal was the Aristocratic Man—^what Carlyle would 
have called a hero and Nietzsche a superman—^who should prove his right 
to power by the greatness of his character. For some time he was the chief 
minister of the Duke of Lu, endeavouring to enforce morahty by means 
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of etiquette, as if, nowadays, a reformer should insist that the first step 
toward the righteous hfe is dressing for dinner. After a time the duke 
preferred dancing-girls to his philosopher-minister, and Confucius was 
exiled. He spent the best years of hfe wandering from state to state, teaching 
wherever he went, and returning home in his old age to collect his wisdom 
in his books. 

The wisdom of Confucius is contained in five books : The Book of 
History, The Book of Changes, The Book of Poetry, The Book of Rites, and 
The Annals of Spring and Autumn. To The Book of History Confucius only 
contributed a preface ; to The Book of Changes he wrote several appendices ; 
The Book of Poetry was compiled by him from ancient sources; and certain 
of his sayings have been added to The Book of Rites, which was in existence 
long before his time. Confucius himself protested that by The Annals of 
Spring and Autumn “ men would know liim and condemn him.” 

Until recent times, the Chinaman anxious to enter the pubhc service 
was expected to pass an examination in the works of Confucius and in 
certain others of the Chinese classics—and in nothing else. Some idea of 
the teaching of Confucius and of the beauty of his writing may be gathered 
from the following translated passages quoted from Mr. Giles’s The Sayings 
of Confucius: 

The Master said : The higher type of man makes a sense of duty die ground¬ 
work of his character, blends with it in action a sense of harmonious proportion, 
manifests it in a spirit of unselfishness, and perfects it by the addition of sincerity 
and truth. Then indeed is he a noble character. 

The higher type of man seeks all that he wants in himself; the inferior man 
seeks all that he wants from others. 

The higher type of man is firm but not quarrelsome ; sociable, but not clannish. 

The wise man does not esteem a person more highly because of what he says, 
neither does he undervalue what is said because of the person who says it. 

The charm of The Book of Poetry is illustrated by the following translation 
by Mr. Cranmer-Byng : 


THE HAPPY MAN 

He has perched in the valley with pines over-grown. 
This fellow so stout and so merry and free ; 

He sleeps and he talks and he wanders alone. 

And none are so true to their pleasure as he. 

He has builded his hut in the bend of the mound. 
This fellow so fine with his satisfied air ; 

He wakes and he sings with no neighbour around. 
And whatever betide him his home will be there. 
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He dwells on a height amid cloudland and rain. 

This fellow so grand whom the world blunders by ; 

He slumbers alone, wakes, and slumbers again. 

And his secrets are safe in that valley of Wei. 

In China to-day hundreds of thousands of people know all the Confudan 
books by heart, and even the illiterate cherish the Confucian maxims first 
taught so many centuries ago. 


§ 4 

With Confucius we should consider the book of his sUghtly older 
contemporary, the pliilosopher Lao Tse, whose Tao Te Ching became the 
basis of Taoism, die other great Chinese religion. Lao Tse was bom in 
604 B.c. His reUgion was a doctrine of absolute non-resistance, a giving 
way which he felt made one part of nature. It was this religion which 
inspired the marvellous art and poetry of China for hundreds of years, 
and which still greatly influences the Chinese mind although it has—as a 
religion—almost ceased to exist except in a very debased form. 

During his life Lao Tse taught this doctrine by a series of paradoxical 
aphorisms, and the legend is that when he finally decided to ride away 
into the western mountains to die, the keeper of the pass begged him to 
write down some of these sayings. Hence came the Tao Te Ching, the 
book of The Way, which is the nearest approach we can make to a trans- 
ladon of Tao. It consists of about eighty short chapters of sayings, many 
of them apparendy self-contradictory : 

“ He who acts, destroys ; he who grasps, loses.” 

“ Wherever there is attachment there is bondage. When the bondage is 
released there is happiness. That is the essence of cultivating life.” 

“ Repose, inacdon, tranquillity, stillness—these are the levels of the Universe, 
the ultimate perfection of Tao.” 

“ To the good I would be good ; to the not-good I woiJd also be good in 
order to make diem good.” 

Thus is The Way shown. The book is a piece of pure wisdom-Uterature : 
there is no narrative, no connecting link between the various groups of 
sayings which constitute the chapten. During the 2500 years since it was 
written the Tao Te Ching has been translated into ail civilised languages, 
and the revival during this century of our Western European interest in 
Chinese poetry and art has sent us back to this wonderful source of Far 
Eastern culture and spiritual ideas. 
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§5 

THE BOOK OP ZOROASTER 

Another great Eastern religious teacher was Zoroaster. It is impossible 
to determine the exact age in which he hved. Some authorities place him 
as early as looo b.c., others contend that he was contemporary with Buddha 
or Confucius. He taught that in the beginning of things there were two 
spirits, one standing for light and life, the creator of law, order, and truth ; 
the other standing for darkness and death, the creator of all evd. The two 
mirits are engaged in eternal combat for die soul of man, and Zoroaster 
foretold the ultimate triumph of the good spirit. It is said that Zoroaster 
was the author of twenty books written on twelve thousand cow-hides. 
Much of his teaching is said to be contained in the Zend-Avesta, the sacred 
book of the Parsees. It is impossible to determine the exact date at which 
the present book was compiled, though it probably belongs to the period 
A.D. 250 to 600. 

On the highest point of Malabar Hill, outside the city of Bombay, 
there are a number of towers, 25 feet in height, on which the Parsecs leave 
the bodies of their dead that they may be eaten by vultures and so may 
not profane the earth. The religion of the Parsecs forbids the burning or 
burial of the dead. The Parsecs are a small people to-day, the only followers 
of the religion of Zoroaster, who, twelve hundred years ago, were driven 
out of Persia by the Arabs and settled in India. Centuries ago Zoroastcrism 
had its hundreds of thousands of adherents living on the great plain bounded 
on the west by the River Tigris, on the east by the Indus, on the north by 
the Caspian Sea, and on the south by the Persian Gulf and the Indian Ocean. 

One point of great interest about this book, the Zend-Avesta, is that no 
other existing document is written in the same language. The Zend-Avesta 
consists of five parts. The first part is made up of a liturgy of prayers and 
hymns ; the second part is also a Hturgy ; the third part consists of legends 
and precepts ; the fourth part of songs and invocations ; and the fifth of 
prayers. The character of the Zend-Avesta is illustrated in the following 
extracts quoted from The Teachings of Zoroaster, by Dr. S. A. Kapadia : 

With enemies fight with equity. With a friend proceed with the improval 
of friends. With a maheious man carry on no conflict, and do not molrat him 
in any way whatever. With a greedy man thou shouldst not be a partner, and 
do not trust him with the leadership. With an ill-famed man form no connection. 
With an ignorant man thou shouldst not become a confederate and associate. With 
a foolish man make no dispute. With a drunken man do not walk on the road. 
From an ill-natured man take no loan. ... In forming a store of good works 
thou shouldst be diligent, so that it may come to thy assistance among the spirits. 
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Thou shouldst not become presumptuous through any happiness of the world ; 
for the happiness of the worla is such-like as a cloud that comes on a rainy day, 
which one does not ward off by any hill. . . . 

Thou shouldst not become presumptuous through much treasure and wealth ; 
for in the end it is necessary for thee to leave all. . . . 

Thou shouldst not become presumptuous through great connections and 
race ; for in the end thy trust is on thine own deeds. 

Thou shouldst not become presumptuous through life; for death comes 
upon thee at last, and the perishable part falls to the ground. 


§<S 

THE KORAN 

Mohammed, one of the most remarkable men in the history of the 
world, was bom in the year a.d. 570. After beginning life as a shepherd’s 
boy, he became the servant of a rich widow, whom he married when he 
was twenty-five. Like John Bunyan and all other religious mystics, 
Mohammed began his religious experiences with grievous spiritual doubts 
and struggles. There were Christian churches in Syria in his days, and 
many colonies of Jews, and Mohammed must have contrasted their religions 
with the ignorant superstitions of his own people. 

Dr. G. M. Grant has written a dramatic account of the beginning of 
Mohammed’s mission : 

“ He used to wander about the hills alone, brooding over these things; 
he shunned the society of men, and solitude became a passion to him. At 
length came the crisis. He was spending the sacred months at Mount Hira, 

‘ a huge barren rock, tom by cleft and hollow ravine, standing out solitary 
in the full white glare of the desert sun, shadowless, flowerless, without 
well or rill.’ Here, in a cave, Mohammed gave liimself up to prayer and 
fasting. Long months or even years of doubt had increased ms nervous 
excitability. He had had, they say, cataleptic fits during his childhood, 
and was evidently more delicately and finely constituted than those around 
him. These were the circumstances in which, according to the tradition 
of the cave, Mohammed heard a voice say ‘ Cry ! ’ 

“ ‘ What shall I cry ? ’ he answered. 

“ ‘ Cry ! in the name of thy Lord who created. 

Created man from blood. 

Cry ! for thy Lord is the bountifiillest. 

Who taught the pen. 

Taught man what he did not know.’ 

“ Mohammed arose trembling and went to Khadijeh, and told her 
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what he had heard. She beheved in him, soothed his terror, and bade him 
hope for the future. Yet he could not beheve in himself. Was he not 
mad, or possessed by a devil ? Were these voices of a truth from God ? 

“ Doubting, wondering, hoping, he had fein put an end to a life which 
had become intolerable in its changings from the heaven of hope to the 
hell of despair, when again—some time, we know not how long, after— 
he heard the voice, ‘ Thou art the messenger of God, and I am Gabriel.’ 
•Then conviction at length seized hold upon liim ; he was indeed to bring 
a message of good tidings to the Arabs, the message of God through the 
angel Gabriel. He went back to Khadijeh, exhausted in mind and body. 
‘Wrap me, wrap me,’ he said ; and in that position the Word came to liim : 

“ ^ O thou who art covered, rise up and warn ! 

And thy Lord magnify ! 

And thy garments purify ! 

And abomination shun ! 

And grant not favours to gain increase ! 

And thy Lord await.’ 

“ Thus it was that the first revelations came to Mohammed.” 

Mohammed was forty when he began to preach belief in the one true 
God, insisting on the doctrine of after-death rewards and punishments. 
Persecution was Mohammed’s fate, as it has been the fate of most reUgious 
reformers, and to save his Ufe he had to make a midnight flight from Mecca 
to Medina. This flight—the Hegira—is regarded by Mohammedans as 
one of tlie great events in tlie Prophet’s life. An army of ten tliousand men 
was sent from Mecca against him, but Mohammed dug a trench and built 
a wall, and his enemy was unable to prevail against liim. Tins failure 
marked the beginning of a series of triumphs, and when he died at the age 
of sixty-two, Mohammed was master of all Arabia. 

The contents of the Koran, the Mohammedan Bible, were first collected 
about the year a.d. 635, three years after the death of the prophet. Washing¬ 
ton Irving tells us : 

It was shortly after the victory of Khalcd over Moseilma that Abu Bekar 
undertook to gather together from written and all sources the precepts and 
revelations of the Koran, which hitherto had existed partly in scattered documents 
and pardy in the memories of the disciples and companions of the Prophet. He 
was greatly urged to this undertaking by Omar, that ardent zealot for the faith. 
The hitter had observed with alarm die number of veteran companions of the 
Prophet who had fallen in die batde of Akreba. " In a little while,” said he, 
“ all the living testifiers to the faith, who bear the revelations of it in their memories, 
will have passed away, and with them so many records of the doctrines of Islam.” 
He urged Abu Bekar, therefore, to collect from the surviving disciples all that 
they remembered ; and to gather together from all quarters whatever parts of 
the Koran existed in writing. 
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It will be seen that the Koran was compiled very much in the same way 
as the New Testament. It not only inculcates a faith, but it is a textbook 
of civil law. 

The unity of God is the basis of the Mohammedan faith, and it was 
this doctrine that the Prophet and his successors taught to “ the Arabs, 
who worshipped the stars; to the Persians, who acknowledged Ormuz 
and Ahriman ; the Indians, who worshipped idols ; and the Turks, who 
had no particular worship.” At the present time the number of people- 
in the world to whom the Koran is the sacred book and Mohammed the 
supreme teacher is rather larger than the number of adherents of the Roman 
Cathohc Church. About seventy million Mohammedans live in Pakistan, 
the newly created state of the Indian sub-continent. 

The Koran teaches faith in God—“ There is no God but Allah ”—faith 
in His angels, faith in His Scriptures or Koran, faith in His Prophets, 
predestination, resurrection, and judgment after death. To the Moslem, 
Mohammed is the instrument “ whereby the will of the creator of the world 
has been revealed.” The Moslem absolutely believes in the verbal inspira¬ 
tion in the Koran. To him it is an infaUible guide to conduct, and he 
neither questions its facts nor its precepts. Hell is elaborately described in 
the Koran. There are seven circles in hell. One of them is for wicked 
Mohammedans, who are released after a certain period of punishment. 
Another is for Jews, a third for Christians, and the worst hell of all for 
hypocrites. The heaven of the Koran is thus summarised by Sir Arthur 
Wollaston : 

It is pictured as beautiful beyond the dreams of imagination, and aU that can 
delight the heart or enchant the senses is there to be found—exquisite jewels and 
precious stones, the tree of happiness, yielding fruits of size and taste unknown to 
moruils, streams flowing, some with water, some with milk, some with wine 
(winch, forbidden in this life, is permitted in the next), albeit widiout any in¬ 
toxicating properties, and others with honey. But all these glories will be edipsed 
by the resplendent houris of paradise ; created not of clay, as in the case of mortal 
women, but of pure musk, and dad in magnificent garments, their charms being 
enhanced by the enjoyment of perpetual youth. Entertained widi die ravishing 
songs of the Angel Israfil the inhabitants of paradise will enjoy pleasures that 
surpass all human imagination. Let it not be supposed, however, that die happi¬ 
ness of the blessed is to consist wholly in corporeal enjoyments ; far otherwi^, 
for all the varied pleasures of paradise will pale into insignificance compared with 
the exquisite delight of beholding the face of the Almighty morning and evening. 
The idea that women will not be admitted into paradise is a Ubel upon Islam, 
though admittedly differences of opinion exist as to whether or not they -will 
pass mto a separate place of happiness. Not is it anywhere explained whether 
male compamons will be assigned to them. One comfort, however, remains 
to the ftir sex in that on entering paradise they are all to become young 
again. 
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The Koran teaches belief m the existence of genii as well as of angeh. 
The character of these genii may be gathered from the stories of the 
Arabian Nights. It commands the uithfulto pray five times a day at certain 
definite times. It commands the giving of alnu, fasting (" the odour of 
the mouth of him who fasteth is more grateful to God tliM that of musk ”), 
and a pilgrimage to Mecca. Thr Koran forbids the drinking of wine, 
gambling, usury, and the eating of certain kinds of flesh. The Koran allows 
polygamy and makes divorce easy. And it commands the faitliful to 
proselytise, by persuasion and by the sword. 

The word Koran means “ that which ought to be read.” It is divided 
into a hundred and fourteen chapters, each chapter being subdivided into 
verses. There are seven ancient editions of the Koran. Two were published 
at Medina, one at Mecca, one at Cufa, one at Basra, and one in Syria. 
The seventh is called the common or vulgar edition. Each edition is said 
to contain 77,639 words and 323,015 letters. Each chapter, except the 
ninth, is prefixed by the words : “ In the name of the most merciful God.” 
The Koran is written in prose in the purest Arabic, though Sale tells us that 
the sentences generally continued in a long-continued rhyme, for the sake 
of which the sense is often interrupted. There is little doubt that Mohammed 
himself was the actual author of the Koran. Mohammedans, however, 
believe that the first transcript has been from everlasting by God’s throne, 
written on a table of vast bigness called the preserved table, in which ate 
also recorded the divine decrees, past and future. A copy fi'om this table, 
in one volume on paper, was by the ministry of the Angel Gabriel sent down 
to the lowest heaven, whence Gabriel revealed it to Mohammed by parcels, 
some at Mecca and some at Medina, at different times during the space of 
twenty-three years. 

During the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries the Koran was translated 
into Latin and French, and one of the French versions was translated into 
English in 1649. George Sale’s famous English translation was first pub¬ 
lished in the year 1734. 

The following quotations show the Koran’s teaching concerning the 
nature of God: 

To God belongeth tlie east and the west; therefore, whithersoever ye turn 
younelves to pray, there is the face of God ; for God is omnipresent and omni¬ 
scient. To Him belongeth whatever is in heaven and on earth ; all is possessed 
by Him, the Creator of heaven and earth ; and when He decreeth a thing He 
only saidi unto it. Be, and it is. 

O true believers, beg assistance with patience and prayer, for God is with 
the patient. 

God is bounteous and wise. He giveth wisdom unto whom He pleaseth ; 
and he unto whom wisdom is given, hath received much good ; but none will 
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consider, except the wise of heart. And whatever alms ye shall rive, or whatever 
vow ye shill vow, verily God knoweth it; but the ungodly shall have none to 
help them. If ye make your alms to appear, it is well; but if ye conceal them, 
and give them unto the poor, this will be better for you, and will atone for your 
sins : and God is well iiuormed of that which ye do. 

Much of the Koran may be traced to the Bible, and although the 
Mohammedan has fought fiercely against the Christian, the Koran teaches 
that Jesus Christ, with Abraham and Moses, should be held in the highest 
reverence as an inspired prophet. 


§7 

THE TALMUD 

Other sacred books are the Granth of the Sikhs and the Talmud. 

The importance of the Talmud lies in the fact that it is the audioritative 
guide of the great mass of the Jewish people Uving to-day in the various 
cities of the Western world. Professor Polano says: “ The Talmud is a 
collection of early Bibhcal discussions, with the comments of generations 
of teachers, who devoted their fives to the study of the scriptures. It is an 
encyclopaedia of law, civil and penal, human and divine. It is more, how¬ 
ever, than a mere book of laws. It records the thoughts, rather than the 
events, of a thousand years of the national fife of the Jewish people ; all 
their oral traditions, carefully gathered and preserved with a love devout 
in its trust and simplicity.” 

To the devout Jew there is an intimate connection between the ethical 
and ceremonial sides of religion, and this fact gives the Talmud its interest 
and importance. 

The Talmud took over three hundred years to compile. The work 
was begun at the beginning of the fourth century a.d., and not finished 
until the end of the sixth. The Talmud is divided into two parts. The 
first part is called the Mishna and is a collection of legal decisions based 
on the laws of the Old Testament. The second part of the Talmud is called 
the Gemara. The Mishna was written in what Mr. Stanley Cook calls 
“ a late literary form of Hebrew.” The Gemara was written in Aramaic, 
the language in which a great part of our New Testament was originally 
written. 

The following is a typical Talmudic parable : 

It happened that the mayor of a city once sent his servant to the market to 
purchase tome fish. When he reached ue place of sale he found that all the fish 
save one had been sold, and this one a Jewish tailor was about purchasing. Said 
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the mayor’s servant, “ I will give one gold piece for it ” ; said the tailor, “ I will 
give two.” The mayor’s messenger men expressed his willingness to pay three 

S old pieces for it, but tlie tailor aaimed the fish, and said he would not lose it 
lougn he should be obliged to pay ten gold pieces for it. The mayor’s servant 
then returned home and m anger related the circumstances to his master. ’The 
mayor sent for his subject, and when the latter appeared before him asked : 

“ What is thy occupation ? ” 

“ A tailor, sir,” replied the man. 

“ Then how canst thou afford to pay so great a price for a fish, and how dare 
degrade my dignity by offering for it a larger sum than that offered by my 
servant ? ” 

“ I fast to-morrow,” replied the tailor, “ and I wished the fish to eat to-day, 
that I might have strength to do so. I would not have lost it even for ten pieces 
of gold.” 

’’ What is to-morrow more than any other day ? ” asked the mayor. 

“ Why art thou more than any other man ? ” returned the other. 

“ Because the king hath appointed me to this office.” 

“ Well,” replied Uie tailor, “ the King of kings hath appointed tliis day to be 
holier than all other days, for on this day we hope tliat God will pardon our 
transgressions.” 

“ If this be the case thou wert right,” answered the mayor, and the Israelite 
departed in peace. 

Thus, if a person’s intention is to obey God, nothing can hinder its accom¬ 
plishment. On this day God commanded His children to fast, but they must 
strengthen their bodies to obey Him by eating the day before. It is a person’s 
duty to sanctify himself, bodily and spiritually, for the approach of this great 
day. He should be ready to enter at any moment into the Fearful Presence with 
repentance and good deeds as his companions. 
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GREEK MYTH AND THE POETS 

I N an earlier chapter something has been said about the place of the 
myth in the ancestry of literature. The nature of myths was ex¬ 
pired. Why (it may be asked) return to tlic subject ? It is necessary 
to return to it because mythology, like a parent’s blood, has passed into 
all the veins of literature, of which it is stiU one of the sweetest and most 
persisting currents. What the alphabet is to words, and what words are 
to vocal or written expression of thought—such is mythology to poetry. 


§i 

We are more Greek than we know. Thousands of our most subtle 
and beautiful words arc Greek. Thus no word of a high order is heard 
more frequently to-day than “ psychological ” ; yet unless, at the back 
of the mind, one remembers that the word is compounded of the Greek 
psyche (the soul) and logikos (appertaining to speaking or reasoning), a true 
understanding of die word, which will avail one in all its uses and appear¬ 
ances, is not possible ; any more than the word “ philosophy ” can be 
fully sensed unless one knows that it is simply the Greek philo (I love) 
joined to Sophia (wisdom) : hence, in its essence, the love of wisdom. 
Even the telephone is less wonderful to a man to whom it does not recall 
tele (far off) and phone (sound). This is not to tax the ordinary man widi 
ignorance of Greek ; if he docs not know these things it is because the 
curricula of his schooldays did not include a simple and short study of 
Greek roots. 

You read a leading article which discusses the reform of some system, 
and it demands the cleansing of the Augean stable. The phrase may have 
become so famdiar in like connections that you vaguely understand that 
it refers to a summary turn-out of bad methods or corrupt ofEciab ; but 
its full significance is lost if one does not know that what is now a common 
phrase is an allusion to the Fifth Labour of Hercules, who, at tlic instigation 
of Juno, was compelled to undertake twelve colossal tasks, of which the 
fifth was to clean out the stables, or byres, of Augeas, king of Elis, where 
three thousand oxen had been imtendcd for thirty years. 

So deeply have these names and stories of the dawn of culture infused 
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themselves in our speech that even the least educated refer to them un¬ 
knowingly. When the two weary Bath chairmen brought Mrs. Dowler 
from a party at three o’clock in the morning, they were unable to make 
anyone in Mr. Dowler’s and Mr. Pickwick’s lodgings hear their prolonged 
knockings. “ ‘ Servants in the arms o’ Porpus, I think,’ said the short 
chairman, warming his hands at the attendant link-boy’s torch.” This is 
true to life. The illiterate old chairman did not know that he was expressing 
his impatience by a perverted allusion to Morpheus the bringer of dreams, 
the son and servant of Somnus, the deity who presided over Sleep. Yet he 
referred to Morpheus as directly (and, indeed, as correctly) as does Milton 
in // Penseroso, where he compares the “ vain deluding Joys ” of life to 

... the gay motes that people the sun-beams. 

Or likest hovering dreams. 

The fickle pensionen of Morpheus’ train. 


THE GREAT GOD PAN 

In recent years the name of no Greek deity has been more on die lips 
than Pan. The beautiful statue of Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens is a 
tribute not only to Sir James Barrie’s exquisite creation, but to that god 
of the woods and fields who inspired it. Pan, the son of Mercury and a 
wood-nymph, has a great place in poetry. His name signifies “ all ” : 
hence a temple dedicated to all the gods was called a Pantheon, and a church 
in which honour is rendered to the Hmous dead, such as Westminster Abbey, 
is often called by the same name. Pan liimself was a wild and wandering 
creature of the woods and mountains. 

He was goat-footed and homed, flat-nosed and tailed, yet he played 
wild sweet tunes on his pipes ; and thus he figures as a satyr who pursues 
the nymphs and dryads with unholy love—and also as the spirit of the 
joy of living the life of nature. Milton writes of 

Universal Pan, 

Knit with the Graces and the Hours in dance. 

Led on the eternal Spring. 

But Pan was also the dread of all who wandered through a trackless 
forest or near a gloomy cave. Sudden and unreasonable fear would seize 
them at the thought of Pan’s presence. Hence our word “ panic.” It is 
a singular thought that a panic on the Stock Exchange recalls the eerie 
terrors of darkness felt by Arcadian peasants in ages remoter than any of 
which history tells. 
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§3 

CUPHJ AND PSYCHE 

The allusions to Greek myths, heard on the common tongue, are endless. 
Cupid’s name is as familiar to-day as when the infant god of love was 
known to all men as the winged son of Venus by Jupiter, though other 
fathers—Man and Mercury—are named. Cupid’s name is also Eros; 
from the one we have our word “ cupidity,” and from the other “ erotic.” 
The story of the estrangement and reconciUation of Cupid and Psyche, 
one of the most beautifru of the myths, has been referred to in an earher 
chapter. It may be regarded as a primitive allegory of die conditions 
under which men can find immortality. 

Psyche’s name signifies “ a butterfly ”—the emblem of the soul’s fife 
breaking from mortal bonds. Keats’s beautiful “ Ode to Psyche ” will be 
recalled. It concludes thus ; 

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mind. 

Where branched thoughts, new-grown with pleasant pain. 

Instead of pines shall murmur m the wind ; 

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trees 
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep ; 

And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees. 

The moss-lain D^ads shall be lull’d to sleep ; 

And in the midst of this wide quiemess 

A rosy sanctuary will I dress 

With the wreatli’s trellis of a working brain. 

With birds, and bells, and stars without a name ; 

With all the gardener’s fancy e’er could feign. 

Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same ; 

And there sh^ be for thee all soft dehght 
That shadowy thought can win, 

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night. 

To let the warm Love in 1 

The literature of Cupid is the literature of love. Shakespeare brings him 
into his plays no fewer than fifty-two times, never more beautifully than 
in The Mi^mmer Night’s Dream. Oberon speaks to Puck : 

That very time I saw, but thou couldst not, 

Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he took 
At a fiiir vestal throned by the west. 

And loosed his love-shafr smardy from his bow. 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts ; 
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But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon, 

And the imperial votaress passed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy-firee. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell: 

It fell upon a little western flower. 

Before milk-white, now pu^le with love’s wound. 

And maidens call it love-m-idleness. 

No better example could be found of the transfusion of an ancient story 
into fine poetry thousands of years after that story was a wisp of fable in 
the morning of dme. 

The reason why these and countless other myths have survived till 
our day, aiding and beautifying expression, is not merely that poets and 
painters and scholars have loved them ; it is primarily their own everlasting¬ 
ness. They typify human experiences which do not, and cannot, change 
in essentials; there is no need to go on inventing symbols which, being 
new, would have httle of the beauty of these childlike fancies, and none of 
their immemorial suggestion. Myth binds the ages together. It may be 
described as the ozone of Hterature and act. 

It is curious to note how instinctively we resort to fable when new 
things have to be named or new subjects discussed. In recent years, for 
example, man has acquired the power of mechanical flight. But his efforts 
to solve the problem have been beset with peril and tragedy. Hence we 
now constantly hear allusions to the story of Icarus, just as in an earlier 
period within our own memory similar allusions to Phaeton were frequent 
in books and newspapers. 


§4 

THE ROAD TO RUIN 

Phaeton’s story has a tragic splendour, for its background b the 
universe itself. He was the son of Apollo (or Phoebus), the god of the 
Sun, and the nymph Clymene. He has represented the rash charioteer, or 
driver, in all ages. And so, when Shakespeare wbhes to express Juliet’s 
impatience for the dusk in which she hopes that Romeo will come to 
her, he makes her exclaim : 

Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 

Toward Phoebus’ lodging : such a waggoner 
As Phaethon would whip you to the west, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
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But, in the story. Phaeton brought much more than darkness on the 
earth. He begged Apollo to give him proof of his fatherly trust, and 
Apollo swore by Styx that he would deny him none that he asked. But 
he repented of his promise when Phaeton begged to be allowed to drive 
the chariot of the Sun for a single day. “ None but myself,” he said, 
“ mav drive the flaming car of day ; not even Jupiter, whose terrible right 
arm hurls the thunderbolts.” He warned his son of the cosmic perils of 
the journey. “ The first part of the way is steep ... the middle is high 
up in the heavens, whence I myself can scarcely, widiout alarm, look down 

and behold the earth I see stretched beneath me.Add to all tliis, the 

heaven is all the time turning round and carrying the stars with it. I have 
to be perpetually on my guard lest that movement, which sweeps every¬ 
thing else along, should hurry me also away. Suppose I lend you the 
chariot, what you do ? . . . The road is through the midst of frightful 
monsters. You pass by the horns of the Bull, in front of the Archer, and 
near the Lion’s Jaws, and where the Scorpion stretches its arms in one 
direction and the Crab in another. Nor will you find it easy to guide 
these horses, with their breasts full of fire which tliey breathe forth from 
their mouths and nostrils.” The foolhardy Phaeton held liis father to his 
pledge, and was soon seated in the glorious chariot which Vulcan had made 
with axle and wheels of gold, spokes of silver, and a seat gemmed witli 
diamonds and chrysolite. He took the reins and started on his Journev 
over the earth. He was soon in difficulties. The steeds felt a lighter hand, 
and rushed headlong from the road. Disaster on disaster followed. The 
Great and Little Bear were scorched. Other constellations withered. 
When he neared the earth there was terror below and above. Phaeton 
had dropped the reins, and was on his knees praying to his father to help. 
But his prayer was lost in the great cry of dismay from tlie nations. Forests 
were a&me, mountains melted, the sea dried up, and mountains beneath 
it rose into islands. The earth was cracking : cities went up in smoke 
and fell in ashes. The Nile fled mto the desert, where for the greater part 
of the year it remains to-day. The people of Ethiopia turned black. 
Neptune himself could not raise his head above the waves he ruled. Earth 
prayed in her agony to Jupiter to stay the conflagration that would reduce 
all her life to cinders. 

Jupiter heard, and calling all the gods to witness the salvation he in¬ 
tended, hurled a lightning-bolt at the mad charioteer. He was unseated 
and fell headlong into the River Eridanus, whose nympb buried him by 
its waters and raised a tomb to the rash demigod. His sisters mourned 
him so helplessly and long that Jupiter, in pity, changed them into poplars 
whose leaves dripped tears of amber on the frtal stream. His friend, Cygnus, 
wasted away, and him the gods transformed into a swan which for ever 
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haunted the place where Phaeton disappeared. Thus the primitive mind 
of man, so weak to explain, so quick to imagine, accounted for desert and 
drouth and the parched places of the world. 

Briefer, but even more appHcable now, is the sto^ of Icarus, the son 
of Daedalus, the Athenian inventor, who had so o&nded King Minos 
of Crete that to save himself and his son he made wings for both so that 
they could fly to safety. Daedalus was skilful, and landed at Cumae, 
where he built a temple to Apollo. But Icarus flew so near the sun that . 
the wax by which his wings were fastened melted and he fell into a part 
of the i£gean Sea, which was thenceforth named Icarian. Thus is it that 
in the twentieth century a.d. the end of Phaeton warns all drivers and that 
of Icarus all aviators, while both condenm a too soaring ambition such as 
any man may indulge to his hurt. 


§5 

STOKIBS OF THE STARS 

The permanence of the Greek myths is secured not only by their part 
in everyday speech and in literature, but by the fact that a great many of 
them are recorded in the sky above us, that is to say, in the changeless names 
of planets, stars, and constellations. God asked Job out of the whirlwind : 

Canst thou bind the sweet influences of Pleiades ? 

Or loose the bands of Orion ? 

On any starlight night you may see these constellations, the one “ like a 
swarm of fireflies tangled in a silver braid,” the other majestic, and, in the 
spring, “ sloping slowly to the west.” These are closely related in a myth. 
The Pleiades were daughters of Adas, one of the thirteen Titans named by 
Hesiod, who in their assault on Olympus were cast by Jupiter into the most 
abysmal pit of Hades—^Tartarus. The Pleiades were pursued by the giant, 
Orion, as they still are, in seeming, in the night sky of England. In answer 
to their prayer for succour Jupiter first turned them into pigeons, then into 
stars. Of these only six can be seen with the eye, and the story is that the 
seventh, Electra, quitted her place that she might not see the ruin of Troy 
which her son, by Jupiter himself, had founded. Hence Byron’s line, 
“ Like the lost Pleiad, seen no more below.” Milton, recalling the passage 
in Job, and describing the creation of the firmament and all the heavenly 
bodies, tells how— 

The grey 

Dawn and the Pleiades before Him danced. 

Shedding sweet influence. 
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Orion, the belted hunter, who still threatens the daughters of Atlas, was a 
son of Neptune. The great goddess Diana (or Artemis) learned to love 
Orion while he joined her in the chase. She is said to have shot him with 
an arrow, when his head, just appearing above the sea, was guilefully pointed 
out to her by Apollo as a target on which to test her skill ! When she knew 
what she had done, she sorrowfully set him in the skies. 

It often happens that a sequence of stories is recalled by constellations 
that arc near to each other in the heavens. Everyone can pick out the 
Cassiopea group, in form hke an irregular capital W. Cassiopca was the 
wife of Cepheus, king of Ethiopia. She imprudently proclaimed that she 
was more beautiful than any of the fifty sea-nymphs, tlic Nereides, who 
in their wrath begged Neptune to avenge them. The sea-god sent a terrible 
monster to ravage the coast, whereupon the Ethiopians sought help from 
the oracle of Jupiter Ammon in the Libyan desert, and were told that the 
gods would be appeased if Cepheus exposed his daughter, Andromeda, 
to the monster. Heart-broken by this demand, Cepheus at last allowed his 
beloved child to be chained to a rock washed by the sea. Here she was 
found by Perseus, who, in his winged wanderings, had already slain the 
terrible Medusa, or Gorgon, on whose serpent locks none could look 
without turning into stone. He arrived just as the monster was clearing 
the waves to devour his lovely prey, and, flying down on its back, plunged 
his sword between its scales and thus destroyed the destroyer. Another 
version is that he showed the Gorgon’s head to the monster, which changed 
slowly into a rock and, as such, remained for ever to mark die scene. 
Perseus married Andromeda, and the constellations that bear dieir names 
now repeat the story—as do those of Cepheus and Cassiopea. Many minor 
deities or heroes or persecuted nymphs were thus removed from earth 
to sky. 

The story of Ariadne is different. Deserted by Theseus on an island 
which was ^e haunt of Bacchus, she was found there by the wine-god 
as he was returning with all his train from a hunt. The story has been told 
best by Catullus in poetry, and by Titian in his masterpiece, “ Bacchus and 
Ariadne,” in the National Gallery. 

Bounding along is blooming Bacchus seen. 

With all his heart aflame with love of thee, 

Ariadne ! and behind him, see. 

Where Satyrs and Sileni whirl along. 

With frenzy fired, a fierce tumultuous throng. 

These lines of Catullus (translated by Sir Theodore Martin) may well have 
inspired Titian, whose picture answers to them perfectly. Ariadne became 
the grateful wife of Bacchus, who gave her a crown of seven stars which, 
after her death, he threw into the sky to fisrm a constellation. 
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§<5 

ECHO AND NARaSSUS 

Many of these flowers of myth are perpetuated by flower-names, none 
more beautifully than the myth of Echo and Narcissus. Echo, the beautiful 
Oread (nymph of the mountains! aimoyed Diana by her ceaseless chatter. 

Diana pronounced on her tms sentence of punishment: “ You thall 
forfeit the use of that tongue with which you have cheated me, except for 
that one purpose you are so fond of—reply. You shall still have the last 
word, but no power to speak first.” This limitation of her speech greatly 
troubled her when she vwshed to attract the love of the beautiful youth 
Narcissus, who, being a confirmed bachelor, repelled her advances as he 
had those of many other nymphs. Echo, in her shame and chagrin, sought 
the rocks and mountains, where her form wasted away until only her 
voice remained. And by that alone we know her still. But she was soon 
avenged. Refusing to love any maiden, Narcissus fell in love with his 
own image in a pool. Unable to embrace it, he pined and died of grief. 
The repentant nymphs would have given him burisu, but when they looked 
for his young body they found only the flower which bears his name. 
The story has been touched on by many poets—by Milton in “ Comus,” 
by Chaucer, Spenser, and Goldsmith ; and by Cowper in his epigram 
“ On an Ugly Fellow ” : 

Beware, my friend, of crystal brook 
Or fountain, lest that hideous hook. 

Thy nose, thou chance to see ; 

Narcissus’ fate would then be thine. 

And self-detested thou would’st pine. 

As, self-enamoured, he. 

It is clear, then, that the old Greek myths are no esoteric study. So far 
from being “ highbrow ” (detestable word !), they are elemental to our 
language and literature. Men of distinguished birth or origin are prone 
to assert themselves, and it shoidd not be forgotten that a word or a phrase 
is equally enhanced by length of history and storage of suggestion. One 
might refer to hundreds in which a Greek myth is enclosed : such as 
Scylla and Charybdis,” “ rich as Croesus,” ‘ Cerberus,” “ vulcanite,” 
ama2ons, the ‘ heel of Achilles,” the “ Daily Argus,” the “ lethal 
chamber,” “ sibyl,” “ nemesis,” “ Europe,” “ Titanic,” “ mentor,” “ stentor- 
jjhone,” “ Nestor,” “ Pandora’s box,” ‘ Champs £lysdes,” “ ABolian Hall,” 
'‘Gordian knot,” and many more; but space forbids. For any broad 
understanding of Greek mythology the reader must be referred to the 
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§7 

IN THE BEGMNING 

Our Bible opens with the simple and sublime statement, “ In the 
beginning God created the heaven and the earth.” Greek myth is much 
more confused, but it is as deeply concerned with the beginning of all 
things, and with the answer to man’s eternal question, “ Whence ? ” The 
most widely accepted story was that of Hesiod, who believed tliat some 
great Power impressed itself on Chaos and out of nothing brought forth 
all things. The first ministers of this Power were Uranus, the most ancient 
of all the gods, and Ga;a, or Ge, from whose name, as the name of the 
earth, we derive our words geology, geography, geometrical, and so forth. 
From this marriage between Heaven and Earth came the portentous progeny 
of the Titans, who typified the most tremendous forces of nature, and the 
three one-eyed Cyclopes, who were fabled to have become the servants 
of Vulcan and the makers, afterwards, of Jove’s thunderbolts. But the 
most formidable of all the sons of Uranus was Cronus (Time), otherwise 
Saturn, who, by his sister Rhea, became the father of Zeus Oup*t«), Aides 
(Pluto), Poseidon (Neptune), and of three daughters, Vesta, Demeter 
(Ceres), and Hera (Juno). 

Uranus feared his offspring and plunged those he feared most into 
Tartarus. But Saturn rebelled, and after slaying his father with an iron 
sickle reigned in his stead over heaven and earth. He, in turn, also feared 
his chffdren, and is fabled to have swallowed each as it was bom. This 
may symbolise the truth that Time swallows all things, or it may have an 
even deeper meaning. 

The story goes that when Rhea had borne her sixth and last child, 
Jupiter, or Zeus, she saved him by the ruse of wrapping a baby-shaped 
stone in baby-clothes, which Saturn unthinkingly swallowed. 

Meanwhile, Jupiter was hidden in a cave of Mount Ida, where he was 
suckled by the goat Amalthea and guarded by tenderly vigilant nymphs. 
When he had grown adult, he learned of his mother’s and his own wrongs 
and, by means which have no relation to physiology, compelled hb fatoer 
to dbgorge hb brothers and sbters. Together they defeated Saturn, whose 
throne Jupiter seized. He divided his universal kingdom with his two 
brothers, Neptune, who was given the ocean, and Pluto, who was monarch 
of the dead. Jupiter remained supreme in heaven and on earth. He took 
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his beautiful sister, Juno (the Greeks called her Hera) to wife, by whom, 
and by others, he begat many of the greater gods and goddesses. 

But, first, Jupiter had to fight for his throne on Mount Olympus, which 
was assailed by the Titans, who, in their cosmic fury, piled Mount Pelion 
on Mount Ossa to effect their purpose. In his magnificent unfinished poem 
“ Hyperion,” Keats makes diis Titan the leader in this assault on heaven. 

Saturn is fallen, am I too to fall ? 

Am I to leave this haven of my rest. 

This cradle of my glory, this soft clime. 

This calm luxuriance of blissful light. 

These crystalline pavilions, and pure fanes. 

Of all my lucent empire ? 

Fall !—No, by Tellus and her briny robes ! 

I will advance a terrible right arm 

Shall scare that infant thunderer, rebel Jove, 

And bid old Saturn take his throne again. 

This stupendous war for the control of all things is described by Hesiod 
in terms which make the brain reel—though whether, in the advance of 
destructive science, it will do so much longer is a solemn question. 

Vast Olympus reel’d throughout, 

Down to its rooted base, beneath tlie rush 
Of those immortals : the vast chasm of hell 
Was shaken widi the trembling . . . 

No longer then did Jove 
Curb down his force ; but sudden in his soul 
There grew dilated strength, and it was fill’d 
With his omnipotence ; his whole of might 
Brake from him, and the godhead rush’d abroad . . . 

Thrown from his nervous grasp the lightnings flew 
Reiterated, swift; the whirling flash 
Cast sacred splendour, and the thunderbolt 
Fell. 

And the Titans fell. They were enchained in Tartarus, “ so far beneath 
this earth as earth is distant from the sky.” 


§8 

THE OLYMPIANS 

Jove now reigned secure and the great Olympian household was formed. 
Its chief members were : 
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Jupiter (or Zeus^, the Thunderer, the supreme god, whose altars on 
earm surpassed all others. He is represented as throng, with a thunderbolt 
in his hand, and wearing a breastplate whose name, “ atgis,” is an English 
word to-day. His emblem, the eagle, was always represented in his statues. 
Hence, in Cymbeline, the soothsayer says: 

Last night the very gods show’d me a vision : 

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 
From the spungy south to this part of the west. 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams ; which portends. 

Unless my sins abuse my divination. 

Success to the Roman host 

Juno (or Hera), his wife, who bore Mars (or Ares), Vulcan (or 
Haephestos), and Hebe. She was queen of heaven. Among her emblems 
were the peacock and the cuckoo. She distrusted her husband, and loved 
Greece. 

Mars, the god of war. 

Vulcan (or Hephaestus), the god of fire, and the armourer of 
the gods. 

Hebb, the blooming daughter of Jupiter and Juno, who was tlie cup¬ 
bearer to the gods in the Olympian halls and was so beautiful that she 
was regarded, also, as the goddess of youth. Thus it is that her name 
is often lightly used to-day as a synonym for “ barmaid ” ; but tlius, 
also, is it one of the names with which poets gem their most beautiful 
lines. What does Keats say ? 

Let, then, winged Fancy find 
Thee a mistress to her mind . . . 

With a waist and with a side 
White as Hebe’s, when her zone 
Shot its golden clasp, and down 
Feu her kirtle to her feet. 

While she held the goblet sweet. 

And Jove grew languid. 

Apollo (or Phoebus), the god of the Sun, and patron of music and 
poetry, of whom Shelley sings : 

1 am the eye with which the Universe 
Beholds itself and knows itself divine; 

All harmony of instrument or verse, 

AU prophecy, all medicine are mine. 

All fight of art or nature ; to my song. 

Victory and praise in their own right Delong. 
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The glorious statue of Apollo Belvedere, in the Vatican, represents him 
shooting his arrow at the terrible serpent Python, which he slew, Byron 
describes his pose in “ Childc Harold ’: 

The lord of the unerring bow. 

The god of life, and poetry, and light, 

The Sun, in human hmbs arrayed, and brow 
All radiant from his triumph in the fight. 

The shaft has just been shot; the arrow bright 
With an immortal’s vengeance ; in his eye 
And nostril, beautiful disdain, and might 
And majesty flash their full lightnings by. 

Developing in that one glance the Deity. 

Diana (or Artemis), the goddess of hunting, daughter of Latona, by 
Jupiter, and twin sister of Apollo—therefore associated with the moon. 
She is often identified with Silene. Although she was the patroness of 
chastity, she descended to woo Endymion, the youthful shepherd, on 
Mount Latmos, whose name gives the title to Keats’s earliest long poem 
and to the last of Disraeli’s novels. Few names are more firequent in poetry 
than those of Diana and Endymion. 

Venus (or Aphrodite), goddess of love and beauty, daughter of Jupiter 
and Dione, but more beautifully fabled to have risen fi-om me foam of the 
sea. Her name and attributes have passed into all literature. 

Mercury (or Hermes), the young and graceful messenger of the gods, 
was the son of Jupiter and Maia, the most beautiful of the seven Pleiades. 
The name Hermes is interoreted as the “ hastener.” One of Mercury’s 
chief tasks was to conduct the souls of the dead to the banks of the dreadful 
river Styx, which flowed nine times round Hades. As a swift messenger 
he wore a petasus, a winged hat, and bore in his hand the caduceus, a wand 
of gold twined with serpents and also winged. He was the god of elo¬ 
quence, and the patron of commerce, even of gambling and thieving, and 
of all occupations which required craft or cunning. He is said to have 
made the first lyre out of a tortoise-shell, and to have presented it to Apollo 
in exchange for the caduceus. His manly beauty is referred to in Harnlet’s 
impassioned speech to his mother as he bade her look at his father’s portrait: 

A station like the herald Mercury, 

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill. 

Vesta (or Hestia), daughter of Cronus and Rhea, was the goddess of 
all public and private hearths. She remained single. The Romans especially 
honoured her, and in her temple her sacred fire was tended by six virgin 
priestesses, who were severely punished if they allowed it to expire. In 
that event it was rekindled from the heat of the sun. 
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Minesva (Athene, or Pallas Athene), goddess of wisdom, was in some 
respects the greatest of the goddesses. She was the daughter of Jupiter 
and Metis. When Metis premcted to Jupiter that one of his children would 
supplant him, he endeavoured to m^e this impossible, so the myth tells 
us, oy devouring his wife. Then, being tortured by pains in his head, he 
ordered Vulcan to cleave it open with an axe. From his exposed brain 
Minerva leaped forth fully grown and armed with spear and shield. The 
event shook Olympus, and Apollo stayed his chariot to contemplate the 
wonder. The goddess immediately took her place in the Olympian 
assembly. She remained a virgin, and was the most loved child of Jupiter 
as having proceeded from himself. She had many powers and functions, 
but was worshipped in Athens as the goddess of wisdom. Her colossal 
statue in ivory and gold, by Phidias, surmounted the Parthenon and looked 
down on the city of which she was protectress. She had won the city 
as a prize in a competition with Neptune to determine wliich of them could 
make the most valuable gift to men. Neptune smote the ground with his 
trident, and from the ground a horse issued ; but Minerva produced the 
ohve, which the gods judged to be the more useful, and her reward was 
Athens, “ the eye of Greece, mother of arts and eloquence.” The olive- 
tree was deemed sacred to her. 

Minerva is represented with the shield given her by Jupiter, in whose centie 
was Medusa, upon whose face all who dared to look were turned into stone. 
Milton puts into the mouth of the Elder Brother in “ Comus ” the question: 

What was that snaky-headed Gorgon-shield 
That wise Minerva wore, unconquered virgin. 

Wherewith she fteczed her foes to congealed stone. 

But rigid looks of chaste austerity. 

And noble grace that dashed brute violence 
With sudden adoration and blank awe ! 

These were pre-eminently the deities of heaven. 

Neptune (or Poseidon) ruled the sea and all the waters of earth. He 
wielded the trident, the symbol of naval power to-day. He ruled all the 
lesser divinities of die waters—Triton, his son by Amphitrite, Proteus, the 
Sirens, and the Sea-nymphs—Oceanides and Nereids. Shakespeare has 
many references to Neptune. 


§9 

THE RAPE OP PROSERPINE 

Pluto reigned in Hades, the infernal world whose dread rivers of Styx, 
Acheron, Lethe, Cocytus, and Phlegethon traversed the realm of darkness 
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in the midst of which he sat on his sulphur throne. No temples were 
raised to the lord of death. No goddess could be induced to be his 
spouse. Hence arose one of the most beautiful and significant stories 
in all Greek myth. Demeter (or Ceres), goddess of com and harvests, 
from whose Roman name we have our word “cereal,” wandered 
with her daughter Persephone, whose name is also Proserpine, in the 
flowery plain of Enna, in Sicily. The mother, goddess of the Earth, 
was a daughter of Samm and Rhea ; their marriage had united Earth to 
Heaven. Her child, to whom Zeus himself was father, was to unite Earth 
to Hades. 

Proserpine, as the Romans called her, was gathering flowers with her 
young companions near Enna, when suddenly Pluto appeared in his 
chariot, loved her at sight, and instantly seized her to be hb consort 
in his silent realm. Proserpine dropped the flowers from her apron and 
cried aloud to her attendsmt nymplw, but the ravishing god urged for¬ 
ward his steeds until they were checked by the river Cyane. There 
Pluto, in a frenzy of passion, smote the ground with his sceptre; it 
opened, and gave him passage down to Erebus. The young girl-goddess, 
tom from the sunlight and uie happy earth, had become the bride of the 
god of death. 

Ceres sought her child in a frenzy of grief. She Ut two torches at the 
fires of Mount Ema that she might search the world through the night. 
Neither gods nor men could, or dared, tell her of Proserpine’ i fate. Nine 
days she wandered, and at last, returning to Sicily, she learned the truth 
from Arethusa, who had just passed through the nether world in her chaste 
flight from Alpheus. “ There,” she said, “ I saw your Proserpine. She 
was sad, but no longer was there terror in her eyes. Her look was such as 
became the queen of the realms of the dead.” 

Drawn in her chariot by two dragons, Ceres flew to the abode of the 
gods, where she awed even Jove by her storm of prayers : 

So mighty was the mother’s childless cry, 

A cry that rang thro’ Hades, Earth, and Heaven. 

Yielding to her, Jove sent Mercury to demand Proserpine of Pluto, but 
made it a condition of her release that she should not have tasted food in 
the lower world. When he arrived and Pluto was about to yield, it appeared 
that Proserpine, walking in the Elysian fields, had sucked the pulp of a 
pomegranate. This forbade her surrender, but as a compromise it was 
decreed that she should evermore spend half of the year with her mother 
on the earth, and half with her husband below it. 

Ceres waited with far-ofl' gaze for her coming, and the meeting of mother 
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and daughter has been the theme of poets from Ovid to Tennyson. It is 
our own poet who describes their meeting : 

A sudden nightingale 
Saw thee, and flash’d into a frolic of song 
And welcome ; and a gleam as of the moon, 

When first she peers along the tremulous deep. 

Fled wavering o’er thy face, and chased away 
That shadow of a likeness to the King 
Of shadows, thy dark mate. Persephone ! 

Queen of the dead no more—my child 1 Thine eyes 
Again were human-godlike, and the Sun 
Burst from a swimming fleece of winter gray. 

And robed thee in his day from head to feet— 

“ Mother I ” and I was folded in thine arms. 

This is the deathless story. It has but one meaning. Proserpine signifies 
the seed-corn, which through the winter lies darkly hidden in the soil, and 
her yearly return is tire symbol of the spring. 

So in the pleasant vale we stand again. 

The field of Enna, now once more ablaze 
With flowers that brighten as thy footstep falls. 

Nothing that man knows is so interesting to him, or so fraught with the 
mystery which enlarges without weighing him down, as the change of 
the seasons. Still, in his poetry and imagination, Ceres and Proserpine walk 
together hand-in-hand, and once more they lead us, through the hghts of 
spring, to the pomp which b roses, and the wealth which is com, and the 
sweemess which b honey in the honeycomb. 

Such, in meagre outline, b that world of myth which shimmers for 
ever behind “ the glory that was Greece and the grandeur that was Rome.” 
Much of it b crude, or even repellent, but what is beautiful and what is 
forbidding belongs alike to the childhood of man. Ruskin says : “ To the 
mean person the myth means httle; to the noble person much.” The 
poet, the artist, and the dreamer will return to these stories so long as men 
feel the burden and the mystery of life, and are fain to lose them in “ the 
hght that never was on sea or land.” 
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VII 


GREECE AND ROME 

§i 

E iFORE proceeding to consider the achievements of the great Greek 
poets, it is necessary to say something of the Greek spirit, that pardcular 
national genius which enabled a small people in the fifth century 
before Christ to produce a Utcrature of unpar^lelcd grandeur and dignity, 
to rise to a splendid height of excellence in arcliitccture and sculpture, and 
to lay the foundations of mathematics, physical science, and philosophy. 
It has been well said that “ with the exception of Christianity, the Gteeks 
were the beginners of nearly everytliing of which the modern world can 
boast.” 

The Greeks had great hmitations. They knew notliing about the past. 
At the best they only guessed. They knew no geography. They Imew 
next to nothing about other peoples. On tlie other hand, diey had 
one great asset, a beautiful language, particularly fitted, in its power 
and precision, for the immortal expression of beautiful thoughts. 
The Greeks themselves were highly civilised, but they were only separated 
from barbarism by a very thin interval. They were our dawn, but a dawn 
that came, so far as we know, without preparation or warning. The Greeks 
were a young people Uving in die cold clear air of the early morning. 
There is a strong contrast between die Greeks and the Hebrews. To the 
Hebrew, the sorrow of the world was due to disobedience to die laws of 
the one all-powerful God. The Greeks had no idea of a single God, bene¬ 
ficent in intendon, directing the affairs of men. They had many gods, 
constandy warring with each other, only intermittendy concerned with 
human affairs, all of them actuated by human passions, and mainly con¬ 
cerned with their own adventures. 

But behind the gods was Fate, determining the destiny alike of men and 
gods, and against Fate it was useless to contend. That is the prevailing 
note of Greek tragedy. It brought with it a great sense of dignity. Self- 
respect demanded that men should accept the decrees of Fate without 
protest, without pretence that things were other than they were, and 
without yearnings for the unattainable. Self-respect, too, compelled man 
to eschew evil and follow good without any thought of the gods of 
their desires. 
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The Greeks were never mystics, they were realists. It has been well 
said that to Homer a wave was “ nothing else than salt water.” The Greek 
was concerned with life on earth, not with the after life of which he claimed 
to know nothing ; though the myths spoke vaguely of the Elysian Fields 
and of the dread Underworld where Pluto reigned, and Socrates in his noble 
final speech indicated some hope of immortality. The wonhip of humanity 
became the dominating feature of Greek life and Greek religion. This 
worship brought with it the love for everything that makes human life 
fine. The first of these things was beauty. The idols of India and Egypt 
are hideous and repulsive, signifying terror and power. But the Greeks 
could worship only beautiful gods, and their statues enshrine the dreams 
and ideals of the worshippers. With beauty the Greeks loved justice, 
freedom, and truth—all necessary for the happiness of man. 

Perhaps because of the absence of traditions and established conventions, 
the Greeks were never sentimental. And because they were realists they 
loved the simple and the tuiadomed. Greek poetry never has the elaborate 
ornamentation to be found in such a poem as Paradise Lost. It is austere. 
In their literature, as in their sculpture, the Greeks achieved the beauty of 
simple directness—of sheer truth. 

Three facts should be particularly borne in mind. The Greeks were a 
small people living in a number of city-states, each with a few thousand 
inhabitants, and all of them on the sea. Athens was the most remarkable 
and most interesting of these states, and by far the greater part of the 
Greek literature that has come down to us was produced in one small 
city, fat less in area and with a far smaller population than a London suburb. 
The second fact is that certainly eighty per cent, of Greek literature has 
been lost. All that exists was preserved in Alexandria. The third fact is 
that the wars waged by the Greeks against the Persians occasioned the 
birth of European patriotism. The fear of the barbarian not only stimu¬ 
lated love of country, but also caused the Greeks to regard themselves as 
the guardians of culture against barbarian destruction. 

The Greek spirit means the love of unadorned beauty, simplicity, truth, 
freedom, and justice, the dislike of exaggeration, sentimentality, and 
elaboration. 

The old-world stories summarised in the preceding chapter are the 
substance of Greek romantic Uterature. Evolved in the dawn of European 
life, sung by wandering bards, repeated md elaborated from generation to 
generation, diey were first, as has already been related, written out in 
Hesiod and Homer. In these same stories the great Greek dramatists 
found the plots of their plays. 

It is remarkable in how few years the great Athenian drama was pro¬ 
duced. iEschylus gained his first prize in 484 b.c., and the Medea of 
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Eunpides, the crowning achievement of his career, was produced in 431 b.c. 
Fifty-three years was sufficient for the complete development of what has 
been descnbed as * the greatest work of art the world has ever witnessed.’’ 
A similar remarkable development characterised the drama in Elizabethan 
England. All the plays of Marlowe, Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Beaumont 
and Fletcher, Massinger, Webster, and Heywood were written in thirty- 
eight years! 


§2 

Like the beginnings of mediaeval drama in England, those of early 
Greek drama were religious. They grew out of the ritual dance performed 
in the springtime before the shrines of Dionysus, the Bacchus of the 
Romans, and the intimate connection with the god of vineyards and 
fhiitftilness remained unimpaired in the great days of iEschylus, Sophocles, 
and Euripides. The front row of the seats in the theatre in Athens was 
reserved for the priests, the Priest of Dionysus occupying a specially 
carved arm-chair in the middle. All citizens were expected to attend, 
and in the days of Pericles, at the height of the power and glory of 
Athens, the price of their seats was given them by the State. The 
Athens theatre held 30,000 people. Everyone went to the tlieatrc. It 
was a national duty. 

All the plays performed were the result of competitions held by the 
Government, which was also what we should call the Church, and the 
companies which acted them were paid for by wealthy men. If you 
wished to compete—and there could only be three competitors each 
year—you had fint to be given a chorus, that is to say, some wealthy 
man would pay for a company which would act the play you were 
going to write. Because the idea of failure would have been ill-omened 
in what was a religious ceremony, everybody received a prize in the 
competition. 

'The practice of the theatre developed as the great tragic period repre¬ 
sented by the three authors named above took its course. At the beginning 
all the action took place in the circular space of the orchestra, and the 
“ scene,” as it was called, was not a stage, but merely a tent in which the 
actors changed their clothes, and which could be used, as the similar 
curtains at me back of an Elizabethan theatre were used, to represent a 
door or a gateway or whatever veiled the action from the spectators, 
because in Greek drama, unlike in our modem plays, everything in the nature 
of what we should call incident took place “ off.” In the plays of iEschylus 
the characters in the chorus occupira this orchestral space, and for that 
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reason, as well as because the chorus was the element from which tragedy 
as a whole sprang, the chorus had a prominent part in the action or the 
play. As theatrical technique developed the scene became a slightly 
raised platform at the back of the orchestra from which the sp^ches 
of the actors were generally deUvered, the chorus rem ainin g in the 
orchestra below and tending, therefore, as in most of the plays of 
Euripides, to become rather a means of commentary on the action than 
part of it. 

The relaxation from tragic tension which in Shakespeare is got for 
the most part by comic rehef was provided in Greek plays by the choral 
odes and dances. Compare, for instance, Macbeth with the Hippolytus of 
Euripides. In Macbeth, unusually for Shakespeare, Ouncan is killed in the 
Greek manner “ off” the stage. Macbeth, in fact, in the earhest scenes and 
in its emotional context represents more closely than any other of Shake¬ 
speare’s plays the Greek way of handling a subject. The tension which the 
audience must feel as a distracted dialogue between Macbeth and Lady 
Macbeth, when the murder is done, is relieved by the knocking at the 
gate and the comic scene of the porter. In Hippolytus, on the other hand, 
when Phxdra goes off the stage to hang herself, the rehef from the tension 
is not got through any comic rehef, which would have been foreign to the 
whole Greek mode of thinking in drama, but by the ritual dance and the 
song of the chorus which take the mind of the audience straight away 
from the tragic reahty to the realms of romance. 

The actors, like Japanese actors to-day, wore large masks which had 
probably something of the effect of a megaphone and enabled their voices 
to be heard clearly at the back of the immense theatre in the open air. 
They wore buskins, large boots with soles almost like stilts, which gave 
them an appearance of more than human height, and because of this dress 
and because of the fact that the story was told by dialogue rather than by 
obvious action they moved hardly at all across the stage. Below, in the 
orchestra, grouped round the altar of Dionysus in the middle, was the 
chorus, motionless while the actors were speaking, and, when their time 
came, chanting their odes to the rhythmic movements of a dance in which 
every part of the body had its share, and chanting them not altogether, but 
in two divisions, so that the verse sung by one h^ would be answered by 
a following verse sung by the other. In the telling of the story certain 
conventions were generally observed. There was usually a prologue 
explaining the circumstances before the action began. The crisis, as we 
have said, almost always took place “ off,” and was always narrated to 
the audience' by a messenger, whose speech generally is the culmination 
of a play. The play ended, at any rate in the developed technique of 
Euripides, though not so generally in the two preceding dramatists, with 
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the appearance of some god who summed up in a few words of comfort 
or reconciliation the tragic passion of the drama and sent the spectators 
away with a sense of peace. 


§3 

There is a striking resemblance, both in the novelty of their acliicvc- 
ment and the circumstances of their lives, between the writers of the wonder 
century of Greece—the fifth century b.c. —and the English writers of the 
Elizabethan era, like Spenser and Raleigh. jEschylus, the eldest of the three 
great Greek dramatists, was a soldier. He was born in 525 b.c., and he 
fought in the Athenian army that defeated the Persians at tlie famous battle 
of Marathon. This decisive victory of a small people over a mighty empire 
had an immense effect on the character of iEschylus and of his work. His 
plays were written in an heroic age when men were stimulated by unex¬ 
pected and almost unhoped for national success, just as the Elizabethans 
were stimulated by the defeat of the Spanish Armada. 

The first play of jEschylus was produced when he was twenty-six, in 
the first year, that is, of the wonder century—the fifth b.c. Like Shake¬ 
speare, he acted in his own dramas, and though only seven of them arc 
extant, he is supposed to have written ninety. There is a legend tliat he 
was killed by an eagle dropping a tortoise (the shell of which the bird had 
been unable to break) on his bdd head, which it mistook for a rock. 

ReUgious fervour joined in jEschylus with pride of country and race, 
the result of the glory of Marathon. His birthplace was Eleusis, the home 
of those religious mysteries the nature of which the modem world knows 
very tittle. As a boy he must have seen scores of pilgrims troubled in 
spirit, seeking explanation of life’s problems or maybe release from trouble, 
and he grew up obsessed with the conviction of die impossibility of escape 
from the fates and furies that pursue the steps of men. 

For the plots of his plays he went to the ancient stories of his people. He 
himself said that his tragedies were “ morsels from the banquet of 
Homer.” 

What are the qualities of jEschylus that have given his plays immor¬ 
tality and that cause them to be read with eager interest and enjoyment 
two thousand four hundred years after they were written ? Perhaps their 
character can best be explained by comparing lEschylus to an Elizabethan, 
Marlowe, and a modem, Victor Hugo. Like Marlowe, iEschylus was, to 
use Svrinbume’s phrase, “ a daring and inspired pioneer.” In his music 
there is no echo of any man’s before him. Read Marlowe’s History of Dr. 
Faustus and you are in touch with the qualities of ^Eschylus—the horror, 
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the tremendous power, the excited passion. Aristophanes, the Athenian 
writer of comedies, denounced vEschylus as “ bombastic,” and it is interest¬ 
ing to note that this is the adjective frequently applied by critics to Victor 
Hugo, who, in a less degree than Marlowe, possessed some of the char¬ 
acteristics of the Greek poet. 

There is never any love-interest in the jEschylus plays. He was in¬ 
terested in elemental forces, and he gave Fate and Fear, Justice and Injustice 
the same individual personality as Bunyan gave to similar qualities in his 
Pilgrim’s Progress. In his dramas, as J. A. Symonds said, “ mountains were 
made to speak.” So tremendous was the power of JEschylus, that the 
Greeks believed that he must have written under the immediate inspiration 
of the gods. One story says that, when he was a boy, he was sent to watch 
the clusters of grapes in a vineyard, and fell asleep. While he slept the god 
Dionysus came to him and ordered him to write tragedies. When he 
awoke he made his first attempt and succeeded at once. Sophocles said of 
his great rival: “ He did what he ought to do, but did it wdthout knowing.” 
Certain of his contemporaries asserted that he wrote his tragedies while 
drunk with wine. The fact seems to have been that his originaHty and 

f enius were so astounding that his fellows were forced to find some super- 
uman explanation for them. 

Of the seven plays of ^schylus that have been preserved Prometheus 
Bound is perhaps the most interesting for us from the &ct of Shelley’s 
Prometheus Unbound. It was the second of a trilogy of plays, the first of 
which was called Prometheus the Fire-Bearer, and the third Prometheus 
Unbound. Both of these have been lost, although a portion of the third 
translated into Latin by Cicero remains to us. A summary of the play may 
give some idea of the mind and manner of the dramatists. 

At the beginning of the drama, Prometheus, who has offended Zeus, 
is chained to a rock by Hephaestus, the god who corresponds to the Latin 
Vulcan. Zeus has recently established his dynasty in Heaven and has deter¬ 
mined to destroy the human race and to populate the earth with a finer 
creation. Prometheus is the typical benefactor of mankind. He has pre¬ 
vented the god’s proposed destruction by giving man the gift of fire, the 
most ancient of all arts, and subsequently teaching him carpentry, husbandry, 
medicine, and seamanship. And for this rebdhon Zeus has decreed his 
dreadful punishment. While he is being bound Prometheus remains 
proudly suent, but when Hephaatus has left him he cries out to the Earth 
and the Sun to see how he, a god, is wronged by other gods : 

You see me prisoned here, a god ill-starred, 

Of Zeus the enemy, hated of^ 

That tread the courts of his omnipotence. 

Because of mine exceeding love lor men. 
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He is visited by the ocean nymphs, and to them he emphasis his services 
to mankind: 

’Twas I that first to yoke and collar tamed 
The servant steer, and to relieve mankind 
From Labours manifold, the docile steed 
I drew beneath the well-appointed car. 

Proud instrument of wealdiy mortals’ pride. 

And none save I found for oic mariner 

His wave-o’er-wandering chariot, canvas-winged. 

I, that devised thus gloriously for men, 

Myself have no device to rid my soul 
Of her sore burden ! 

One satisfaction is left to Prometheus. He knows, and he alone, that a 
dire fate awaits Zeus himself—” It shall hurl liim down from power sup¬ 
reme to nothing.” His prophecy is repeated to the god, who sends Hermes 
to Prometheus to demand details of die threatened danger. He refuses to 
speak. Hermes reminds him of the punishment which has already followed 
rebellion, and he replies : 

1 would not change it for thy servitude. 

Better to grieve than be a lackeying slave. 

Further punishment promptly follows. An eagle is sent to gnaw at his 
flesh ; the earth opens, and the rock to which Prometheus is chained sinks 
into the abyss. 

There has been considerable discussion as to the religious meaning that 
>£schylus attached to his story, and it is suggested that in the third of the 
plays, one of the two that are lost, Prometheus and Zeus are reconciled. 
The moral of the trilogy is that the gods “ learned tlie stem spirit of the 
law, but tempered the tusposition with tlieir natural sympathy for humanity. 
So arose the new order, die rule of reasonable law.” 

Apart from Prometheus, the most interesting character that lEschylus 
created was Clytemnestra in the mighty drama Agamemnon. Clytemnestra 
has been compared to Lady Macbeth, but she is really made of harder 
metal, ready, as J. A. Symonds says, to “ browbeat truth before the judg¬ 
ment-seat of gods or men.” When she has killed Agamemnon there is no 
weakening, no regret. She is the minister of Fate, the minister of Justice, 
the typical “ Fury ” of the Greeks. Agamemnon is an unattractive char¬ 
acter, and the hatred of his wife is not unreasonable. Nothing, however, 
can excuse Clytemnestra’s crime or ward off her punishment. Her son, 
Orestes, becomes the avenger of liis father, and in die Choephori, the sequel 
to the Agamemnon, Orestes kills his mother. He is pursued by the Erinnyes, 
the daughters of the night and the ministers of punishment. In a third 
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play, the EumeniJes, Orestes after great tribulation is forgiven by the gods. 
Here, as elsewhere, j€schylus insists that sin must be paid for before it can 
be forgiven. 

vCschylus died in 456 B.C. in Sicily, where he is said to have gone in 
dudgeon at the fact that the first prize at one of the great dramatic contests 
at Athens had been awarded to his younger rival Sophocles. 


§4 

Sophocles was one of the sunniest-natured great writers in the history 
of literature. He was bom in 495 b.c., and was thirty years younger than 
j®schylus, and fifteen years older than Euripides. As a boy, he was famous 
for his good looks and his proficiency in music and gymnastics. When he 
was sixteen he was chosen to lead the chorus of youths which celebrated 
the great sea-victory of Salamis. He appeared at this festival naked, crowned 
with a garland, and carrying a lyre. Like jEschylus, he was brought up in 
an atmosphere of patriotic fervour, but his youth was spent in a more 
settled age. 

The art-loving Athenians held Sophocles in great pride and affection. 
He was known as the “ Attic Bee,” and his character was summed up by 
Aristophanes, after the dramatist’s death, when he said that he was “ kindly 
in the Shades even as he was on earth.” The popularity of Sophocles can be 
judged from the fact that in his fifty-sevenui year he was appointed, by 
popular acclaim, general in the Samian war. It may seem to us remarkable 
to appoint a general simply on account of his genius as a poet, but perhaps 
tliere is as much to be said for this method of selection as for the mediaeval 
plan of selecting a commander of miUtary or naval forces on account of 
his birth. It is not, however, surprising that Pericles should have said that 
he vastly preferred Sophocles as a poet than as a soldier. 

A beauty- and pleasure-loving poet, living in a beauty- and pleasure- 
loving age, could hardly be expected to live according to the tenets of 
Puritan morality. Moderation, never abstention, was the typical Greek 
virtue. Plato recalls that, at the end of his hfe, Sophocles rejoiced at 
his release from the thraldom of passion. “ Most gladly have I escaped 
from that, and I feel as if I had escaped from a mad and furious 
master.” 

Sophocles wrote over a hundred dramas, of wliich only seven remain 
to us— CEdipus the King, CEdipus Colonus, Ajax, the Antigone, Electra, the 
Trachiniae and Philoctetes. He introduced certain reforms into the conven¬ 
tional form of the drama which had been employed by /Eschylus. He 
gave the actors finer costumes, he increased the number of the chorus, and 
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he sometimes allowed three acton to be on the stage at the same time 
where iEschylus usually only allowed two. In tlm way the dialogue 
became of much ^cater importance dramatically. Goethe said of 
Sophocles’s plays; ‘‘His characters all possess die gift of eloquence, and 
know how to explain the motives for their actions so convincingly that die 
hearer is almost Mways on the side of the last speaker.” 

While the plots of Sophocles’s plays are tragic, and while he never 
escaped from the prevailing Greek idea of Nemesis, the fate which pursues 
the whole world, there is in his dramas a far greater serenity dian there is 
in those of jEschylus, the serenity of the age in which Athenian society 
realised its ideals and its aspiradons more completely than any human 
society has done since. 

The Antigotte may be considered as typical of Sophocles’s art.* 

Creon, king of Thebes, has decreed that the body of Polyniccs, who 
has been killed during an assault on the city, shall remain unburied : “ It 
hath been published to the to-wn that none shall entomb him or mourn, 
but leave unwept, unsepulchred, a welcome store for the birds, as they 
spy him, to feast on at will.” In spite of the king’s decree, Antigone, the 
sister of Polyniccs, determines to bury her brother : “ I will bury him : 
well for me to die in doing that. I sh jl rest, a loved one with liim whom I 
have loved, sinless in my crime ; for I owe a longer allegiance to the dead 
than to the living.” 

Arrested for her disobedience and taken before Creon, Antigone made 
no attempt at denial. She knew the king’s edict and what must be the 
consequence of her act. “ For me to meet tliis doom is trifling grief; 
but if I had suffered my mother’s son to lie in death an tmburied corpse, 
that would have grieved me.” Antigone is condemned to be buried alive. 

“ in a rocky vault.” 

There is a love-interest in the play. Antigone is betrothed to H*mon 
the son of Creon. Ha:mon pleads to his father for her, but in vain. The 
dialogue in the scene between father and son is particularly vivid and 
extraordinarily modem. Creon is equally deaf to the advice of Teiresias, 
the blind prophet. The blind man warns the king that swift punishment 
will follow his obstinacy : 

Thou shalt not live through many more courses of the sun’s swift chariot, 
ere one begotten of thine own loins shall have been given by thee, a corpse for 
corpses ; because thou hast thrust children of the sunlight to the shades, and 
ruthlessly lodged a hving soul in the grave. 

And it does. Haemon hangs himself by the side of Antigone’s tomb, 
and his mother, Eurydice, stabs herself in sorrow for the death of her son. 

* The quotations are from Sir Richard Jebb. 
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Crcon, “ a rash and foolish man,” is left to mourn alone. The moral of 
the play is summed up by the Chorus : 

Wisdom is the si^reme part of happiness ; and reverence towards the gods 
must be inviolate. Great words of prideful men are ever punished with great 
blows, and in old age, teach tlie chastened to be wise. 

It will be seen that there is a far greater humanity in Sophocles’s tragedy 
than can be found in iEschylus, but in all the Sophocles plays men remain 
“ the playthings of the gods.” To quote Gilbert Murray’s translation of 
the fuU chorus in (JBdipus the King : 

Ye citizens of Thebes, behold ; ’ds CEdipus that passeth here. 

Who read the riddle-word of Death, and mighriest stood of mortal men. 

And Fortune loved him, and the folk that saw him turned and looked again. 
Lo, he is fallen, and around great storms and the out-reaching sea 1 
Therefore, O Man, beware, and look toward the end of things that be. 

The last of sights, the last of days; and no man’s life account as gain 
Ere the full tale be finished and the darkness find him without pain. 

Sophocles lived to a tranquil old age. His epitaph was written in the 
famous lines ; 

Thrice happy Sophocles ! In good old age. 

Praised as a man, and as a craftsman praised. 

He died : his many tragedies were 6ir, 

And fair his end, nor knew he any sorrow. 


§5 

yEschylus was a soldier; Sophocles was a patriotic Athenian, taking 
more than a dilettante interest in the pubhc affairs of his city. Euripides, 
the third and youngest of the great Greek dramatists, was a recluse, out of 
tune with the times, detesting the moods of the Athenian mob, professing 
to prefer die simple life of the country to the life of the town. As an artist 
he was an innovator, and his innovations, his breaking with tradition, 
made him the butt of Aristophanes, a Tory of Tories who hated all changes. 
Euripides was a sour-tempered man and loathed being laughed at: 

My spirit loathes 

Those mockers whose unbridled mockery 
Invades grave themes. 

The poet’s temper was probably made the sourer by the faa that he 
had two wives, both of whom were imfaithful to him. Towards the end 
of his life he left Athens in disgust to live in Macedonia, where he wrote 
his last play, the Bacchic. His ftvour with the king roused the jealousy of 
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certain courtiers, who plotted that he should be attacked and iHIlrri by 
savage dogs. 

When Euripides began to write, the Athenians had ceased to believe in 
the gods, whose existence and ever-present power were the basis of the 
plays of iEschylus. The age of faith had passed. Euripides was compelled 
to use the elaborate method of the Greek stage, but he chose men and 
women, not gods, for his dramatis personae, and, for this reason, he is 
regarded as the lather of romantic drama. 

While in many aspects the poet was out of tunc with his age, he sliarcd 
its scepticism. His unbelief had a moral basis. To him, the legends were 
immoral. If they were true, then gods were wortliy of neither worship 
nor respect. If diey were untrue, Uic whole fabric of the ancient Greek 
religion fell to pieces. He was tolerant of the ancestor worship, common 
in ancient Greece as in China. He appears to have had no definite belief 
or disbehef in immortality, nor was he able to accept die existence of “ the 
eternal, not ourselves, making for righteousness.” Aristophanes called him 
an atheist, and the charge was not unjust. But he insists that the absence 
of behef in God or the gods docs not affect morality. Remember that 
Euripides was a Greek. To him virtue was attractive because it was 
beautiful. Apart altogether from any consideration of rewards or punish¬ 
ments, happiness or unhappiness, virtue was to be followed and admired 
for the sake of its beauty. 

In the plays of Euripides, there is an acute analysis of character, particu¬ 
larly of the character of women, and this complete understanding of women 
caused Gilbert Murray to call the poet “ the classic Ibsen.” 

Euripides wrote at least seventy-five plays, of which eighteen arc in 
existence. Perhaps the best-known of them, die MeJea has been described 
by Gilbert Murray as a tragedy of character and situation. It is one of 
the poet’s earliest works, and it expresses die youth of a writer who is 
“ a sceptic and a devotee of truth.” The story of Jason and Medea has been 
pardy told in these pages. The play begins when Jason has grown weary 
of his sorceress mistress, and has married the only daughter of die king of 
Corinth. Jason has become a middle-aged man, weary of a hectic love- 
affair and intent only on his career. Medea is now a woman “ sullen-eyed 
and hot with hate.” For his daughter’s sake the king of Corinth banishes 
her fi:om the dty, aUowing her one day’s grace before she need leave. In 
a bitter scene with Jason she upbraids him for his ingratitude. It was she 
who had helped him to gain the Golden Fleece ; it was she who had saved 
his life ; it was she who had killed his usurping uncle Pelias ; and at the 
end of her upbraiding the leader of the Chorus comments : 

Dire and beyond all healing is the hate 
When hearts that loved are turned to enmity, 
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Jason is resentful, as men always are under the lashes of a woman's tongue: 

Would to God 

Wc mortals by some other seed could raise 
Our fruits, and no blind women block our ways ! 

Medea is not the woman to be slighted with impunity, and she plans a 
complete and horrible revenge. To her rival she send a deadly gift: 

Fine robings and a carcanet of gold. 

Which raiment let her once but take and fold 
About her, a foul death that girl shall die. 

And all who touch her in her agony. 

But even this will not satisfy Medea. Jason must be left, not only wifeless, 
but childless. To wound her faithless lover she will kill her own children : 

For never child of mine shall Jason see 
Hereafter living, never shall beget 
From his new bride. 

In a second interview with Jason she pretends that she is ready to 
submit to her fate and, when she catches sight of her children, she bursts 
into tears and, for a few minutes, becomes human. 

Ah ! wondrous hopes my poor heart had in you. 

How you would tend me in my age, and do 
The shroud about me widi your own dear hands. 

When I lay cold. 

But tlie melting mood soon passes. She rejoices when she hears of the 
death of die king’s daughter, and she determines that her children must 
die too. She must not tarry in winning the “ crown of dire inevitable 
sin,” and the children are hurried to tlieir death. Jason is told of Medea’s 
intention, and frantically endeavours to save his children’s Hves. He batters 
at the door of Medea’s house, but the children are already dead, and, appear¬ 
ing on the roof in her chariot of winged dragons on wliich are the children’s 
bodies, she prophesies the fate which is awaiting Jason himself: 

For thee, behold, deatli drawetli on. 

Evil and lonely, like thine heart: the hands 
Of thine old Argo, rotting where she stands. 

Shall smite diinc head in twain, and bitter be 
To the last end thy memories of me. 

The moral is that to do evil is to contrive suffering. Jason behaved to 
Medea with base ingratitude. His bad action brought horrible results, not 
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oiJy to himself but to others, while Medea sorrowfully proclaimed herself 
the victim of her own hard heart. The punishment may seem grotesquely 
excessive, but that often happens in life, and Euripides insists that, excessive 
or not, punishment inevitably follows sin, the bill must be paid. To live 
morally is to live beautifully. To live immorally is to live dangerously, 
wrongdoing always leading to disaster. 

Aristotle lauded the genius of Euripides, and when he died Sophocles, 
an artist incapable of jealousy, with ail the citizens put on mourning. With 
his death the great age of Greek drama came to an end. 


§<5 

Aristophanes, a contemporary of the tragic poets, was the supreme 
master of Greek comedy, which in his hands was a mixture of romanticism 
and topical jokes, the expression of a desire to get away in the manner, let 
us say, of Sir James Barrie from the pressure of tlie realities of the moment, 
combined with die high-spirited but effervescent buffoonery which nowa¬ 
days is associated with the music-hall. Aristophanes may be compared 
with a modem writer of French revues. His plays arc witty comments 
on the follies and foibles of his time. 

Aristophanes was bom in 448 b.c. Little is known of the details of his 
life, and of his fifty-four comedies only eleven have been preserved. 
Aristophanes was conservative, hating wars, democracy, and “ intellectuals.” 
He gibed at warmongers, demagogues, philosophers, and lawyers. In his 
gay moods he writes with a charm that, as has been well said, has a genuine 
Shakespearean flavour, as wimess diis chorus from his comedy The Frogs. 
The translation is again by Gilbert Murray : 

Then on ’mid the meadows deep. 

Where thickets the rosebuds creep 
And the dewdrops are pearliest: 

A jubilant step advance 
In our own, our eternal dance. 

Till its Joy the Glad Fates entrance 
Who threaded it carhest. 

For ours is the sunshine bright. 

Yes, ours is die joy of light. 

All pure without danger : 

For we thine Elect have been. 

Thy secrets out eyes have seen. 

And our hearts we have guarded clean 
Toward kinsman and stranger. 
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§7 

The most interesting and important of the few remnants of Greek 
lyric poetry that have come down to us are the work of Sappho, the 
poetess, who lived on the island of Lesbos some hundred and mty years 
before the time of the Greek dramatists. She was held by the Greeks in as 
high regard as Homer himself, being variously referred to as the “ Tenth 
Muse ” and the “ Flower of the Graces.” Only one of her lyrics, the 
“ Hymn to Aphrodite,” exists in its entirety, but some fragments of her 
writing have been discovered in recent years written on Egyptian papyri. 
J. A. Symonds says that the world has suffered no greater loss than Ae loss 
of Sappho’s poems. The Greek critics, who were lucky enough to read 
them, claimed every line as perfect, and Ae fragments that are left to us 
justify the assertion Aat Sappho’s vrating was distinguished by an absolutely 
inimitable grace. Two of her epigrams are preserved in the Greek 
AnAology. Here is one written for a fisherman’s grave : 

To Pclagon Meniscus gave 
This oar and basket for his grave. 

That Aose who pass his tomb might see 
How small a fisher’s wealA can be. 

The Greek AnAology has a curious and interesting history. It was 
originally a collection of epigrams compiled about Ae year 200 b.c. The 
Greeks used to write verses on Acir temples and tombs and public build¬ 
ings, and it was from Aese verses that Ae first AnAology was composed. 
O Aer collections of lyric poetry and later epigrams were made at various 
times from the year 60 B.C. until Ae sixA century a.d., when Ae whole 
of Aese compilations were published in seven books, which were revised 
and rearranged by a Constantinople scholar in Ae tenth century. A copy 
of this last collection was discovered by chance in Ae Palatine Library at 
Heidelberg in Ae year 1606, and was presented to Pope Gregory Ae 
Fifteen A in 1623. It is still in Ae Vatican Library. 

The verses, as J. A. Symonds has said, introduce us to Ae minutest 
facts of private life in Greece from Ae earliest classic times to Ae decadent 
days of Ac Eastern Empire. Many English poets have translated some or 
other of Aese exquisite venes. Perhaps the best-known translation is 
.Shelley’s version of Plato’s epitaph for his friend Aster : 

Thou wert Ae morning star among Ae living 
Ere Ay fair light had fled ; 

Now, having Aed, Aou art as Hesperus giving 
New splendour to Ae dead. 
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§8 

So far as prose writing is concerned, the things that mainly preoccupied 
the ancients were oratory, history, and philosophy. Demosthenes the 
Athenian was the most famous of all Greek orators. He was eager for a 
united Greece with Athens, not as a tyrant, but as a single-mindoJ leader 
and inspirer. He opposed all hazardous adventures. He attacked corruption. 
In a dozen respects he proved himself a long-sighted cautious statesman. 
Always he pitted himself against PhiUp of Macedon, denouncing his plots 
against Hellenic liberty in the series of famous speeches known as the 
Philippics. 

The Greek historians best known to us are Xenophon, a general turned 
war correspondent, Herodotus, and Thucydides. Herodotus, the “ father 
of history," wrote just after Athenian civilisation had been delivered from 
the fear of the Persians. He was not content to describe the immediate 
forces wliich led to the great campaign wliich resulted in the Greek victories 
of Marathon and Salamis, but furtlier back still into the history of Egypt, 
about which he could only guess. 

Thucydides wrote after the great internal struggle in Greece which 
brought about the downfall of the Athenian Empire, and with its downfall 
the end of Greek classical literature. This history of the Peloponnesian 
War is conceived not so much as a record as a work of art. We get a 
picture of the triumph of Athens and her gradual leadership of a group of 
island-states, of the rise to power and the unchallenged eminence of Pericles, 
and of all those elements in tlie policy of Pericles and of the city-state 
which he ruled which were the seeds of future disaster. 

The great Greek biographer, Plutarch, though writing in Greek, wrote 
under the Roman Empire and within the Christian era. His Lives of the 
Noble Grecians and Romans had probably more influence on modern thought 
when the classics came to be studied again at the Renaissance than any 
other single book. In the translation by Sir Thomas North they were 
the source of Shakespeare’s Roman plays. They gave the impulse to the 
practice of biography in England wnich began with the books we have 
just mentioned, and they have been a constant inspiration to moralists and 
statesmen. Probably no book except the Bible had a stronger influence 
in England in Elizabethan times. 


§9 

The dominating figure in Atliens at the end of the fifth century B.c. 
was the philosopher, Socrates, the son of a stonemason, and himself “ a 
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clunuy and slovenly figure.” The dominating figures in the opening 
years of the fourth century were Plato, the pupil of Socrates, and Aristotle. 
Socrates was never able to write, and his teachings have been preserved 
in Plato’s Dialogues, though it remains doubtful how much of the philo¬ 
sophy is the master’s and how much the pupil’s. Plato lived to be eighty. 
Except for two visits to Sicily, where he endeavoured, with tragic falufe, 
to put his political theories into practice, he lived his long life in Athens, 
teaching philosophy in the shaded portico of his Academy, which was 
pleasantly situated in a public park a mile outside the city gates. Among 
his pupils was Aristotle, afterwards the tutor of Alexander the Great. 
In later years he had his own school at Athens at the Lyceum. Aristotle 
was the father of modem science. But neither with Aristotle’s science 
nor with the philosophy of Socrates and Plato is this Outline concerned. 

Plato was, however, also a great literary artist with the characteristic 
Greek love of beauty and of life. His writings consist of the early Dialogues, 
the Republic, the first description of Utopia ever written, and the Laws, in 
which he developed his political teaching. 

The fundamental ideas of the Republic, the most famous of Plato’s 
books, is that the good man can only exist in the good state. In Plato’s 
time the old Greek devotion to the state, to service for the common weal, 
had degenerated into self-seeking. Rulers had grown corrupt. Politicians 
thought only of the ” spoils.” And with corruption had come ignorance. 
The leaders of the people were blind and selfish. The first essential was that 
the rulers should be educated, properly prepared for their positions. 
Children should be taught to love beauty and hate ugliness, and to 
“ recognise and welcome reason.” And since beauty and knowledge are 
the substance of God, the end of Plato’s idea of education was the realisa¬ 
tion of God and the service of man. 

But even the educated may deteriorate. A youth may be trained for 
service only to become the slave of self-seeking. So for his governing class 
Plato proposed the abolition of the family and of private property, both 
calculated, he contended, to encourage exclusiveness and selfishness. Plato 
was a eugenist. The State was to regulate the association of the sexes, and 
to look after children immediately after birth. Mothers and fathers were 
not even to know their own children, lest favouritism and unequal treat¬ 
ment should prevail and all the children of each generation were to 
be brought up as brothers and sisters. It must be remembered that Plato 
was only thinking of the creation of an ideal ruling caste. He had no 
thought for the mass of the people, who were to be left with their own goods, 
their own- families, and without his idealistic education. He was dreaming 
of a people’s aristocracy. It should be added that the theories propounded 
in the Republic were severely criticised by Aristotle. They are far away 
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from the tracts of modem Socialism, and they are, to some extent, kin 
to the philosophy of Nietzsche. 

Plato’s qu^ty as a writer is exhibited in his wonderful description of 
the death of SoCTates in the Pheedo. The old philosopher was, it will be 
remembered, condemned in the year 399 b.c. to drink a draught of deadly 
hemlock on the trumped-up charge tliat he had corrupted the youth of 
Athens. Plato says : 

Soon the jailer, who was the servant of the Eleven, entered and stood by 
him, saying : “ To you, Socrates, whom I know to be the noblest and gentlest 
and best of all who ever came to tin's place, I will not impute the angry feelings 
of other men, who rage and swear at me when, in obedience to the authorities, 

1 bid them drink the poison—indeed, I am sure diat you will not be angry widi 
me ; for others, as you are aware, ajid not I, are the guilty cause. And so fare 
you well, and try to bear lighdy what must needs be ; you know my errand.” 
Then bursting into tears he turned away and went out. 

Socrates looked at him and said : “ I return your good wishes, and I will 
do as you bid.” Then turning to us, he said : “ How chamiing the man is ! 
since 1 have been in prison he has always been coming to sec me, and at rimes 
he would talk to me, and was as good as could be to me and now see how 
generously he sorrows for me. But we must do as he says, Crito; let the cup 
be brought, if the poison is prepared : if not, let die attendant prepare some.” 

“ Yet,” said Crito, “ die sun is still upon the hilltops, and many a one has 
taken the draught late, and after die announcement has been made to him he 
has eaten and drunk, and indulged in sensual delights ; do not hasten, then, there 
is still time.” 

Socrates said : “ Yes, Crito, and diey of whom you speak arc right in doing 
thus, for they think that they will gain by the delay ; but I am right in not 
doing thus, for I do not drink that I should gain anything by drinking the 
poison a little later; 1 should be sparing and saving a life which is already 
gone: I could only laugh at myself for this. Please, then, to do as 1 say, 
and not refuse me.” 

Crito, when he heard diis, made a sign to the servant, and the servant went 
in, and remained for some time, and then returned with the jailer carrying a 
cup of poison. Socrates said ; “ You, my good friend, who are experienced 
in these matters, shall give me directions how I am to proceed.” The man 
answered : “ You have only to walk about until your legs are heavy, and dien 
to lie down, and the poison will act.” At the same time he handed the cup to 
Socrates, who in the easiest and gentlest maimer, without the least fear or change 
of colour or feature, looking at the man Echecrates, with all his eyes, as his 
manner was, took the cup and said : “ What do you say about making a libation 
out of this cup to any god ? May I, or not ? ' The man answered : “ We 
only prepare, Socrates, just as much as we deem enough.” “ I understand,” 
he said ; “ yet I may and must pray to the gods to prosper my jounicy from this 
to the other world—may this, then, which is my prayer, be granted to me.” Then 
holding the cup to his lips, quite readily and cheerfully he drank off the poison. 
And hitherto most of us had been able to control our sorrow ; but now when 
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we saw him drinking, and saw too that he had finished the draught, we could 
no longer forbear, and in spite of myself my own tears were flowing fast; so 
that I covered my face and wept over myself, for certainly I was not weeping 
over him, but at the thoi^ht of my own calamity in having lost such a companion. 
Nor was I the first, for Crito, when he found himself unable to restrain his teats, 
had got up and moved away, and I followed ; and at that moment, ApoUodorus, 
who had been weeping all me time, broke out in a loud cry which made cowards 
of us all. Socrates alone retained his calmness : “ What is this strange outcry ? ” 
he said. “ I sent away the women mainly in order that they might not offend 
in this way, for I have heard that a man should die in peace. Be quiet, then, and 
have patience.” 

When we heard that, we were ashamed, and refrained our tears ; and he walked 
about until, as he said, his legs began to fail, and then he lay on his back, accord¬ 
ing to the directions, and the man who gave him the poison now and then looked 
at his feet and legs ; and after a while he pressed his foot hard and asked him 
if he could feel; and he said, “ No ” ; and tlien his leg, and so upwards and 
upwards, and showed us that he was cold and stiff. And he felt them himself, 
and said : “ When the poison reaches the heart, that will be the end.” He was 
beginning to grow cold about the groin, when he uncovered his face, for he had 
covered himself up, and said (they were his last words)—he said ; “ Crito, I 
owe a cock to Asclepius ; will you remember to pay the debt ? ” “ The debt 
shall be paid,” said Crito ; “ is there anything else ? ” There was no answer 
to this question ; but in a minute or two a movement was heard, and the attend¬ 
ants uncovered him ; his eyes were set, and Crito closed his eyes and mouth. 

Such was the end, Echecrates, of out friend, whom I may truly call the wisest, 
and justest, and best of all the men whom 1 have ever known. 


§ 10 

No two peoples were ever more unlike than the Greeks and the Romans. 
The Greeks were essentially artists, loving beauty, caring for all that made 
the individual life dignified and liappy. They were intellectually adven¬ 
turous, inquisitive in speculation, and daring in the profession of their own 
beliefs. The Romans, on the other hand, were eminently practical and 
unimaginative ; their genius was for war and politics, and their chief con¬ 
cern was for order and commercial prosperity. Wherever the Roman 
armies went they carried law and built roads. 

Contrasting his countrymen with die Greeks, Virgil summarised the 
work of the Romans when he wrote in the jEneid : 

Others, belike, with happier grace 
From bronze or stone shall cw the face. 

Plead doubtful causes, map the skies. 

And tell when planets set or rise ; 
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But, Roman, thou—do thou control 
The nations far and wide, 

Be this thy genius, to impose 
The rule of peace on vanquished foes. 

Show pity to the humbled soul, 

And crush the sons of pride. 

The Romans had a genius for administration and colonisation, pro¬ 
pitiating the peoples whom they conquered by the justice of their govern¬ 
ment and by their splendid scheme of recognising every man bom in a 
province occupied by the Roman legions as a Roman citizen. 

The history of Greece, so far as we know it, begins with a magnificent 
achievement. Homer was the first of the Greeks. But although we know 
what happened in Rome so long ago as tlic eighth century before Chiist, 
there was no Roman literature until six hundred years later—there was no 
Roman literature, indeed, until the Romans came into intimate contact 
with Greek civilisation. Early in the third century B.C., after the first war 
with Carthage, the Romans conquered tlie island of Sicily, which had been 
colonised by the Greeks centuries before. The evidence of Greek culture 
exists to th^ day in Sicily, and at Taormina and at Syracuse there are (at 
more complete Greek theatres than there can be found anywhere in Greece 
itself. After the conquest of Sicily, Greek scholars and artists settled in 
Rome, and the Romans, then a rude people with no art, no literature, 
and with the baldest and most unimaginative of reUgions, were dazzled 
and fascinated by a culture which they learned for tlie first time. 

Latin literature began with the translation of the Odyssey in the 
third century b.c., and afterwards of the Greek tragedies by Greek slaves 
in the service of Roman masters. Again, under the influence of the Greeks, 
the Romans began to build theatres, imitating Athenian models, but building 
of wood instead of stone, and using the orchestra, where the Greek chorus 
was placed, for die seats of the senators and other important persons. The 
plays produced in these early Roman theatres were comedies based on 
the Greek, and often translations of the comic dramatists who followed 
Aristophanes in Athens. 

The first important writer of Latin comedies was Plautus, whose 
writings belong to the end of the third century and the beginning of the 
second century b.c. He wrote in all a hundred and thirty plays, of which 
twenty are still in existence. They ate strangely like modem French farces, 
the fun being derived fi:om foolish fathers, spendthrift sons, jealous husbands, 
cunning slaves, and traflickers in all sorts of vice. Plautus was followed by 
Terence, who was bom in Carthage, and brought to Rome as a slave. 
Nearly all the plays of Terence were adaptations from the Greek, and are 
instinct with the essentially Greek idea that conduct should be based on 
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reason, and consideration should accompany authority. Terence died in 
149 B.C. Subsequendy Roman writers agreed in eiJogising the purity 
of his Ladn style. 

The Romans were never able to write tragedy at all comparable with 
the magnificence of vEschylus, Sophocles, and Euripides. Ennius, a con¬ 
temporary of Terence, who is sometimes called the father of Roman 
poetry, boasted that the soul of Homer had migrated into him through a 
peacock. But there b no evidence in hb epics or in hb tragedies that thb 
was a fact. 

Roughly it may be said that there was no Latin literature of outstanding 
importance until the first century b.c. That was the golden age of Rome, 
so far as letters are concerned, as the fifth century b.c. was the golden age 
of Athens. It was the century of Cicero and Csesar, Horace and Virgil, 
Livy, Ovid, Catullus, and Lucretius, the age in which nine-tenths of the 
Latin Uterature that has come down to us was produced. Thb century saw 
the end of the RepubUc and the beginning of the Empire. It was the time 
of Rome’s greatest material prosperity and glory. Her legions had marched 
east and west, north and south, carrying their eagles into Asia, to the 
borders of the African desert, to the banks of the Danube, through Spain, 
Italy, and England. Rome was the first world-empire, and it was when 
Rome was at the very apex of her glory that her Hterature was produced 
The same thing happened in Greece, for, as has already been shown, the 
Greek drama followed the Athenian defeat of the Persians. 


Virgil, who was born in 70 B.c. and died in 19 b.c., was the most 
patriotic of all Roman writers. He loved Italy as Shakespeare loved England. 
His father was a small farmer, and he was brought up in the country, 
retaining through hb life a deep love of country life and the Spartan 
peasant virtues. Hb Eclogues, a series of pastoral poems, were begun in hb 
country home and finished in Rome when he was thirty-three. Seven 
years later he completed the Georgies, in which, at the suggestion of 
Ma;cenas, the Roman milHonaire who loved to be the patron of poets, he 
described the year’s work of the ItaUan farmer. 

The Georgies b a poem of masterly beauty and finbh. It b a glorifica¬ 
tion of the labour of the fields, but it is more than that. Vbgil, the 
farmer’s son, idealises the work of husbandry with knowledge and 
sympathy, and Virgil, the nature-lover, revels in the varied splendour of 
the world. Sunshine and storm, summer stars and winter floods, comets 
and echpses, all deUght the poet, whose muse can also joy in peaceful 
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scenes of crops and pasturclands. For wild animals he has a strong attrac¬ 
tion, and it hu been well said that for those who have lived close to nature, 
particularly in southern lands, no other book possesses the charm of the 
Georgies. 

Virgil’s great poem the jEneid was finished in 19 b.c. He left instructions 
that the manuscript should be destroyed—it was his intention to devote 
three more years to polishing the poem—but his wish was overruled by 
order of the Emperor Augustus. In the JEneid Virgil set out to write a 
poem which should explain to the people of the time in which he lived 
their origin and the reasons for their existence. The Iliad atid the Odyssey 
gave the Greek peoples all round the fringes of the Mediterranean a story 
of their origin which satisfied and even excited them. The Romans, who 
had gradually won political dominance over all the places where Greek 
legends were current, had themselves, except for the trivial story of Romulus 
and Remus symbolised for them by die bronze figure of the wolf in die 
Capitol, nothing in the past to wliich they could attach themselves. 

Virgil provided Rome in the JBiteid, his Homeric epic, with a nadonal 
story, beautifully told, full of the cultured excellences of a man using 
a language which had reached at the moment die pitch of literary per¬ 
fection, and with just enough relarion to the currendy known legends 
of Greece as to win a pobte, if not a sincere, acceptance from the readers 
of the time. 

jEncas, the hero of the epic, is one of the Trojan heroes. After the capture 
of Troy by the Greeks, he makes a long seven years’ voyage westward, 
eventuidly landing at Carthage on die north coast of Africa. The first lines 
of Dryden’s translation of the jEneid indicate the heroic note of the poem : 

Arms and die man I sing, who, forc’d by fate. 

And haughty Juno’s unrelenting hate, 

Expell’d and exil’d, left the Trojan shore. 


Dido, the queen of Carthage, falls in love with jEneas, who tells her the 
story of the fall of Troy. In this story Virgil narrates, for the first time, 
the legend of the Wooden Horse, in which on the advice of the sage Nestor 
the Greeks hid themselves and thus contrived to enter the city. 

jEneas is warned by the gods not to stay in Carthage, and he prepares 
secredy to depart. Dido discovers his intention, and when she finds that 
all her persuasion and cajolery carmot alter his purpose, she stabs herself 
with the hero’s sword. 

It is in the sixth book that Virgil links the Trojan with die city that 
the poet loved. jEneas lands on the western shore of Italy and hurries to 
the cavern of the Sibyl. He tells the prophetess that he is bound for Hades 
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to see the face of his sire Anchises, and with her as his guide he descends to the 
shadowy homes of the dead. “ Now, man thyself, i&eas, and follow me.” 

They are ferried across the Styx by Charon, the gloomy ferryman, 
passing the realms of despair, haunted by phantoms and monsters, where 
iCneas sees many of the heroes of the Trojan War, and where he meets 
Queen Dido, hate bumiM unquenchable in her eyes. At last they reach 
dysium, where vEneas’s fether reveals to him the future glory of his race. 
He bids him behold the spirits of his descendants, the Romans that are to 
be, “ the breed of heroes destined to return to earth to fill the world with 
their glory. Leaving the land of Spirits, jEneas arrives at the mouth of 
the Tiber. He is welcomed by Latinus, king of the Laurentines, whose 
daughter jEneas marries, and founds a fabled city—and thus the poet 
involves the mythical origin of Rome. 

The charm of the jEneid lies in its deep reverence for the old gods, 
the old spirit, and the old glory of Rome. The characters themselves have 
little of the heroic attraction of Homer’s creations, for Virgil generally 
lacked the gift of endowing his characters with vivid humanity. Dido is 
his greatest success. In the fourth book of the /Eneid she is one of the 
most living and warm-blooded women in poetry, and her story is the first 
and one of the greatest pieces of romantic writing in the world. She appears 
to jEneas a vision of dignity and loveliness: 

The beauteous Dido, with a num’rous train 
And pomp of guards, ascends the sacred fane. 

Such on Eurotas’ banks, or Cynthus’ height, 

Diana seems; and so she cliarms the sight. 

When in tlie dance the graceful goddess leads 
The choir of nymphs, and overtops their heads : 

Known by her quiver, and her lofty mien. 

She walks majestic, and she looks their queen ; 

Latona secs her shine above the rest. 

And feeds witli secret joy her silent breast. 

Such Dido was ; witli such becoming state. 

Amidst the crowd, she walks serenely great. 

Their labour to her future sway she speeds. 

And passing with a gracious glance proceeds ; 

Then mounts the throne, high plac’d before lie shrine; 

In crowds around, the swarming people join. 

She takes petitions, and dispenses laws. 

Hears and determines every private cause ; 

Their tasks in equal portions she divides. 

And where unequal, there by lots decides. 

Virgil was buried at Naples. The poet was a tall, dark, handsome man, 
of a modest and gentle disposition, silent, diffident, and religious, living a 
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quiet life, loving his friends and loving his country. No great writer has 
ever been held in greater affection by his contemporaries, and his fame 
in his own country and his own time liM never been dimmed. The scholars 
of the Middle Ages knew his writings as they knew the Bible and the 
copious writings of the Fathers of the Church. The Renaissance gave him 
an even wider appreciation. When Shakespeare made Jessica say : 

On such a night as tliis 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the sad sea banks and waved her love 
To corac again to Carthage. 

he was writing in a sjiirit steeped in Virgilian influence. A part of the 
permanence of Virgil s influence (tliough this would not have affected 
Shakespeare) was due to a misunderstanding of one of his poems. In the 
fourdi section of the Eclogues tlicrc is a passage widely taken by the early 
Christians to be a prophecy on die part of the poet of the birth of Christ : 

Come are diose last days chat die Sibyl sang : 

The ages’ mighty march begins anew. 

Now comes the virgin, Saturn reigns again : 

Now from high heaven descends a wondrous race. 

Thou on the newborn babe—who first shall end 

That age of iron, bid a golden dawn 

Upon the broad world—chaste Lucina, smile : 

On thee, child, everywhere shall earth, imtilled, 

Show’r, her first baby-olFerings, vagrant stems 
Of ivy, foxglove, and gay briar, and bean ; 

Unbid, the goats shall come big-uddered home. 

Nor monstrous lions scare the herded kine. 

Thy cradle sliall be full of pretty flowers : 

Die must the serpent, treacnerous poison-plants 
Must die ; and Syria’s roses spring like weeds. 

Virgil became then, in a sense, one of the forerunners of the Chrisdan 
religion, and the honour wliich was paid to him in this respect remains for 
ever in the circumstance that Dante in The Divine Comedy made Virgil 
his guide through Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven. 


§ 12 

Quintus Horatius Flaccus—universally named as Horace—of all the 
Roman classics is the most loved and quoted. He is the most companion¬ 
able. When Voltaire called him the best of preachers, he meant that 
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he preached not from a pulpit but in the friendUest way at your shoulder. 
It ms been said of him, “ He probed every wound with so gentle a hand 
that the patient smiled under the operation.” 

He is the best fellow to go a walk with, unfailing in hours of vacancy 
or discomfort, always ready to give you a felicitous phrase or a flash of 
tender wit to carry off your mood. It is not his part to exalt the deeds of 
heroes, as did Virgil, or to unfold the mysteries of the universe like 
Lucretius, or to “ treat of Fate, and Chance, and change in human life,” 
in the ways of the Greek tragedians ; he is the tactful and intimate adviser 
who puts in his word when he sees it will be helpful. As Pope has it: 

Horace still charms with graceful negligence 
And witliout method talks us into sense, 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The truest notions in the easiest way. 

Ruskin, writing to an inquirer on Bible-reading, boldly said ; “ The 
best message for any of your young men who resJly arc trying to read 
their Bibles is—whatever diey first chance to read, on any morning. But 
here’s a Pagan passage for them, which will be a grandly harmonised 
bass for them for whatsoever words they get on the New Year.” The 
passage he referred to was Horace’s in his Epistle to Albius Tibullus, which 
Conington renders : 

Let hopes and sorrows, fears and angers be. 

And think each day that dawns the last you’ll see ; 

For so the hour that greets you unforeseen 
Will bring with it enjoyment twice as keen. 

Horace died just eight years before the Christian era. He was sprung 
from the people. His father, indeed, had been a slave, and as a freedman 
he rose no higher than to be a kind of commission agent at auctions. Yet 
to him Horace owed everything. After leaving school in Rome he finished 
hb education at Athens, and was there when the news came of the assassina¬ 
tion of Julius Caesar. When Brutus and Cassius arrived to take command 
of the Roman provinces in the East, Horace and his fellow-students were 
swept into the campaign which failed at PhiUppi. Although then only 
twenty-two he impressed Brutus and received the command of a legion. 
But this episode was foreign to his character and career. It must have 
advanced him socially, however, when, on returning to Rome under the 
amnesty proclaimed by Octavius, he became a civil servant. He began to 
make distinguished friends, and his career was established when Virgil 
introduced mm to the wealthy and cultured Mxcenas, the friend and chief 
adviser of Augustus, whose name is synonymous with generous patronage 
of men of letters. In the train of Mxcenas he went to Brundusiiun, the 
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modem Brindisi, and his account of the journey is one of the most natural 
and vivid glimpses of Roman life and habits mat we possess. It contains 
also a delightful reference to his meeting vnth his friend and fellow-poet, 
Virgil: 

What hand-shaking ! Wliile sense abides, 

A friend to me is wortli tlie world besides. 

Although he had fought for the Republican party, he gained the com¬ 
plete confidence of his new friends, and when Marccnas presented to him 
a small estate in the valley of Ustica it was accepted by him with manly 
grace and gratitude. There is no more famous gift in literary history. 

In this Sabine retreat, the little farm thirty miles from Rome, his own 
to enjoy, Horace fulfilled his dream of poetic retirement. Here he lived 
the simple life, watched the Roman world go by, invoked the Muse, 
cultivated his fields and had liis friends to spend a few days with him as 
often as he could persuade thenj to turn their backs on the smoke, noise, 
and vices of Rome. And these friends, who included great soldiers, courtiers, 
men of affairs, and many humbler folk, loved Horace for liis friendly can¬ 
dour about the lives they were Uving and the ambitions that were costing 
them so much in health and peace of mind. 

In counselling them he counsels us all. His gospel is that of self-restraint, 
reasonable ambitions, contentment, and the enjoyment of life from day 
to day. Is his young friend, Licinius Murena, becoming giddy with 
success, and eager for violent political acts ? Horace, in one of his most 
famous odes, counsels him (the translation is by Sir Stephen E. De Vere): 

Tempt not the deep ; nor while you fly 
The storm, Licinius, steer too nigh 
The breakers on the rocky shore ; 

Hold fast, contented evermore. 

The way of Peace, the Golden Mean ; 

That bounded space which lies between 
The sordid hut and palace hall. 

He is always trying to abate the “ will to live ” in his friends when he 
sees that it is controlling them instead of being controlled. He pleads 
with liis patron Maecenas to leave die joyless feasts of Rome, and its swelter¬ 
ing heat, for the peace and coolness of me country : 

Happy die man, and he alone. 

Who master of himself can say. 

To-day at least hath been my own. 

For I have clearly liv’d today : 

Then let to-morrow’s clouds arise, 

Or purer suns o’erspread the cheerful skies. 

Philip Francis. 
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Horace s touch is so light, and his address so intimate, that he can warn 
a friend in the height of his prosperity that he will have to die and leave all. 
He does tliis repeatedly, as in the deathless ode to Postumus (“ Eheu 
fugaces, Postumc, Postume ”) : 

In vain shall we war’s bloody conflict shun. 

And the hoarse scudding gale 
Of Adriatic seas. 

Or fly the southern breeze. 

That through the Autumn hours wafts pestilence and bale. 

For all must view Cocytus’ pitchy tide 
Meandering slow, and see 
The accursed Danaids’ moil. 

And that dread stone recoil. 

Sad Sisyphus is doomed to heave eternally. 

Land, home, and winsome wife must all be left 
And cypresses abhorred. 

Alone of all the trees 
That now your fancy please. 

Shall shade his dust who was a litde while their lord. 

Sm Theodom Martin. 

Such exhortations are but the foil to his delightful, if very Pagan, calls to 
love and wine and roses, and his rallyings of coquettes like Lydia, Pyrrha, 
Chloe, Glyccra, Lyde, and the rest. In this vein nothing is more dainty 
than his counsel to the too anxious Leuconod, who had been dabbling in 
the occult —trying to learn her destiny from Babylonish oracles. He 
advises her, as he advises every young woman still, to avoid all such 
nonsense: 

Far wiser is it to endure 
Those ills of life we cannot cure. 

What diough this winter, that exhausts 
The Tyrrhene surge on shattered coasts. 

Should be die last for dice and me ? 

It matters not, Leuconod ! 

Fill high the goblet! Envious Time 
Steals, as we speak, our fleeting prime. 

Away with hope ! Away widi sorrow ! 

Snatch thou To-day, nor trust To-morrow. 

Sir Stephen E. de Verb. 

Coundess modem poets have exhausted their art in trying to give the 
spirit of these effusions in English verse but though much can be done 
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the essence flies. Milton did wonders with the famous ode to Pyrrha 
(“ Quis multa gracilis te pucr in rosa ”) in his rendering, which begins : 

What slender youth bedew’d with liquid odours 
Courts thee on roses in some pleasant cave, 

Pyrrha ? for whom bind'st thou 
In wreaths thy golden hair. 

Plain in thy nearness ? 

It has been suggested that Horace uttered commonplaces. He did, 
but they are the commonplaces which every generation needs, and he gave 
them lyric forms so perfect that these have been handed down through 
nearly two thousand years of change and tumult. It may be hinted that 
his philosophy is that of running away from life. It is far more just to 
say that it teaches us not to let life run away with our best selves, and our 
real capacities to enjoy and improve it. He can exhort in terms wliich 
lack nothing of grave stimulus, as in his words to Lollius ; 

Unless you light your early lamp, to find 
A moral book ; unless you form your mind 
To noble studies, you shall forfeit rest. 

And love or envy shall distract your breast. 

For the hurt eye an instant cure you find : 

Then why neglect for years, die sickening mind ? 

Dare to be wise ; begin, for, once begun, 

Your task is easy ; half the work is done. 

And sure the man, who has it in his power 
To practise virtue, and protracts the hour. 

Waits like die rustic, till die river dried : 

Still glides the river and will ever glide. 

Phiup Fbancis. 

Not the greatest of the Roman poets, but none is more secure of 
immortality than Horace. And it is pleasant to know that, like other 
poets, though with truer prevision, he was convinced diat his songs would 
live. In one of his odes to Maecenas he flings self-doubt aside and joyously 
announces (we quote Sir Theodore Martin’s version) : 

Though cradled at a poor man’s hearth. 

His offspring, I shall not 
Go down to mix widi common earth. 

Forgetting and forgot. 


§13 

Apart from the heroic poetry of Virgil and the lyrics of Horace, there 
are three other forms of Roman poetry. There is the great philosophic 
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poem of Lucredus, “ On the Nature of Things,” written in the early part 
of the first century B.c. Secondly, there is what may be called the society 
verse of Ovid, a contemporary of Virgil and a pleasure-loving artist whose 
resolve to keep outside the pohtical turmoil of his day did not prevent 
his being banished to a town on the banks of the Black Sea far away from 
the colour and gaiety of Rome. In his “ Metamorphoses ” Ovid retells 
many of the ancient Greek myths. 

Finally there were the satirists of whom the most eminent was Juvenal, 
a much later poet, who has left us a bitter picture of Rome under the 
emperors, when the old patriotic spirit had disappeared, when wealth had 
elbowed worth out of aU positions of eminence, when the parvenu flourished, 
and vice and vulgarity were rampant. 

Juvenal, who was translated by Dryden and imitated by Dr. Johnson, 
did not mince words in his denunciations : 

Who would not, reckless of the swarm he meets. 

Fill his wide tablets, in the public streets. 

With angry verse ? when, through the mid-day glare. 

Borne by six slaves, and in an open chair. 

The forger comes, who owes this blaze of state 
To a wet seal, and a fictitious date ; 

Comes like the soft Maecenas, lolling by. 

And impudently braves the public eye ! 

Or the rich dame, who stanched her husband’s thirst 
With generous wine, but drugg’d it deeply first ! 

And now, more dexterous than Locusta, shows 
Her country friends the beverage to compose. 

And, midst the curses of the indignant throng. 

Bears, in broad day, the spotted corpse along. 


§ 14 

Catullus was bom at Verona about the year 87 b.c. His father, Valerius, 
a wealthy man, was a friend ofjulius Cxsar. Catullus, not having to depend 
upon a patron, wrote to please himself and his friends—especiafly his lady- 
friends, of whom the chief was Lesbia, upon whose pet sparrow he wrote 
poems which have been the envy and despair of light versifiers ever since 
his day. No poet was ever so many-sided. He was one of the most witty 
of men ; his pathos, as displayed in the elegy on his brother, rings deep 
and true; his love-songs are the finest in aH antiquity; his style is as 
rich in colouring as the best of Keats. It may indeed be said as truly 
of CatuUiu as of Goldsmith, that he touched nothing which he did 
not adorn. 
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§15 

Cicero, the most famous of all the Latin prose-writers, was born in 
io6 B.c. He was a busy lawyer-politician, whose life was spent amid 
the intrigues of Roman politics at the epocli when the Republic was de¬ 
stroyed and the Empire began. He was a man of easy-going disposition, 
who always found it difficult to be rancorous, who forgave his enemies 
easily, and was often on the most friendly terms with me bitter foes of 
yesterday. Such a man must inevitably be an inconstant politician, but 
despite his admiration for Julius Cxsar, Cicero was an honest Republican. 
And, though he was a man of somewhat fearful mind, he had courage 
enough at the end of his life vchemendy to denounce Mark Antony just 
after he, with Octavius, had entered Rome after defeating Brutus and 
Cassius at Philippi. Antony vowed vengeance, and a few days later Cicero 
was murdered by Popillus La:nus, who sent the head and hands of the orator 
to Antony, who nailed them to tlic front of the rostrum from which 
Cicero had made many of his famous speeches. 

During his life, Cicero held many important public offices, but he 
survives more by the speeches that he made in the law courts than by 
his political orations. Many of these speeches are instinct with excitement 
and interest, and can be read to-day almost as if they had Just been 
addressed to a jury at the Old Bailey. 

Sometimes Cicero, like Burke and other modem orators, was not above 
writing a speech which purported to be dcHvercd and never was. A man 
called Milo killed a famous and disreputable Roman named Clodius in 
an inn on the Appian Way. He was arrested and tried for the offence, 
and just as if a wealthy man to-day killed somebody at Richmond and 
had the money to pay for tlie defence, he briefed Cicero as the leading 
defending counsel of the time. Cicero had many great qualities, but 
courage was not one of diem. When he went to the court to plead for 
his client he found it full of troops, lost his nerve, and was unable to say 
more than a few broken words. The prisoner was sentenced to banish¬ 
ment, and one day some weeks afterwards, when he was sitting at Marseilles, 
he received a letter from his defending counsel enclosing the speech Pro 
Milone, which is probably the most familiar work of Cicero to schoolboys. 
The convict who was its subject-matter liked it so well that he wrote a 
letter back to the barrister, saying : “ I am glad that you did not deliver 
that speech, because if you had I should have got oft, and 1 should not be 
eating this excellent mullet on which I am now lunching.” 

In addition to his speeches Cicero wrote philosophical treatises and a 
series of letters which, like Alexander Pope, he evidendy anticipated would 
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be publuhed. These letters throw an astonishing flood of light on the life 
of Rome at the end of the Republic ; and it is largely to them that we owe 
our intimate knowledge of the Imperial City at the beginning of the Christian 
era. The vehemence of Cicero s oratory may be appreciated from the 
peroration of his arraignment of Mark Antony, to which reference has 
already been made. 

“ Are you in any respect to be compared with Caesar ? He had capacity, 
sense, memory, learning, foresight, reflection, and spirit. His warlike 
achievements, though ruinous to his coimtry, were glorious to himself. 
Through inexpressible toil, through numberless dangers, he laid a scheme 
for a long possession of power. What he projected he perfected. With 
presents, with shows, with largesses, with entertainments, he soothed the 
thoughtless vulgar: by his liberaHty he obliged his friends; and by a 
semblance of clemency, his enemies. In short, partly by fear and partly 
by patience, he made Ae habit of slavery tolerable to a free state. 

‘ The lust of power, I own, was, indeed, common to you both; 
though in no other respect can you admit of a comparison with him. 
But from all the misfortunes inflicted by him upon his country, this advan¬ 
tage accrued, that the people of Rome have learned how far any man is 
to be beheved ; they have learned whom to trust, and of whom to beware. 
But this gives you no concern ; nor do you conceive what it is for brave 
men to have now learned how amiable in itself, how agreeable in the 
consequences, and how glorious it is in report, to kill a tyrant. If they 
could not bear with a Ctesar, will they endure Antony ? 

“ Believe me, the world will henceforward eagerly rush upon such an 
enterprise ; nor will they need ever wait long for an opportunity. Cast 
a considering eye, Mark Antony, at last upon your country. Reflect not 
on those wito whom you live, but on those from whom you arc descended. 
However you may stand with me, yet reconcile yourself to your country. 
But of this you are the best judge. One thing on my own part I wm 
here openly declare ; In my youth I defended my country ; in my old age 
I will not abandon her. The sword of Catiline I despised, and never shall 
I dread yours. With pleasure should I expose my person if by my blood 
the liberties of Rome could be immediately recovered, and the people of 
Rome delivered from that painful burden they have been so long in labour 
of. For if almost twenty years ago, in this very temple, I declared that no 
death could be untimely to me when Consular; much more truly can I 
declare the same now, when I am an aged man. To me. Conscript Fathers, 
death is even desirable, now I have performed all the duties which my 
station and character required. Two things only I have now to vsrish for : 
The first (than which the gods themselves can bestow nothing on me 
mote grateful) is, that I may leave Rome in the enjoyment of her liberty ; 
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§15 

Cicero, the most famous of all the Latin prose-writers, was born in 
io6 B.c. He was a busy lawyer-politician, whose life was spent amid 
the intrigues of Roman politics at the epocli when the Republic was de¬ 
stroyed and the Empire began. He was a man of easy-going disposition, 
who always found it difficult to be rancorous, who forgave his enemies 
easily, and was often on the most friendly terms with me bitter foes of 
yesterday. Such a man must inevitably be an inconstant politician, but 
despite his admiration for Julius Cxsar, Cicero was an honest Republican. 
And, though he was a man of somewhat fearful mind, he had courage 
enough at the end of his life vchemendy to denounce Mark Antony just 
after he, with Octavius, had entered Rome after defeating Brutus and 
Cassius at Philippi. Antony vowed vengeance, and a few days later Cicero 
was murdered by Popillus La:nus, who sent the head and hands of the orator 
to Antony, who nailed them to tlic front of the rostrum from which 
Cicero had made many of his famous speeches. 

During his life, Cicero held many important public offices, but he 
survives more by the speeches that he made in the law courts than by 
his political orations. Many of these speeches are instinct with excitement 
and interest, and can be read to-day almost as if they had Just been 
addressed to a jury at the Old Bailey. 

Sometimes Cicero, like Burke and other modem orators, was not above 
writing a speech which purported to be dcHvercd and never was. A man 
called Milo killed a famous and disreputable Roman named Clodius in 
an inn on the Appian Way. He was arrested and tried for the offence, 
and just as if a wealthy man to-day killed somebody at Richmond and 
had the money to pay for tlie defence, he briefed Cicero as the leading 
defending counsel of the time. Cicero had many great qualities, but 
courage was not one of diem. When he went to the court to plead for 
his client he found it full of troops, lost his nerve, and was unable to say 
more than a few broken words. The prisoner was sentenced to banish¬ 
ment, and one day some weeks afterwards, when he was sitting at Marseilles, 
he received a letter from his defending counsel enclosing the speech Pro 
Milone, which is probably the most familiar work of Cicero to schoolboys. 
The convict who was its subject-matter liked it so well that he wrote a 
letter back to the barrister, saying : “ I am glad that you did not deliver 
that speech, because if you had I should have got oft, and 1 should not be 
eating this excellent mullet on which I am now lunching.” 

In addition to his speeches Cicero wrote philosophical treatises and a 
series of letters which, like Alexander Pope, he evidendy anticipated would 
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Roman prose-writer. His pages overflow with epigram and with the 
eflScient exercise of a kind of humourless wit. 

Tacitus has other claims than those of his annals and histories for the 
attention of students of Hterature. He was the first Roman writer, or at 
any rate the first whose works have remained, to write a biography, and 
his life of his uncle, the Roman General Agricola, who spent most of his 
active military career in Britain, is the earliest piece of biographical writing 
we have. Nothing is more strange in the History of literature than the 
fact that the interest in the writing of men’s lives appears late in every 
country—except among the Jews. The fashion, however, soon spread in 
Rome. There are Suetonius's Lives of the Caesars, which filled in many 
tragic and sensational details in the more sober stories of their reims as 
told by Tacitus. Above all, there is the work of Plutarch, who, though 
writing in Greek, wrote under the Roman Empire. 


§ 17 

The golden age of Latin literature, the first half of which coincided 
with the last years of the RepubUc, continued through the reign of Augustus 
down to about a.d. 17. The silver age came to an end wim the death of 
Juvenal in a.d. 120. In addition to Tacitus and Juvenal the viniters of the 
silver age included Suetonius, to whom passing reference has already been 
made; Seneca, the philosopher and tutor of Nero; and Martial, the 
epigrammist, who was described by a contemporary as “ a man of talent, 
acuteness, and spirit, with plenty of wit and gall, and sincere as he was witty.” 

With the decadence of the Roman Empire came the decadence of 
Ladn literature. The writing of poetry ceased, and the history of classical 
hterature comes to an end with The Golden Ass of Lucius Apuleius, who was 
bom in Africa, and after a grand tour of the Roman world married a rich 
widow, and was thus able to devote himself to Hterature. The Golden Ass 
b among the earhest novek ever written. It is a fictional autobiography in 
which the author describes how he was tried and condemned for the murder 
of three leathern botdes. He was brought back to life by a sorceress, 
whom he wished to follow in the shape of a bbd, but owing to some mistake 
he was transformed instead into an ass. In hb search for the rose-leaves 
that alone could give him back hb human form, he had many strange 
adventures. He was buUied by his own horse and beaten by his own groom. 
He heard exactly what hb friends thought of him, and had other fantastic 
experiences. The whole thing b amazingly interesting and often Hcentious. 
Boccaccio, Cervantes, and Le Sage borrowed incidents firom The Golden 
Ass, which was first translated into Englbh by WilUam Adlington in 1566. 
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The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius was almost the last literary achieve¬ 
ment of the Roman Empire. Marcus Aurelius was a Roman emperor, 
his rule starting in a.d. i6i, but it is interesting to note that he wrote in 
Greek. He was a man of noble character, intent on living a good life and 
fulfilling his obhgations to his people. There were three persecutions of 
the Chmtians during liis reign, but it must be remembered that in the 
Roman Empire of me second century the Christians were regarded with 
exactly the same popular dislike as the Jews were regarded in Tsarist Russia. 
The power of the emperor was limited ; he was always fearful of exciting 
widespread public disapproval, and, moreover, it is certain that Marcus 
Aurelius knew nothing of Christian ethics and doctrines. To him the 
Christians were merely enemies of the people. 

The Meditations are a record of the emperor’s daily reflections on life 
and the nature of man, and arc a perfect expression of Stoic philosophy. 
This philosophy is similar to that of Epictetus, a Greek slave belonging to 
one of Nero s courtiers, lame, in weak health, his hfc spent in poverty and 
obscurity. Slave and emperor agreed in insisting tliat Virtue was its own 
reward, that man was helpless in the hands of God, and that whatever God 
did was right. The teaching of the Meditations is summarised in the follow¬ 
ing text from Epictetus : 

Remember that you are an actor in a drama, of such a kind as the author 
pleases to make it. If short, of a short one ; if long, of a long one. If it be 
nis pleasure you should act a poor man, a cripple, a governor, or a private person, 
see that you act it naturally. For this is your business, to act well the character 
assigned you ; to choose it, is another’s. 


READING LIST 

The following is a list of valuable books for the student of literature 
and culture of ancient Greece and Rome : 

Gilbert Murray, Ancient Greek Literature (in Messrs. Heinemann’s 
Literatures of the World) and Euripides and His Age and Creek Studies 
(Oxford University Press). 

C. M. Bowra’s Ancient Greek Literature, in the Home University Library. 

J. W. Mackail, Latin Literature (Murray). 

The Legacy of Greece and The Legacy of Rome (both from the Oxford 
University Press) constitute general accounts, eminently sound and very 
readable, of the ancient Classical civihsations. Helpful too arc : 

Hellenistic Civilisation, by W. B. Tam (Arnold)—a remarkable book. 

J. C. Stobart’s The Glory that was Greece and The Grandeur that was 
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Rome (Sidgwick & Jackson); pertinently illustrative of Roman civilisa¬ 
tion is Jack Lindsay's I Am a Roman —verse translations from Latin litera¬ 
ture (Nicholson & Watson). 

Lowes Dickinson’s The Greek View of Life (Methuen) is a general 
introduction to Greek thought and literature. 

Translations of most of the important Greek and Ladn authors are 
accessible in such series as the Everyman’s Library (Dent), the World’s 
Classics (Oxford University Press), and Bohn’s Library (George Bell). 

The Oxford Book of Greek Verse has been admirably translated into 
English vene (Oxford University Press). 

Greek Poetry for Everyman. Chosen and Translated by F. L. Lucas 
(Dent). 

The Oxford Translation of Aristotle (Oxford University Press). 

Messrs. George Allen & Unwin publish Prof. Gilbert Murray’s admir¬ 
able verse renderings of the plays of Euripides. From the same scholar 
and publishers come equally admirable verse renderings of Aristophanes, 
The Frogs —^Eschylus, Agamemnon, Prometheus Bound, and other plays— 
Sophocles, CEdipus Rex. 

The Cambridge University Press issue Sir R. C. Jebb’s English 
prose translation of the Plays of Sophocles. 

Messrs. Macmillan publish excellent editions of Plato’s Republic and 
The Trial and Death of Socrates in their Golden Treasury Scries. Plato’s 
complete works have been translated by B. Jowett (Oxford University Press). 

Plato for Pleasure, by Adam Fox (Westhouse), is a delightful and easy 
introduction to the great philosopher. 

Plato. Selected Passages, chosen and edited by Sir R. W. Livingstone 
(World’s Classics. Oxford University Press). 

George Bell & Sons publish The Pocket Horace (the Latin text with 
Conington’s translation on opposite pages), complete in one volume. 

Horace and his Lyric Poetry, by L. P. Wilkinson (Cambridge University 
Press), reinterprets me life story and personality of the Roman poet. 

See also Portrait of Horace by Alfred Noyes (Sheed & Ward). 

The best translations of Virgil are those by Dryden, Conington, Mac- 
kail, all three in verse ; and, in prose, that by Lonsdale and Lee. 

Virgil: The Eclogues and the Georgies, translated by R. C. Trevelyan. 

The greatest of all studies of Marcus Aurelius is probably Sir Arthur 
Quiller-Couch’s Meditations of the Emperor. 

Marcus Antoninus, which has recently been reissued by the Oxford 
University Press, edited by A. S. L. Farqtmarson. 

The Loeb Classical Library, published by Messrs. Heinemann, includes 
all the classical writers of importance. Every volume in this series contains 
the Greek or Latin text witli English translation on opposite pages. 
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The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius was almost the last literary achieve¬ 
ment of the Roman Empire. Marcus Aurelius was a Roman emperor, 
his rule starting in a.d. i6i, but it is interesting to note that he wrote in 
Greek. He was a man of noble character, intent on living a good life and 
fulfilling his obhgations to his people. There were three persecutions of 
the Chmtians during liis reign, but it must be remembered that in the 
Roman Empire of me second century the Christians were regarded with 
exactly the same popular dislike as the Jews were regarded in Tsarist Russia. 
The power of the emperor was limited ; he was always fearful of exciting 
widespread public disapproval, and, moreover, it is certain that Marcus 
Aurelius knew nothing of Christian ethics and doctrines. To him the 
Christians were merely enemies of the people. 

The Meditations are a record of the emperor’s daily reflections on life 
and the nature of man, and arc a perfect expression of Stoic philosophy. 
This philosophy is similar to that of Epictetus, a Greek slave belonging to 
one of Nero s courtiers, lame, in weak health, his hfc spent in poverty and 
obscurity. Slave and emperor agreed in insisting tliat Virtue was its own 
reward, that man was helpless in the hands of God, and that whatever God 
did was right. The teaching of the Meditations is summarised in the follow¬ 
ing text from Epictetus : 

Remember that you are an actor in a drama, of such a kind as the author 
pleases to make it. If short, of a short one ; if long, of a long one. If it be 
nis pleasure you should act a poor man, a cripple, a governor, or a private person, 
see that you act it naturally. For this is your business, to act well the character 
assigned you ; to choose it, is another’s. 


READING LIST 

The following is a list of valuable books for the student of literature 
and culture of ancient Greece and Rome : 

Gilbert Murray, Ancient Greek Literature (in Messrs. Heinemann’s 
Literatures of the World) and Euripides and His Age and Creek Studies 
(Oxford University Press). 

C. M. Bowra’s Ancient Greek Literature, in the Home University Library. 

J. W. Mackail, Latin Literature (Murray). 

The Legacy of Greece and The Legacy of Rome (both from the Oxford 
University Press) constitute general accounts, eminently sound and very 
readable, of the ancient Classical civihsations. Helpful too arc : 

Hellenistic Civilisation, by W. B. Tam (Arnold)—a remarkable book. 

J. C. Stobart’s The Glory that was Greece and The Grandeur that was 
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his rule were ordered to read and study. Longfellow says of St. Benedict 
in his “ Monte Cassio ” : 

He founded here his Convent and his Rule 
Of prayer and work, and counted work as prayer ; 

The pen became a clarion, and his school 
Flamed like a beacon in the midnight air. 

In Ireland and certain parts of England, countries which suffered less 
than the continent of Europe from the mediaeval ravages, the old learning 
survived when it was practically lost everywhere else-^verywhere else in 
Europe, that is to say, except in Spain, which was invaded by the Arabs 
in 709, and remained for nearly eight hundred years wholly or partially 
under Moslem rule. The Arabs had come into contact with Greek culture 
when they overran Egypt, and while Christian Europe was wrapped in 
ignorance, they estabmhed schools and academies in Damascus, Bagdad, 
Cairo, and Cordova in Spain, where Aristode, Plato, and Euclid were 
studied side by side with the Koran. In the latter half of the Middle Ages 
the French or English scholar eager for real knowledge made his way to 
Cordova, Toledo, or Seville to learn from Jewish or Moorish professors, 
and it is said that in the thirteenth century St. Thomas Aquinas was taught 
Greek and enabled to read Aristode by a Moor from one of the Spanish 
universides. In the last three years of his life the “ angelic Doctor,” as 
Aquinas was styled, wrote his Summa Theologica, which is sdll accepted 
as the final authoritative exposition of the Roman doctrine. A tremendous 
and enduring masterpiece of the human mind, it b to Christian philosophy 
what Dante’s vast poem is to Chrbtian poetry. 

There were beacon lights even in the darkest times : individual scholars 
like the Venerable Bede, a monk of Northumberland, who wrote a hbtory 
of the Anglo-Saxons in the eighth century, and great popular movements 
like the Crusades. The soul of Europe began to awaken when Peter the 
Hermit preached the First Crusade in France and Germany, and “ the 
common people heard him gladly.” The Dark Ages, indeed, came to an 
end long before the close of the Middle Ages. In the thirteenth century 
Roger Bacon, a Francbcan monk, of Oxford, urged men not to accept 
dogma and authority without question and to experiment for themselves, 
and in many respects he anticipated the discoveries of modem times. And 
in the same century Dante was bom. St. Augustine stands at the threshold 
of the Middle Ages, which are dominated at their close by the sublime figure 
of the great Italian poet. 

St. Jerome, a contemporary of St. Augustine, was the greatest Chrbtian 
scholar during the last years of the Roman Empbe. St. Jerome, indeed, 
was a scholar before he was a Chrbtian. He was familiar with the classic 
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The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius was almost the last literary achieve¬ 
ment of the Roman Empire. Marcus Aurelius was a Roman emperor, 
his rule starting in a.d. i6i, but it is interesting to note that he wrote in 
Greek. He was a man of noble character, intent on living a good life and 
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one of Nero s courtiers, lame, in weak health, his hfc spent in poverty and 
obscurity. Slave and emperor agreed in insisting tliat Virtue was its own 
reward, that man was helpless in the hands of God, and that whatever God 
did was right. The teaching of the Meditations is summarised in the follow¬ 
ing text from Epictetus : 

Remember that you are an actor in a drama, of such a kind as the author 
pleases to make it. If short, of a short one ; if long, of a long one. If it be 
nis pleasure you should act a poor man, a cripple, a governor, or a private person, 
see that you act it naturally. For this is your business, to act well the character 
assigned you ; to choose it, is another’s. 


READING LIST 

The following is a list of valuable books for the student of literature 
and culture of ancient Greece and Rome : 
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writers, and the style of the Scriptures seemed to him rough and uncouth. 
Christ reproached him in a dream for preferring to be a Ciceronian than a 
Christian, and he resolved to devote the rest of his life to the study of the 
sacred books. The result was his famous translation of the Bible into 
Latin. With the help of Jewish scholars he translated the Old Testament 
from the Hebrew. He translated part of the Apocrypha from Chaldee 
and the New Testament, of course, from Greek. St. Jerome’s version, 
known as the Vul^te, is still to the Roman Catholic Church the authorised 
version of the Scriptures, though it was considerably changed in later ages. 
St. Jerome died in 420. He was a voluminous writer and a man of most 
diffictilt temper, “ always preferring an opinion to a friend.” 


§a 

ST. AUGUSTINE 

St. Augustine was bom in 354. The capture of Rome by Alaric in 
410 inspired his The City of God, in which he declared : “ The greatest 
city of the world has fallen in ruin, but the City of God abideth for ever.” 
St. Augustine lives in Hterary history mainly as the author of the Confessions, 
which have a human interest equal to that of the self-revelations of fiunyan 
and Rousseau. St. Augustine was bom at a village in North Africa. His 
father was a Pagan, his mother, Monica, a devout Christian. He was 
educated at Carthage, and afterwards became a professor of hteraturc and 
oratory. He lived the ordinary life of a well-educated and well-to-do 
young man of the times, afterwards recalling the sins of liis youth with 
the same bitter exaggeration that one finds in Bunyan’s Grace Abounding. For 
years tried he to find rest and explanation in the various ancient pliilosophical 
systems, finally becoming a convert to Christianity in Milan, where he 
had been appointed to the chair of rhetoric. His mother had come from 
Africa to join him, ajid after his baptism they started to return to Africa, 
Augustine intending to lead a Ufe of ascetic devotion. They stayed for a 
night or two at Ostia, the port of Rome, and here Monica fell ill and died. 

The relations between mother and son have remained a treasure of the 
Church. Augustine wrote of his mother’s “ slavery ” to him, declaring 
that she was ” twice my mother: in the flesh that I might be bom into 
earthly Ught, in heart that I might be bom into light eternal.” After 
his mother’s death St. Augustine stayed for a year in Rome, and then 
returned home, soon to be appointed Bbhop of Hippo. 

He was the most voluminous writer of his time, being the author, it 
b said, of no fewer than 230 books, in addition to innumerable homilies. 

Augustine was an artist as well as a saint. He loved beauty, he joyed 
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in music, and, indeed, he frequendy accuses himself of being too much 
affected by aesthetic pleasure. His Confessions are obviously sincere. Their 
human vdue lies in the fact that they are an unvarnished picture of the 
inner Ufe of a very real man. St. Augustine remains the most authoritative 
of all the Fathers of the Church, and there is a wider interest in him for, 
ascedc though he was, he was also a man. He says : 

There were other things which in them did more take my mind ; to talk and 
jest together, to do kind offices by turns; to read together honied books; to 
play the fool or be earnest together; to dissent at dmes without discontent, as 
a man might with his own self; and even with the seldomness of these dissent- 
ings, to season our more frequent consentings; sometimes to teach, and some¬ 
times learn; long for the absent with impatience; and welcome the coming 
with Joy. These and die like expressions, proceeding out of the hearts of those 
that loved and were loved again, by the coimtenance, the tongue, the eyes, and 
a thousand pleasing gestures, were so much fuel to melt our souls together, and 
out of many make but one. 

This is it that is loved in friends; and so loved, that a man’s conscience con- 
denms itself, if he love not him that loves him again, or love not again him that 
loves him, looking for nodiing from his person, but indications of his love. 
Hence that mourmng, if one die, and darkening of sorrows, that steeping of the 
heart in tears, all sweetness turned to bitterness; and upon the loss or life of the 
dying, the death of the living. 

The Confessions abound in vivid imagery, and with phrases that have 
passed into all European languages, such as “ the biter bit,” and “ hfc of 
my life.” 

The Utcrary tradition founded in the Church by St. Jerome and St. 
Augusdne was never quite lost. Reference has already been made to St. 
Benedict, who, a hundred years after St. Augustine’s death, taught his 
monks to study and to preserve and copy the ancient manuscripts. St. 
Columba, the Apostle of Caledonia, was another Hterary monk of the 
early Middle Ages. In his Books and their Makers in the Middle Ages, Mr. 
George Haven Putnam says: 

According to one of the stories, Columba journeyed to Ossory in the south¬ 
west to visit a holy and very learned recluse, a doctor of laws and philosophy, 
named Longarad. Columba asked leave to examine the doctor’s books, and 
when tlie old man refused, the monk burst out in an imprecation : “ May thy 
books no longer do thee any good, neither to them who come after thee, since 
thou takest occasion by them to show thine inhospitality.” The curse was heard, 
and after Longarad died, his books became unintelligible. An author of the sixth 
century says mat tlie books still existed, but that no man could read them. 

Another story speaks of Columba’s undertaking, while visiting his ancient 
master Finnian, to make a clandestine and hurried copy of the abbot’s Psalter. 
He shut himself up at night in the church where the Psalter was deposited, and 
the light needed for his nocturnal work radiated from his left hand while he 
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wrote with the right A curious wanderer, passing die church, was attracted 
by the singular light, and looked in through the keyhole, and while his face 
was pressed against the door liis eye was suddenly tom out by a crane which was 
roosting in the church. The wanderer went with his story to the abbot, and 
Finnian, indignant at what he considered to be a theft, claimed from Columba 
the copy which the monk had prepared, contending that a copy made without 
permission ought to belong to the owner of die original, on the ground that 
the transcript is the offspring of the original work. As far as I have been able 
to ascertain, this is the first instance which occurs in the history of European 
literature of a contention for copyright. Columba refused to give up his manus¬ 
cript, and die question was referred to King Diarmid, or Dcrniott, m die palace 
of Tara. The King’s judgment was given in a rustic phra.sc which lias passed 
into a proverb in Ireland : “ To every cow her calf, and consequently to every 
book its copy.” 

Despite the enthusiasm of scholarly churchmen, after die dcadi of 
St. Augustine there was no outstanding event in literary history for seven 
hundred years. 

A fascinating phenomenon in those dark ages was the appearance in 
the tenth century of Roswitha, a nmi in the great abbey of Gandersheim 
in Saxony, who wrote for the amusement and edification of her sister-nuns 
a series of delightful plays. She was one of the learned women of a time 
when Europe outside the religious houses was sunk in ignorance. We 
hear of her travelling to Cordova in Spain to study at the centre of Moslem 
learning there. Her plays, she says, were based on Plautus, but they are 
liighly individual and were a wonderful “ false dawn ” of the drama of 
the new learning. The MSS. were discovered at Ratibon in the fifteenth 
id printed. They have been translated into English by Christopher 


century a 
St. John. 


§3 

THE NIBELUNCENIIED 

The German “ lUad ”—die Nibehmgenlied —is the treasure-house in 
which Wagner found die stories of his music-dramas. 

“ The Nibelungenlied, preserved in ten complete and twenty incomplete 
manuscripts, took its final shape in south-east Gcniiany about 1200. 
It is a strange mixture of history, magic, and myth,” says Gilbert 
Waterhouse. 

A twelfth-century German poet, whose name is unknown, gathered 
together the primitive hero-stories of the Northern peoples, sung round 
camp-fires probably long before the art of writing was known, just as, 
centuries before, Homer had collected the myths and legends of the ancient 
Greeks. The unnamed poet called liis stories the Nibelungenlied, the 
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Song of the People of the Mist—in short, the Dead ; and these folk-stories 
are still regarded by the Germans with the same veneration as the Greeks 
had for the Iliad and the Odyssey. Just as the Homeric stories were the 
subjects of the great Greek tragedies, so the Nibelungenlied finds a permanent 
place in modern art in Wagner’s music-dramas. 

The story of the Nibelungenlied is told in thirty-nine adventures. It 
begins with the coming of the hero Siegfried, the son of Siegniund, king 
of the Nethcrland, to Worms to woo the peerless beauty Kriemhild, the 
sister of King Gunther of Burgundy. 

Now Siegfried had had strange adventures in his youth, when he 
had been apprenticed to a swordsmith. He had slain a dragon and 
bathed in its blood, so that he was completely invulnerable, save where a 
leaf of the linden had stuck between his shoulders during the bathing. 
This was his Acliilles heel. He had also acquired the sword Balmung, of 
wondrous potency, a Tamkappe or cloak of invisibiUty which also gave 
him the strength of twelve strong men, a divining rod which gave him 
power over everyone, and, lastly, the Hoard of the Nibelungs (a mythical 
mass of gold and precious stones) and, with it, die overlordship of the dwarf 
Alberich and all his myrmidons. 

So when King Gunther decides to voyage to Isenland and win for 
himself, if that may be, the beautiful but wayward Queen Brunhild, 
Siegfried goes with him in the guise of his vassal on the understanding that 
he is to have Kriemhild to wife if he helps Gunther to achieve the perilous 
adventure. This Brunhild, as we know from the more primitive form 
of the Siegfried story used in Wagner’s operas, is really a Valkyr or warrior, 
whose vocation it is to lead the Pagan heroes from their last batdcficld into 
Valhalla, and she could only give herself in love to a mortal at the cost of 
her immortahty. In the later, milder version presented in the “ lay,” she is a 
maiden of flesh and blood with certain preternatural gifts, and he who would 
wed her must beat her at hurling die spear, leaping, and throwing the stone. 

With the help of Siegfried in his cloak of invisibUity and with his 
strength multipUed by wearing it, Giinthcr—“ he only acting the gestures ” 
—vanquishes me wonder-maiden, and she goes to Worms, where the two 
bridal-feasts are celebrated with astounding splendour. But on her wedding- 
night the terrible Brunhild, thanks to her magical maiden-might (last rcUc 
of her primitive godhead !), ties Gunther hard and fast, hand and foot, in 
her girdle, and hangs him up on a nail in the wall. Siegfried again helps 
Giindier, and once Brunhild ceases to be a maiden all her strength is gone ; 
Siegfried takes as his prize the fierce virgin’s ring and girdle, which he 
presents to his own loving wife. Years of high enterprise and joyous 
living (with the help of the Hoard of the Nibelungs) go by, and there is 
only one Utde cause of trouble—Queen Brunhild’s notion that Siegfried is 
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only Giinther’s vassal, and that slie is Queen Kriemhild’s superior. In the 
Fourteenth Adventure—“ How the two Queens rated one another ”—the 
fatal secret is revealed. Siegfried, with his wife and his kingly fatlier, with 
a great train of Nibelungen Ritters and Netherlandcrs, comes to a feast 
at Worms, and all goes well till Brunhild and Kriemhild take to arguing 
about the relative merits of their husbands, which ends in the former’s 
assertion at the door of the Minster, when she overtakes the latter vrith 
her far more magnificent retinue, that “ before King's wife shall vassal’s 
wife never go.” Then the secret came out hke a lighming flash : 

Then said the fair Kriemhilde. Right angry was her mood : 

“ Couldst thou but hold thy peace. It were surely for thy good : 

Thyself has all polluted With shame tliy fair bodye. 

How can a concitbinc By right a King’s wife be ? ” 

In proof of which she produces the ring and the girdle, and Brunhild bursts 
into tears, afterwards deeply pondering how she can take vengeance for 
so black an injury to her pride. 

She persuades the grim warrior Hagen to be the minister of her revenge. 
He wheedles from Kriemhild the secret that Siegfried has the one vulner¬ 
able spot between his shoulders, and the hero is treacherously killed while 
he is nunting. Then, that her humiliation may be complete, Kriemhild 
is persuaded to send for the Nibelungen Hoard, which is at once stolen by 
Hagen, and Siegfried’s widow is left penniless and sorrowful for thirteen 
years. Then King Etzel sends from his far country to ask for her hand, 
and she accepts him, hoping that a new marriage may give her the power 
to hit back at her rival, Brunhild. 

Years pass again and Kriemhild sends an invitation to Gunther and his 
champions to visit her husband’s court. Hagen at once realises the reason 
for the invitation, and tries to persuade the king not to make the Journey, 
but he is overruled. Weird omens meet them on the way which Hagen, 
now grown old and reckless, treats with the scorn of desperation—“ mixed 
was his hair vrith the grey colour, his Hmbs massy, and menacing his look ” 
—but he has no fear : with his staunch companion Volker, with his “ steel 
fiddle-bow,” he is confident he can still beat strange music from the helms 
of his foes. 

King Etzel, who knows nothing of Kriemhild’s plan of vengeance, 
receives the strangers with joy and hospitality, but the trouble starts as 
soon as they appear at the royal feast. Hagen’s swift reply to Kriemhild’s 
provocation is to hew off the head of her and Etzel’s son, making it bound 
into his mother’s lap. Kriemhild is like a fury, and a great fight begins. 
Carlyle has described it in vivid sentences that are ail his own : 

Host after host, as they enter that huge vaulted Hall, perish in conflict with 
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the doomed Nibelungen ; and ever after the terrific uproar, ensues a sti^ more 
terrific silence. All night and through morning it lasts. They throw the dead 
from the windows; blood runs like water ; the Hall is set fire to, they quench 
it with blood, their own burning thirst they slake with blood. It is a tumult 
like the Crack of Doom, a thousand-voiced, wild-stunning hubbub ; and frightful 
like a Trump of Doom, the Sword-Jiddlebow of Volker, who guards the door, 
makes music to that death-dance. Nor arc traits of heroism wanting, and thrill¬ 
ing tones of pity and love; as in the act of Rudiger, Etzel’s and Kriemhild’s 
champion, who, bound by oath, “ lays his soul in God’s hand,” and enters the 
Golgotha to die fighting against his friends; yet first changes shields with Hagen, 
whose own, also given him by Rudiger in a far other hour, had been shattered 
in the fight. “ When he so lovingly bade him give the shield, there were eyes 
enough red with hot tears ; it was the last girt which Rudiger of Becharen 
gave to any Recke. As grim as Hagen was, and as hard of mind, he wept at 
the gift which this hero good, so near his last times, had given him ; full many 
a noble Ritter began to weep.” 

At last Volker is slain; they are all slain, save only Hagen and Giinther, 
faint and wounded, yet still unconquered among the bodies of the dead. Dietrich 
the wary, though strong and invmcible, whose Reckon too, except old Hilde¬ 
brand, he now finds arc all killed, though he had charged them strictly not to 
mix in the quarrel, at last arms himself to finish it. He subdues the two wearied 
Nibelungen, binds them, delivers them to Kriemhild ; “ and Herr Dietrich went 
away with weeping eyes, worthily from the heroes.” These never saw each 
other more. Kriemhild demands of Hagen where the Nibelungen Hoard is. 
But he answers her, that he has sworn never to disclose it while any of her brothers 
live. “ I bring it to an end,” said the infuriated woman ; orders her brother’s 
head to be struck off, and holds it up to Hagen. “ Thou hast known it now 
according to thy will,” said Hagen ; “ of tlie Hoard knoweth none but God 
and 1 ; ftom thee, she-devil (yaleiidinne), shall it for ever be hid.” She kills him 
with his own sword, once her husband’s ; and is herself struck dead by Hilde¬ 
brand, indignant at the woe she has wrought; King Etzel, there present, not 
opposing the deed. Whereupon the curtains drop over that wild scene ; “ the 
full highly honoured were lymg dead ; the people all had sorrow and lamenta¬ 
tion ; in grief had the king’s feast ended, as all love is wont to do.” 

Nothing is cleat or coherent in the Nihehtigenlied. It is an antique 
tapestry shaken by the wind. But its stark heroes, its fierce queens, are 
bone of our bone, flesh of our flesh. As Carlyle said : “ The city of Worms, 
had we a right imagination, ought to be as venerable to us modems as 
any Thebes or Troy was to the ancients.” 

At this point it is not irrelevant to mention the Eddas (or Poems) 
and Sagas (or Tales) of mediatval Iceland. “ The Poetic ” or “ Elder 
Edda ” consists of poems collected in the twelfth century, although they 
probably belong to the ninth and tenth centuries; they deal with mythical 
Scandinavian heroes. “ The Prose ” or “ Younger Edda,” written in the 
late twelfth and early thirteenth century, likewise deals, in the main, with 
Scandinavian mythology ; attached to this portion are the rules and theory 
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of ancient Scandinavian verse. The Sagas, also belonging to the twelfth- 
thirteenth centuries, are prose narratives of Scandinavian—especially of 
Icelandic—history, whether traditional or legendary. Two of them appear 
in Everyman’s Library; The Story of Burnt Njal and The Grettir Saga. 
They, like the Eddas, fascinate many readers—by tlieir own strangeness 
combined with simphcity. 

A more everyday, realistic note pervades die saga of die North Sea 
coast: Gudrun, which centres in Gudrun, king’s daughter. This saga is 
much more coherent than—and, in literary merit, second only to—the 
Nihelungenlied. There are others. “ The rapid accumulation of these 
Germanic sagas in a written, poetic form is one of die cliicf literary events 
of the early thirteenth century ” (Gilbert Waterhouse). 

During the seventh and eighth centuries the Saxon invasions of Britain 
brought to heroic Uterature to our shores, or at least established a common 
heritage between Northern Europe and Britain where it met the stream 
of Celtic literature introduced by the Irish missionaries, for Ireland, remote 
from the invasions, was in the cighdi century the centre of European 
Christian culture. 

We have certain delightful fragments of lyric poetry, such as the famous 
Widsith, supposed to be told by a wandering poet, and Dear, a lament of 
the woes of the time. They are the true beginnings of Enghsh poetry. 

Most important, however, was the 4000-line epic of Beowulf. It tells 
of the three great adventures of die hero dragon-slayer : his killing of the 
monster, Grendcl, then of Grendel’s mother who dwelt in the fens, and 
last of the slaying of a firedrake by which he liiniself was killed. Beowulf 
was a king who claims to have ruled justly, and the scenes of the fights 
and the capture of the treasures are interspersed with the morality of 
courage, freedom, and Justice of this heroic age. The MS. of diis great 
epic poem is in the British Museum, and the poem itself stands as the most 
splendid monument of Anglo-Saxon poetry. 

Alongside it one must put the Christian poetry of Cynewulf and 
Caedmon which also dates from the seventh and eighth centuries. Caedmon 
was a cow-herd at Wliitby Abbey, and Bede, the first great historian, telb 
how in a dream the shy unlettered Caedmon was inspired to sing of the 
Creation. This body of Anglo-Saxon poetry must be set against the 
Latin literature written by such scholars as the Venerable Bede himself, 
and the lyrists of the end of the Dark Ages. 

Mention must also be made of the great Finnish epic, Kakvala. The 
great folk-poem was first made generally known in 1835 when Elias 
Lonnrot ofHelsinki published as one result of his researches into the ancient 
songs and poetry of Kareha. The metre which he used was that subsequently 
used by Longfellow for “ Hiawatha.” This long poem of thirty-two parts, 
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each containing hundreds of verses, is still not sufficiently known outside 
Finland. Its stories of heroes and of magic belong to pre-histoty ; its 
language, rich and flexible, is singularly wealthy in its imagery ; its love 
of nature, its humanity and drama make it worthy to stand beside the 
Nibelungenlied in Northern European literature. 


§4 

THE TROUBADOURS 

During the Moorish occupation, there grew up in Spain a life of 
gaiety and courtesy for courtesy’s sake, and the lute and mandolin music, 
which was its joyous accompaniment, crossed the Pyrenees, reaching 
Provence and Languedoc first of all, then Sicily and Italy, and finally filling 
all Western Europe with wandering Troubadours and Minnesingen. 
The roving minstrel who sang in the vernacular and besought his hearers 
to listen to a tale, “ which is merryr than the niglitengale,” was the pioneer 
of all the romantic and sentimentj literature of modem Europe. 

Some of the Troubadours were nobles and princes, among them our 
own Richard Coeur-de-Lion, who wrote verses in both the langue d'oc 
and the langue d’ceit, the two dialects of mediaeval French, and who has left 
one poem of genuine beauty, written while he was imprisoned by the 
Duke of Austria on his way home from the Crusade. 

The reign of the Troubadours lasted about two centuries ; it nearly 
coincides with the eleventh and twelfth centuries. A host of fantastic 
legends is recalled by the names of the Troubadours ; their passion scaled 
the heights of Southern society, lofty princesses accepting their hearts as 
oblations to beauty. Some of them were gallant Crusaders ; many be¬ 
came monks when the love-time was over for ever. Perhaps the most 
romantic figure of all was Jaufr^ Rudel, whose soul ever turned to Melisande, 
the Lady of Tripoli. 

It must not be forgotten that the Troubadour, even if he came of lowly 
origin, was always a lordly penon—ennobled by his poetical gift beyond 
every ungifted noble. Writers of modem romance have confused him 
with the Jongleur or musician who accompanied with lute or mandolin. 

The Trouvires, or court poets, who flourished in Northern and Central 
France during the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, are a minor poetic 
influence in comparison with the Troubadours. They were not lovers 
singing to their lady-loves at the height of their age; no legends have 
garnered about their names, and they pass like phantoms across the history 
of a land more interested in politics and war than in poetry. They were 
pedants of a sentimentality which seems cold and remote from life in 

168 



THE MIDDLE AGES 


comparison with the passion of the Southern singers. Nevertheless this 
Northern cult was one of the minor influences which refined conduct and 
enforced the ideal of chivalry. They, hke the Troubadours, were pioneers 
of literature. 

The most famous of the romances in verse that were recited by the 
wandering medixval minstrels is The Song of RolanJ, in which an unknown 
eleventh-century poet tells, with fine dramatic simplicity, the story of a 
great fight in a pass in the Pyrenees between the army of Charlemagne 
and the Saracens of Saragossa. Charlemagne, with his main army, deceived 
by the Saracens, has crossed the mountains back into France, leaving Roland 
with the rearguard to hold the pass. Roland is treacherously attacked by 
the Saracens, aided by recreant Christian knights, and after a mighty struggle 
he is killed, with the whole of his army. 

Among French stories of a rather later time, the most interesting is 
Aucassin and Nicolette, which belongs to the thirteenth century. It is a 
love romance written partly in prose and partly in verse. 


§5 

DANTE 

There is no more magnificent personage in the whole pageant of litera¬ 
ture than Dante—the tall, spare man with his long, grey robes, his red 
head-dress with the laurel leaves about it, and his sorrowful aquiline face, 
whose figure is as familiar to us as the figure of Shakespeare himself. We 
know htde of the personal life of Shakespeare, and that Httle can hardly 
be called romantic, but we have the details of the Ufe of Dante, and he is 
the hero of one of die strangest and most beautiful love stories in the world. 

Dante was bom in Florence in 1265. When he was nine he met Beatrice, 
a child of the same age. The children did not speak, but the poet declares 
that “ from that day forward love quite governed my soul.” Beatrice 
remained for him for ever “ the glorious lady of my mind,” and years 
afterwards he recalled that on the most wonderful day of his life she wore 
a dress “ of a most noble colour, a subdued and goodly crimson, girdled 
and adorned in such sort as best suited with her very tender age.” Nine 
years passed and the poet met Beatrice again, dressed in white, and walking 
with two older ladies in tlic streets of Florence. Again they did not speak, 
but “ she turned her eyes thither where I stood sorely abashed, and by her 
unspeakable courtesy she saluted me with so virtuous a bearing that I 
seemed then and there to behold the very limits of blessedness.” He only 
saw Beatrice once more. How pathetic and how ironic it is that Beatrice 
never knew of the deep passion that she had inspired in the greatest heart 
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that ever beat in Italy, a passion immortalised in one of the supreme master¬ 
pieces of htcrature. 

Beatrice married and died when she was thirty-five. Writing after 
her death Dante said ; “ When I had lost the first delight of my soul (that 
is Beatrice) I remained so pierced with sadness that no comfort availed 
me anything.” The story of his passion is told in his first notable Italian 
book La Vita Nuova—z philosophical treatise interspened with sonnets. 
The following is Rossetti’s translation of one of the most beautiful of these 
sonnets in which Dante explains the reason of his lady’s early death : 

Such an exceeding glory went up hence 
That it woke wonder in the Eternal Sire, 

Until a sweet desire 

Entered Him for that lovely excellence. 

So that He bade her to Himself aspire ; 

Counting this 'Ntirf and most evil ^ce 

Unworthy of a thing so full of grace.* 

After the Vita Nuova except for a series of lyrics Dante wrote nothing 
in his own language until he began The Divine Comedy. The Latin works 
which occupied the interregnum need not concern us. The great work 
of his life was his tribute to the woman whom he loved. Dante’s Divine 
Comedy was written for the dead Beatrice. In the last chapter of the Vita 
Nuova he says: 

If it be His pleasure through whom is die life of all things that my life con¬ 
tinue with me a few years, it is my hope diat I shall yet write concerning her 
what hath not before been written of any woman. After which it may seem 
good unto Him who is the master of grace that my spirit should go hence to 
behold the glory of its lady, to wit, Beatrice. 

Two years after the death of Beatrice the poet married a lady of noble 
birth whose fidelity and strength of character in times of trouble were 
outweighed by a violence of temper which became not the least of the 
troubles of a tragically troubled and disappointed life. It is supposed that 
the poet was referring to his own wife. Gemma, when he wrote in the 
sixteenth canto of the “ Inferno ” : 

Me, my wife 

Of savage temper, more than aught beside, 

Hatlt to this evil brought. 

It is impossible to understand Dante without some idea of the setting 
of his life. He is the bridge between the Middle Ages and the Renaissance. 
He was bom in the mediaeval golden age having as contemporaries Roger 
Bacon, St. Thomas Aquinas, and St. Louis of France. Giotto, the great 
* Vita Nuova (Rossetti’s tramlatioo). 
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mediaval painter, was his companion and friend. The fact that Dante 
was the fint great Italian writer who wrote in his own language has caused 
him to be regarded as the forerunner of the Renaissance. But The Divine 
Comedy is the incarnation of all that is most splendid and wonderful in 
medixval Catholicism. In it die reader finds the quintessence of die philo¬ 
sophy, theology, and the chivalry of the Middle Ages. The scheme of the 
poem is even more grandiose than the scheme of die Iliad ; the nobility 
of its conception and the amazing variety of its characters have no parallel 
in hterature. The wealth of its imagery may be realised in the English 
transladons, but, alas ! the beauty of die verse is naturally lost. Just as 
Shakespeare has no peer among later English writers, so Dante stands 
supreme in the literature of Italy. But he is far more than an Italian figure ; 
he belongs to Europe, and he and his work are die crown and the climax 
of the Middle Ages. 

Unfortunately for his happiness, while still a young man Dante became 
involved in the intrigues of Florcnrinc pohtics, in the feud between the 
two parties, the Guelphs and GhibcUincs. The first were the adherents of 
the Papal power, and the second supported die authority of the Emperor, 
a German prince living in Vienna, who claimed sovereignty in Italy. It 
is sufiicient to note that Dante, after facing both ways for some years, 
espoused the cause of the Emperor, and that the Guelphs having triumphed, 
he was banished from Florence in 1302, and remained in exile until he died 
in 1321, wandering from city to city, travelling certainly as far as Paris, 
and even, according to tradition, to Oxford. For the most part he lived 
unhappily in various ItaUan cities and The Divine Comedy was probably 
written in Verona and Ravenna. 

Interspersed among the supernatural incidents of The Divine Comedy 
there arc constant references to events in the poet’s own hfc—not only to 
his one absorbing and inspiring passion, but also to the political conflicts 
and feuds in which he had been concerned. 

The Divine Comedy is a description of Heaven, Hell, and Purgatory. 
Literally, it is a vision of the state of souls after death ; allegorically, it is a 
demonstration of man’s need of spiritual illumination and guidance. 

Before we take our way with Dante through the zones of Hell, there 
are two things to keep in mind ; first, that the “ Inferno ” is, apart from 
other things, the greatest adventure-story in the world ; and, secondly, 
that it is made afive and real with vivid, graphic details, like those of Robinson 
Crusoe or Gulliver’s Travels. To exemplify the kind of thing we mean, let 
us take a single instance, as a type of what the reader of the poem meets 
at every step—an example which was used by Ruskin to illustrate the shaping 
power of intense imagination to body forth the forms of things unknown ; 

‘ Dante’s Centaur, Chiron, dividing his beard with his arrow before he 
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can speak, is a thing no mortal would ever have thought of. But the real 
living Centaur actually trotted across Dante’s brain, and he saw him do it.” 

Such things, of course, are lost in an epitome. But, even so, the great 
sights of the “ Inferno ” stand out like pictures, and remain in the mind’s 
eye, an unforgettable series of stupendous scenes. 

The shape of Hell is that of an enormous pit, like an inverted cone, 
whose point is at the centre of the earth, while its sides are occupied by 
broad steps or ledges, one below the other, and of course diminishing in 
size as they descend, the most guilty sinners being lowest down. 

Dante, having lost his way in a gloomy forest, is met by Virgil, who 
promises to show him the punishments of Hell. Following Virgil, he 
comes to the gate of the Inferno, where, after having read the dreadful 
words that are written thereon—“ All hope abandon, ye who enter here ”— 
they both enter. Just within the entrance comes a dark plain, the vestibule 
of Hell, in which are the Spirits of the Selfish and the Idle, the Giddyaimless, 
stung by wasps and hornets, and running for ever behind a whirling flag. 

Then, crossing the plain, they arrive at the River Acheron, the Stream 
of Sorrow. There are the crowds at Charon’s ferry, “ staying for waftage,” 
and the fierce old man with eyes like wheels of flame, who ferries them 
across. Dante falls into a trance of terror from which, being roused by a 
clap of thunder, he finds that they have crossed the river. Thence they 
descend into Limbo, the first circle of Hell. There he finds the souls of the 
great Pagans, who, tliough they lived nobly, were unbapdsed. Homer, 
Horace, Ovid, welcome Dante as one of themselves. 

Coming into the second circle of Hell, Dante at the entrance beholds 
Minos, the Infernal Judge, an enormous man-faced dog. Here he witnesses 
the punishment of guilty lovers, blown like cranes upon a mighty wind. 

Now 'gin the rueful wailings to be heard. 

Now am I come where many a plaining voice 
Smites on mine ear. Into a place I came 
Where light was silent all. Bellowing there groan’d 
A noise, as of a sea in tempest tom 
By warring winds. The stormy blast of hell 
With restless fury drives the spirits on. 

Whirl’d round and dash’d amain with sore annoy 
When they arrive before die ruinous sweep. 

There shrieks are heard, there lamentations, moans. 

And blasphemies ’gainst the good Power in heaven. 

There they saw Semiramis and Cleopatra, and : 

There mark’d I Helen, for whose sake so long 
The time was fraught with evil; there the great 
Achilles, who with love fought to the end. 
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Paris I saw, and Tristan ; and beside, 

A thousand more he show’d me, and by name 
Pointed them out, whom love bereaved of life. 

Above all, there is Francesca of Rimini and her lover Paolo, whose 
story he has made immortal. This story, wliich she tells to Dante—how 
they were surprised and slain together by her husband, John the Lame, a 
lord of Rimini—makes him flint witli pity. 

When he recovers he finds himself in the third circle, where the gluttons 
lie in mire under a continual rain of hail, snow, and fildiy water, wliile 
Cerberus, the gigantic dog, barks, snarls, and rends dicni. At the beginning 
of the fourth circle he secs Plutus, god of riches, guarding the circle of the 
spendthrifts and die misers, who spend their rime in rolling mighty crags 
to crash against each other ; and farther on, the Styx, the awful marsh in 
which the Sullen writhe hke eels, and in whose dark waters fight the 
Spirits of the Angry. 

Now scest diou, son ! 

The souls of those wlioin anger overcame. 

This too for certain know, that underneath 
The water dwells a multitude, whose sighs 
Into these bubbles make the surface heave. 

As thine eye tells thee whercsoc’r it turn. 

Fixed in die slime, they say : “ Sad once were we. 

In the sweet air made gladsome by the sun. 

Carrying a soul and lazy mist within : 

Now in these murky setthngs are we sad.” 

Such dolorous strain they gurgle in their throats. 

But word disrinct can utter none. 

They come at last to the base of a lofty tower, from which shine two 
signal-flames ; and now they behold Phlegyas, the ferryman of the lake, 
coming with angry speed to convey diem to the other side. Through the 
grim vapour arc seen glowing, red with fire, the towers and pinnacles of 
Satan’s City of Dis. The gates arc guarded by a horde of demons ; upon 
the battlements the blood-stained Furies tear the serpents of their hair, 
shrieking for Medusa to turn the pilgrims into stone. A rapt, disdainful 
Angel, who speeds dry-footed across the lake, scatters these monsters from 
the pathway, and the two poets, entering the city, find a great plain tough 
with hdless sepulchres, each filled with fire and holding the tormented 
spirit of a heretic in a red-hot bed. From one of these the proud spirit of 
Farinata hfts his head, “ looking as if he entertained great scorn of Hell.” 

Descending into the seventh circle, by a wild chasm of shattered rocks, 
dicy come to the river of blood, in which stand the Tyrants, while troops 
of Centaurs, with Chiron at their head, gallop up and down the bank and 
shoot the Sinners witli their arrows. StiU in the seventh circle, they enter 
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the dismal wood of tlie Self-murderers, whose spirits have become rough 
stunted trees, with poisoned fruit on which feed the Harpies, huge filthy 
birds with women’s faces; while through this dreadful forest other spirits 
rush, pursued by hell-hounds. Beyond this wood lies a naked plain of 
fiery sand, the region of the Violent, under a slow eternal shower of 
flakes of fire. 

Journeying along the bank of the river of blood which crosses the sand, 
they teach the place where the flood falls in a cataract into a gulf. Virgil, 
having thrown Dante’s girdle into the abyss, they behold at that sign^ a 
monstrous and horrible figure coming swimming up through the dark 
air—it is Geryon. 

“ Lo ! the fell monster widi the deadly sting 
Who passes mountains, breaks through fenced walls 
And firm embattled spears, and with his filth 
Taints all die world.” Thus me my guide address’d, 

And beckon’d him, that he should come to shore, 

Near to the stony causeway’s utmost edge. 

Fordiwidi that image vile of Fraud appear’d. 

His head and upper part exposed on land. 

But laid not on the shore his bestial train. 

His face die semblance of a just man’s wore. 

So kind and gracious was its outward cheer ; 

The rest was serpent all: two shaggy claws 
Reach’d to the arm-pits ; and the oack and breast. 

And either side, were painted o’er with nodes 
And orbits. Colours variegated mote 
Not Turks nor Tartars e’er on cloth of state 
With interchangeable embroidery wove. 

Nor spread Ataclme o’er her curious loom. 

As oft-times a light skiff, moor’d to die shore. 

Stands part in water, part upon the land ; 

Or, as where dwells the greedy German boor, 

The beaver setdes, watching for his prey ; 

So on the rim, that fenced the sand with rock. 

Sat perch’d die fiend of evil. In the void 
Glancing, his tail upturned its venemous fork, 

Widi song like scorpions arm’d. 

Descending on the monster’s back the poets reach the eighth circle, 
which is divided into ten gulfs, the place of punishment for divers kinds of 
Fraud. In the first are the Seducers, scoinrged by homed demons. In the 
next are the Flatterers, immersed in filth. Then come the Simonists, set 
head downwards in deep narrow holes, with feet that bum like lamps 
above the level of the rock. Then the hordes of the False Prophets, whose 
necks are twisted round so that they face backwards. 
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Next comes a dyke of boiling pitch, in which the Spirits of Embezzlers 
plunge and dive, watched by black-winged demons armed with prongs. 
This is one of the most vivid scenes in the Inferno. The chief of these 
hobgoblins is named Barbariccia, while under him are GrafEacane, Drag- 
hignazzo, Farfarello, and the rest of the foul crew. 

As dolphins that, in sign 
To mariners, heave high their arched backs. 

That thence forewarn’d they may advise to save 
Their tlireaten’d vessel; so, at intervals. 

To ease the pain, his back some sinner show’d. 

Then liid more nimbly tlian the lightning glance. 

E’en as die frogs, diat of a watery moat 
Stand at the brink, with tlie jaws only out. 

Their feet and of the trunk all else conceal’d. 

Thus on each part the sinners stood ; but soon 
As Barbariccia was at hand, so they 
Drew back under die wave. 1 saw, and yet 
My heart doth stagger, one, diat waited tlius. 

As it befalls that oft one frog remains. 

While die next springs away ; and GrafFiacane, 

Who of the fiends was nearest, grappling seized 
His clotted locks, and dragg’d him sprawhng up. 

That he appear’d to me an otter. 

Observe the brief sharp touch wliich brings before the eye die body 
hauled out of the pitch, black, sleek, and glistening—“ like an otter.” Two 
of the demons, fighting for their prey like vultures, drop, locked together, 
into the seething pitch, and their fellow-goblins have to fish them out, all 
glued and struggling, with their prongs. 

The poets leave them at the task and proceed to the succeeding chasms, 
where they come upon the Hypocrites weighed down by gilded cowls 
of lead—the Thieves, who change with agony to serpents and from serpents 
back to sinners—the Evil Counsellors, each a flame, dancing like strange 
fireflies in their gloomy gorge—the Traitors and Schismatics, rent with 
awful wounds, one of whom, who had rebelled against Henry the 
Second, king of England, holds up by the hair his severed head to talk 
to Dante. 

Thence the poets make their way to the ninth drclc. The sound of a 
great horn, hke thunder, strikes their ears, and soon they see three giants 
standing at the verge of the lowest pit of Hell. One of these, Antaius, 
sets them down upon the bottom of the gulf, which is a sea of everlasting 
ice, in which the forms of the tormented appear Hke flies in crystal. Two 
of these spirits are frozen in a single hole, and one of them is gnawing like 
a dog the other's skuU. He lifts his teeth to teU his awful story. He is 
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Ugolino, who was thrown into the Tower of Famine with his sons and left 
to starve to death. His story of the deaths of his two dying children is 
one of the most pathetic in the world. His companion in the ice is Arch¬ 
bishop Ruggiere, who had sent them to the Tower. 

Thus having spoke, 

Once more upon the wretched skull his teeth 
He fasten’d like a mastiff’s ’gainst the bone, 

Firm and unyielding. 

And so we come to the last scene of all, the lowest pit of Hell, the 
Judccca, so called from Judas, the place of the great Betrayers. The Arch- 
Traitor Satan stands for ever in die centre of it, champing three sinners 
in his three huge jaws, and sending forth from his vast bat-wings an icy 
wind that freezes ul the sea. Past mm, the pilgrims mount through a long 
steep passage : 

... By that hidden way 
My guide and I did enter, to return 
To the fair world ; and heedless of repose 
We climb’d, he first, I following his steps. 

Till on our view the beautiful lights of heaven 
Dawn’d through a circular openmg in the cave : 

Thence issuing we again beheld the stars. 

Leaving the darkness and agonies behind them, they come out at last 
beside the Hill of Purgatory, under the quiet shining of the stars. 

Unlike the conception of other mediaeval writers, Dante imagined 
Purgatory as being in the open air. Round the steep sides of its mountain 
run seven circles, each of them corresponding to one of the seven deadly 
sins of the mediaeval Church. In the lower terraces are expiated the sins of 
the spirit, in the fourth terrace sloth, which is a sin both of the spirit and of 
the flesh, and in the three uppermost terraces the sins of the flesh alone. At 
the beginning of each terrace instances ate given of the virtue of which the 
sin is me opposite, and at the end of each stands an angel persomfying it. 
Finally, when Dante and his guide have passed the last of the terraces, they 
enter into the Earthly Paradise where Dante sees the mystical procession 
representing the triumphant march of the Church, at the end of which on a 
chariot, amidst a hundred angels singing and scattering flowers, Beatrice 
appears clad in the mystical colours red, white, and green, and crowned 
with a wreath of olive leaves, the symbol of wisdom and of peace, over 
her snow-white veil. At her coming Virgil vanishes to go back to his sad 
dwelling in the limbo from which he came. 

So me reader reaches the “ Paradiso,” which is the crowning glory of 
The Divine Comedy. Guided by Beatrice the poet passes through nine 
Heavens, which arc moving spheres revolving round our globe, till he 
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reaches the final motionless and fixed Heaven in the Empyrean. The seven 
lowest of the Heavens are named after the moon, the sun, and the planets, 
and the eighth after the fixed stars. All these are visible from earth. Above 
them is the ninth or crystalline Heaven, which directs by its movements 
the daily revolution of jl the others. In it nature starts; from it proceed 
time and motion, together with all celestial influences for tlie government 
of the world. It is : 

The robe that with its regal folds enwraps 
The world and with the nearer breath of God 
Doth bum and quiver. 

Above it, climax of the vision, is the infinite and motionless sea of divine 
love where God makes blessed the saints and angels in the Vision of His 
Essence. 

The old commentators on Dante have much to say regarding his theo¬ 
logy, his metaphysics, his use of allegory, and such matters. Just so the 
commentators on Virgil in the Middle Ages regarded liim, not so much 
as a great poet as a skilled magician, from whose verses they drew oracles. 
Just so the early Puritans disputed whether Christian in The Pilgrim's Pro¬ 
gress was a sound exponent of the faith. One sage maintains tliat Beatrice 
represents the Church, another diat she personifies the love of God. The 
lover of great poetry merely stops his ears. Sufficient of tlicory, if we 
realise that this poem is a bridge between two ages, its conception 
of morality rather than belief as the basis of goodness was a forerunner to 
the new ideas of humanism. The mighty work of Dante should be enjoyed 
as what it is: a grand and noble poem, a story of immortal joys and 
sorrows, which has no parallel among the works of men. 

“ In the Trecento," writes St. John Lucas, “ Dante, Petrarch, and 
Boccaccio are the pre-eminent types of diree aspects in die development 
of Itahan civihsation. Dante exempfifies the refigious movement of the 
rime, Petrarch the humanist, and Boccaccio is the realist, the observer of 
the visible world.” 


§<S 

hioissart’s chronicles 

Froissart’s Chronicles of England, France, and Spain is the outstanding 
example of the mediatv^ chronicle, which is the romance of history. 
Froissart was bom in 1338 and spent most of his life wandering from one 
European court to another, picking up gossip. His chief patron was good 
Queen Philippa, the wife of Edward III. His chronicle is the history of 
the fourteenth century, and of die wars between England and France. It 
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is written, not so much to communicate facts as, in the words of its author, 
“ to encourage all valorous hearts and to show them honourable examples.” 
It is also, in the next degree, a gallery of portraits; limned in their own 
works and words, their works rather than their words, of the right valiant 
princes and nobles Sir John Froissart had personally known. 

Froissart cared little for the common folk ; they finish unlamented by 
the thousand, but the death of a single knight of known prowess affects 
him to tears. “ His history,” says Sir Walter Scott, “ has less the air of a 
narrative than of a dramatic representation. The figures five and move 
before us; we not only know what they did, but learn the mode and process 
of the action, and the very words with which it was accompanied. ... In 
Froissart, we hear the gallant knights, of whom he wrote, arrange the 
terms of combat and the manner of the onset; we hear the soldiers cry 
their war-cries; we sec them strike their horses with the spur; and the 
liveliness of the narration hurries us along with them into me whirlwind 
of battle.” 

Perhaps the story of the Count dc Foix and his son, Gaston, to whom 
the King of Navarre gave a httlc bag of powder, telling him it would 
reconcile his mother and father if strewn on the latter’s meat, is the most 
terrible example in die book of the medixval savagery, which so ruthlessly 
sought its ends under the ghttering surface of this chivalrous society. The 
bag really contained a deadly poison ; and the child who tried to starve 
himself to death, when it was accidentally discovered, died unforgiven— 
by yet another accident—at the hand of his father. 

Froissart was translated in 1523 by a peat English translator of Romance, 
Lord Berners, whose gUttcring pages ‘^breathe the spirit amid the very air 
of that age of infinite variety, in wliich the knight-errant appears side by 
side with the plundering adventurer, while popular uprisings sound the 
first note of alarm to feudal oppressors.” 

Phihppe de Commines, minister of that astute monarch Louis XI of 
France, was an historian of a very different order. His book is the calm 
judicious record of the reign of his sovereign, who, by patient and cunning 
statecraft, laid the foundations of modem France. 


§7 

CHAUCER AND HIS CONTEMPORARIES 

Geoffrey Chaucer, the father of English poetry, was bom in 1340. 
We have seen how the great Greek literature was produced after the victories 
of Maratlion and Salamis, and the great Roman literature at the time of 
Rome’s supreme miUtary glory. Similarly, the first great English poetry 
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was wntten, in the age of Cr&y and Poiders, in the century of the miUtary 
triumphs of Edward III and the Black Prince. 

Chaucer’s father was a prosperous London vintner. As a young man the 
poet served with the English army in France, afterwards obtaining a small 
place at court. He was a man of considerable parts, and was first promoted 
to a good position in the Custom House, and was later sent on diplomadc 
missions to France and Italy. In Italy he met tlie poet Petrarch, and most 
certainly became acquainted with the stories in Boccaccio’s Decameron. 

Petrarch (1304-1374) and Boccaccio (1313-1375) were tlie two foremost 
Itahan writers after the death of Dante and before the Renaissance. Petrarch 
wrote both in Ladn and Italian. But it is through his Italian poetry— 
especially his love poetry, in which he immortaUsed Laura—diat he has an 
important place in Hterary history, for his somicts, canzoni, and trioiijt arc 
immortal: they consdtute “ the first record of all the secret melancholy 
of a human soul—a soul. . . possessing all die delicate sensitiveness which 
we are accustomed to regard as characteristic of modernity ” (St. John 
Lucas) : Petrarch was the precursor of Vigny and Musset and Sully Prud- 
homme in France, ofHeine, of Leopardi, and ofEliz.abcth Barrett Browning. 
Boccaccio, who was a considerable poet, is—outside Italy—remembered 
almost entirely for his prose, which exercised a Europe-wide influence. 
He wrote the Decameron between the years 1344 and 1350. He was the 
first great writer of ItaUan prose, and his stories exactly reflect die nature 
of the Italian people, its grace and elegance, its naivetd, and what is to the 
Northerner, its rather cynical coarseness. 

Chaucer had evidendy not forgotten Boccaccio’s stories when he sat 
down to write The Canterbury Tales, though he attained a far greater 
measure of realism and humanism than his Italian contemporaries. The 
Canterbury Tales begin with a prologue in wliich are described a number 
of typical English men and women of the Middle Ages, intent on making 
a pilgrimage from the Tabard Inn in Southwark to the shrine of St. Thomas 
at Canterbury—the Knight, the Prioress, the Miller, die Man of Law, the 
Parson, the Wife of Bath, and so on. Each cliaracter is sketched with 
masterly skill, and the English reader feels diat he is being introduced to 
actual men and women of liis own blood, just as he does when reading 
Shakespeare or Dickens. There was no class feeling in Merrie England ; 
die Knight of the flower of chivalry hobnobbed happily with the Miller, 
and the Parson with the Shipman. There is a vast difference between 
fourteenth and twentieth-century English, and owing to diis difference it 
is probable that Chaucer is read very Uttle nowadays. It may therefore be 
worth wliile to quote his description of the nun who was one of the pilgrims 
who Journeyed to the shrine of St. Thomas of Canterbury. The spelling 
and some of the words have an unfamiliar appearance, but there is no 
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difiiculty in understanding the lines, and if they are read aloud there is no 
chance of missing their musical cadence. 

Thcr was also a Nunne, a Prioresse, 

That of hir smylyng was ful syniple and coy 
Hire eretteste ooth was but by semt^ Loy, 

And me was clcp^d madame Eglcntyne. 

Ful weel she soong the scrvici dyvync, 

Entuned in hir nose ful semely. 

And French she ^ak ful fairc and fetisly 
After the scole of Stratford-att^-Bowe, 

For French of Parys was to hire unknowc. 

At met^ wel y-taught was she with-allc. 

She leet no morsel from hir lippes fallc, 

Ne wette hir fyngr& in hir saued dope, 

Wel koude she carie a morsel and wel kepe, 

Th 4 t no drope ne fille upon hire breste ; 

In curtesie was set ful muchel hir leste. 

Hire over-lippc wyp 4 d she so dene, 

That in hir coppe thcr was no ferthyng sene 
Of greed, when she dronken hadde liir draughtc 
Ful semdly after hir mete she raughte. 

And sikcrly she was of greet desport. 

And ful plesdunt and amyable of port, 

And peyndd hire to countrefetd chcerc 
Of Court, and been estatlich of mancrc. 

And to ben holden digne of reverence. 

But for to speken of hire conscience. 

She was so charitable and so pitous 

She woldc wepe, if that she saugh a nious 

Kaught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde. 

Of smald houndcs hadde she that she fedde 
With rosted flessh, or milk and wasted breed ; 

But soord wepte she if oon of hem were deed. 

Or if men smoot it witli a yerdd smerte ; 

And al was conscience and tended herte. 

Ful scmply hir wympul pynchdd was ; 

Hire nose tictys, hir eycn greyc as glas, 

Hir mouth ful smal and ther-to softe and reed. 

But sikerly she hadde a fair forhecd 
It was almoost a spannd brood I trowe 
For, hardily, she was nat undergrowc. 

Ful fetys was hir cloke, as I was war 
Of smal coral aboute hire arm she bar 
A peire of bedes, gauded al with grenc. 

And ther-on heng a brooch of gold ful sheene. 

On which thcr was first write a crowndd A, 

And after Amor vincit omnia. 
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It has become a common English saying tliat the average Englishman 
can speak French after the “ scole of Stratford-attd-Bowe,” and this is per¬ 
haps the only common expression of modem English diat dates back to 
the fourteenth century. Goldsmith may have taken his idea of the village 
clergyman, “ passing rich on forty pounds a year,” from Chaucer’s “ Poor 
Parson of a Town ” : 

He waited after no pompe and reverence, 

Ne maked him a spiced conscience, 

But Cristis loore, and his Apostles twelve, 

He taughte, but first he folwed it hym selve. 

After the Prologue, Chaucer relates the stories that each of the pilgrims 
tells: the Knight an old romance, the Prioress a legend of Our Lady, the 
Priest a ghost-story, and the Wife of Bath, a lady who had had as many 
husbands as the woman of Samaria, a romantic tale of Sir Gawainc and 
his bride. The stories arc in every mood—comic and sentimental, grave 
and gay, and are told with immense spirit and skill. 

Chaucer died in 1400. In his day educated people in England still spoke 
French and EngUsh, and Chaucer’s great service to English literature is that 
his success as an EngUsh poet made it impossible for any later Englishman 
to write in a language not his own. 

Contemporary with Chaucer were William Langland, the author of 
Piers Plowman, who was born in Oxfordshire in 1332 ; and John Gower, 
who died in 1408 and was buried in St. Saviour’s Church, Southwark, and 
whose Pyramus and Thisbe was acted by Nick Bottom in A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. Piers Plowman describes the misery of the common people 
caused by the ceaseless and senseless wars that ravaged Western Europe in 
Chaucer’s century, the obverse side of the glory of the third Edward. 


§8 

Malory’s morte ctarthur 

During the later centuries of the Middle Ages that heralded the Renais¬ 
sance, Europe was stirred to a joyous awakening, the immediate result of 
which was a riot of romance-writing, and by good fortune we have a book 
in our ovim language that is the sum and symbol of all this splendid activity. 
Sir Thomas Mdory’sLeAforted’ArtAMris not cxactlyanoriginalwork : itwas 
compiled in the main from French romances. These in their turn, however, 
had been based on ancient Celtic legends, so that in the Knights of the 
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Round Table are to be found a company of British heroes comparable to 
the heroes of classic myth and of the German Nibelungenlied. 

That Sir Thomas Malory was more than a translator is shown in the 
fact that the book occupies in English Uterature a position infinitely higher 
than its French originals ever held in the Uterature of France. He is said 
to have been a Warwickshire gentleman, knighted in 1445, and a Member 
of ParUament, who was taken captive in the Wars of the Roses, Le Morte 
d’Arthur being partly written in prison. The book was completed by 1470. 
It was the last important work finished before the introduction of printing, 
and one of the first printed by Caxton when he set up his press at West¬ 
minster. 

Le Morte d’Arthur is a coUection of simply written tales about Artliur, 
Launcclot, Galahad, Percival, Tristram, and other great figures, their 
loves and adventures. The book is divided into twenty-one parts, 
with an infinite number of short chapters. The first part tells legends 
of the birth and early days of Arthur. One day there suddenly appeared 
in an English churchyard a huge stone, with a sword embedded in 
an anvil. Gold letters written on the marble declared that “ Whoso 
pulleth out this sword from tliis stone and anvil is rightwise king bom of 
all England.” Arthur had been sent home from a New Year’s tournament 
to fetch his elder brother’s sword, and thinking to save himself the long 
journey by calling at the churchyard and taking the sword embedded in 
the stone, he puUed it free and thus became king of England. His accession 
entailed various adventures, including a stout battle with eleven kings and 
a great host, against which he ” did so marvellously in arms that all men 
had wonder.” 

He married tlie beautiful Guenevere, and Uved in splendid state at the 
• ity of Carleon in Wales, surrounded by hundreds of knights and beautiful 
ladies, patterns of valour, breeding, and grace to all the world. The bravest 
of the knights formed tlic king’s immediate circle, sitting with him at the 
Round Table, and “ pleasing him more than right great riches.” From 
the court of Arthur these knights went forth to all parts in search of 
adventure—to protect women, chastise oppressors, hberate the enchanted, 
enchain giants and maUcious dwarfs. To read of their exploits is to consort 
with the greatest lovers the world has known, to enter die many-towered 
cities of the dreamland of chivalry, “ where knights and dames with new 
and wondrous names go singing down the street.” There is the thrilling 
tale of Sir Gawaine and Gaheris, and how four knights fought against 
them and overcame diem, and how at the last moment their fives were 
saved at the request of four ladies : the tale of Pellinore, and how a lady 
desired help of him, and how he fought -with two knights for her and slew 
one of them at the first stroke : the tale of the Lady of the Lake, and how 
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she saved King Arthur from a mantle which should have burnt him, and 
how another lady helped La Cote Mail Tailc in his fight against a hundred 
lights by conniving at his escape : of Laiincelot’s slaughter of a knight 
“ who distressed all ladies, and also a villain that kept the bridge ” : and 
countless others in which love is often as important as valour itself. 

The life and exploits of the famous Sir Tristram are described in rich 
detail, in the middle part of Malory’s book. Tristram learned to harp, 
hawk, and hunt in France, and he makes an auspicious entry into the ranks 
of English chivalry by taunting two knights of the Round Table until 
they came at him “ as it had been thunder ” ; 

And Sir Dodinas’spear brast (broke) in sunder, but Sir Tristram smote liim with 
a mote might, that he smote him clean over the horse-croup, that nigh he had 
broken his neck. When Sir Sagramore saw his fellow fall he marvelled what 
knight he might be, and he dressed his spear with all his might, and Sir Tristram 
against him, and they came togetlier as the thunder, and there Sir Tristram smote 
Sir Sagramore a strong buffet, that he bare his horse and him to the earth, and in 
the falling he brake ms thigh. When tliis was done Sir Tristram asked tliem : 
“ Fair knights, will ye any more ? Be there no bigger knights in the court of 
King Arthur ? ” 

After this Sir Tristram had great renown in Arthur’s court, for he was 
ever ready for a “jousting ’’ or a private duel. No sooner had he saved 
Sir Palomides’s life, indeed, than the two arc in arms against each other. 
“ Have remembrance of your promise,’’ Sir Tristram says, “ that ye had 
made with me to do battle with me this day fortnight.” “ I shall not fail 
you,” says Sir Palomides, whereupon “ they mounted their horses and rode 
away together.” 

With the tale of Tristram and Iscult, the love potion, and King Mark’s 
revenge, we pass on to the Quest of the Holy Grail, or Sangrael, the cup 
used by Christ when He ordained tlie Eucharist. This sacred vessel was 
supposed to have been brought to Glastonbury by Joseph of Arimathea. 
One night while King Arthur and his court were at supper, there was a 
sudden thunder, and “ a sunbeam more clearer by seven times than ever 
they saw day,” so that all the knights were transfigured, and all the liall 
was “ fulfilled with good odours, and every knight had such meats and 
drinks as he best loved in this world.” The Holy Grail itself had entered 
among them, covered with white samite. None saw it, nor who carried 
it. Then as swiftly it departed, and “ they wist not where it became ” ; 
whereupon Sir Gawaine and the knights vowed to go in search of it. 
Miraculous are the happenings which follow, and in the story a new nobility 
is grafted on to the mingled pathos and comedy of the earUcr pages. 

Moving majestically by way of Sir Galahad, Sir Bors, and Sir Lionel, 
the narrative reaches its tragic ending, the inevitable issue of the guilty 
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loves of Launcelot and Guenevere, the wife of the king, encompassing the 
death of the deceived King Arthur because, for him, there was no longer 
“ trust for to trust in. For I vdll into the Vale of Avilion to heal me of my 
grievous wound. And if thou hear never more of me, pray for my soul.” 

Though he sinned and was punished, Launcelot remains the ided figure 
of chivalry, heightened by the devotion of the lovely Elaine, who died 
for unrequited love of him. Sir Ector’s speech over his wasted body is 
perhaps tne finest passage in the story : 

" Ah, Launcelot,” he said, " thou wert head of all Christian knights, and 
now, I dare say,” said Sir Ector, “ thou Sir Launcelot, there thou liest, that thou 
wert never matched of earthly knight’s hand. And thou wert the courteous 
knight that ever bare shield. And thou wert the truest friend to thy lover that 
ever bestrad horse. And thou wert the truest lover of a sinful man that ever 
loved woman. And thou wert the kindest man that ever struck with sword. 
And thou wert the goodliest person that ever came among press of knights. 
And thou wert die meekest man and the gendest that ever ate in hall among 
ladies. And thou wert the sternest knight to thy mortal foe that ever put spear 
in the rest.” 

Linked with the Arthurian legends are the stories in the Mabinogion, 
a collection of Welsh legends from The Red Book of Hergest. These were 
translated into English by Lady Charlotte Guest and first published between 
1839 and 1849. The stories they contain are not those of the continental 
Arthurian cycle; and, moreover, there are many other distinctively 
Welsh legends in this greatest of all Welsh prose works. 

Welsh hterature, however, is chiefly remarkable for its wealth of poetry, 
especially love poetry. The oldest belongs to the ninth century. The 
Book of Aneirin, of the early thirteenth century, is an important source book 
with batde and love poetry. Another is The Book of Taliessen. During 
the twelfth and thirteenth centuries the Court poets further cultivated 
this type of poetry, expressed with terseness and great metrical skill, cul¬ 
minating in the love and nature poetry of Dafydd ab Gwilym, who was 
followed by many imitators. 

The Eisteddfod, or election of the Bards, dating from perhaps the 
sixth century, gready encouraged Welsh poetry. The ceremony died out 
for centuries, but was revived in 1798. 

We have seen how the Greek myths supplied the plots of the Athenian 
tragedies and were repeated by the Roman poets. We have noted how the 
German myths have been used by the greatest of German creative artists. 
Similarly tne story told by Malory has inspired many English writers. 
Spenser’s Faerie Queene owes much to it, and although we have no evidence 
that Shakespeare even read it, we know that Milton was contemplating 
an Arthurian epic in 1639. Tennyson in “ The Idylls of the King,” Swin- 
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bume in “ Tristram of Lyonessc,” Morris in “ The Defence of Giicnevere ” 
and several other poems, and Matthew Arnold in “ Tristram and Iseult,” 
were all moved to write great poetry by Te Morte I Arthur ; Maurice 
Hewlett and otliers drew on it for romantic novels. 

No record of mediaeval English literature would be complete without 
reference to the two poems written in the second half of the fourteenth 
century by a poet whose name we do not know ; “ The Pearl ” and “ Sir 
Gawayne and the Green Knight.” “ Pearl ” is allegoricai, and somewhat 
artificial in its regular metre and alliterative structure, and is probably an 
elegiac poem lamenting the loss of a beloved child. “ Sir Gawayne " is a 
much freer poem, a delightful picture of romantic mediajval life at the court 
of King Arthur. Descriptions of dress, customs, and scenery are alike 
charming, and one description of a foxhunt alone marks this too little 
known poem as a definite part of our heritage of great poetry. Although 
we know nothing definite of tlie author it is fairly certain that he belongs 
to the Lancashire-Cheshire region. 

One other poet of transition between medi.xval and renaissance is John 
Skelton (? 1460-1529) who in the reign of Henry VIII, whose tutor he had 
been, wrote satirical verse against the great Wolsey, verse of charm such as 
the “ Phyllyp Sparowe ” and ribald low-hfe pieces such as the “ Tunnyng 
of Elynour Runamyng.” He made brilliant use of a short line metre. 
An East AngUan, his fame has been revived at the Aldeburgh Festival. 

§9 

FRANCOIS VILLON, POET AND THIEF 

The literary history of tlie Middle Ages finishes with Francois Villon, 
the unlucky French poet-thief, who was bom in 1431. He was a robber 
and a murderer, his life was spent in the vile Alsatias of Paris, he was 
frequendy imprisoned, only escaping execution as if by a miracle, and at 
the end he vanished from the scene no one knows how or where. The 
date of his death b unrecorded, the place of hb burial unknown ; he b 
believed to have died in Poitou, about the year 1485. 

Hb first work was The Little Testament (a single poem); hb master¬ 
piece was The Big Testament (or Will), written in 1461 and consisting of 
ballades and rondeaux. 

Villon took the old French poetic forms, the Rondeau, the Rondel, 
and the Ballade, and gave them new life and new beauty. Hb verse is 
instinct with melancholy. He mocks at hfe, he boasts of his sins, but he 
writes all the time in the shadow of the gallows, and fear of the horror of 
death never leaves him. He seems to epitombe the pain and fear of the 
Middle Ages as Dante epitomises their ideab, and Chaucer their laughter. 
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Villon’s poetry stands as an oasis in the desert of French literature pre¬ 
ceding him (dreary, long-winded stuff, for the most part), and following 
him (artificial conceits and prettinesses) imtil the arrive (1549) of Ronsard 
and Du Bellay. His place in literature and the manner of his work have 
been brilliantly summarised by St.John Lucas, thus : “ He came at the most 
unlikely period, he wrote in the most outworn forms. . . . Yet he has 
none of the affectations of the ballade-writers, his poems are amazingly 
original and vivid ; he is eloquent, gay, cynical, pious, scurrilous, and 
remorseful in turn, and yet never gives us the impression that he is posturing. 
His predecessors had but one mood, and it was insincere. He has a hundred, 
but he is convincing in every one of them.” 
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bume in “ Tristram of Lyonessc,” Morris in “ The Defence of Giicnevere ” 
and several other poems, and Matthew Arnold in “ Tristram and Iseult,” 
were all moved to write great poetry by Te Morte I Arthur ; Maurice 
Hewlett and otliers drew on it for romantic novels. 

No record of mediaeval English literature would be complete without 
reference to the two poems written in the second half of the fourteenth 
century by a poet whose name we do not know ; “ The Pearl ” and “ Sir 
Gawayne and the Green Knight.” “ Pearl ” is allegoricai, and somewhat 
artificial in its regular metre and alliterative structure, and is probably an 
elegiac poem lamenting the loss of a beloved child. “ Sir Gawayne " is a 
much freer poem, a delightful picture of romantic mediajval life at the court 
of King Arthur. Descriptions of dress, customs, and scenery are alike 
charming, and one description of a foxhunt alone marks this too little 
known poem as a definite part of our heritage of great poetry. Although 
we know nothing definite of tlie author it is fairly certain that he belongs 
to the Lancashire-Cheshire region. 

One other poet of transition between medi.xval and renaissance is John 
Skelton (? 1460-1529) who in the reign of Henry VIII, whose tutor he had 
been, wrote satirical verse against the great Wolsey, verse of charm such as 
the “ Phyllyp Sparowe ” and ribald low-hfe pieces such as the “ Tunnyng 
of Elynour Runamyng.” He made brilliant use of a short line metre. 
An East AngUan, his fame has been revived at the Aldeburgh Festival. 

§9 

FRANCOIS VILLON, POET AND THIEF 

The literary history of tlie Middle Ages finishes with Francois Villon, 
the unlucky French poet-thief, who was bom in 1431. He was a robber 
and a murderer, his life was spent in the vile Alsatias of Paris, he was 
frequendy imprisoned, only escaping execution as if by a miracle, and at 
the end he vanished from the scene no one knows how or where. The 
date of his death b unrecorded, the place of hb burial unknown ; he b 
believed to have died in Poitou, about the year 1485. 

Hb first work was The Little Testament (a single poem); hb master¬ 
piece was The Big Testament (or Will), written in 1461 and consisting of 
ballades and rondeaux. 

Villon took the old French poetic forms, the Rondeau, the Rondel, 
and the Ballade, and gave them new life and new beauty. Hb verse is 
instinct with melancholy. He mocks at hfe, he boasts of his sins, but he 
writes all the time in the shadow of the gallows, and fear of the horror of 
death never leaves him. He seems to epitombe the pain and fear of the 
Middle Ages as Dante epitomises their ideab, and Chaucer their laughter. 
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THE RENAISSANCE 
§i 

THE NEW LEARNING 

R enaissance means rebirth. The epoch of European history that 
is known as the Renaissance was the period of the revival of learning, 
k^with the consequent impetus to literature and art, that occurred in the 
fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. For six hundred years after the death of 
St. Augustine, Europe was enveloped in a mist of intellectual darkness, the 
ancient classic learning being preserved in only a few monasteries. The 
dawn came slowly, with the magnificent conception of the wonders of 
life to be found in Dante, with the joy of living so evident in Chaucer. 
With the Renaissance, the sun burst forth in fresh glory and revealed itself 
in the development of ideas and in new-found beauty of expression. The 
causes of the awakening can be only summarised here. The capture of 
Constantinople by the Turks in 1453 was followed by the exodus of Greek 
scholars to Italy, carrying with them the knowledge of Greek literature 
that the west of Europe had almost entirely lost. A century earlier the 
Italians had learned from the Moors to make paper, and, most important 
of all, the first printing press was set up at Mainz in Germany, ten years 
before the fall of Constantinople. In 1492 Columbus discovered America, 
and men began to have an entirely new idea of the world. Social, political, 
and religious ideas were revolutionised, and the spirit of inquiry and in- 
tellectuu activity heralded the Reformation. There is no more happy 
coincidence in the history of the world than that the new learning and me 
printing press, the new way of propagating learning, came to Europe almost 
at the same moment. 

Because of its nearness to Greece and because of its inheritance of the 
Roman tradition, the Renaissance began in Italy, and it was there that 
“ man began to turn from the mediaevd preoccupation with death, to raise 
his eyes from long dwelling on the grave, and to rejoice in the dear life of 
earth and the glory of this beautiful world.” To quote Symonds, “ Florence 
borrowed her light from Athens, as the moon shines with rays reflected 
from the sun.” The Italian scholars turned their attention to rescuing the 
classical manuscripts from a mouldering death. Translations were made 
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bume in “ Tristram of Lyonessc,” Morris in “ The Defence of Giicnevere ” 
and several other poems, and Matthew Arnold in “ Tristram and Iseult,” 
were all moved to write great poetry by Te Morte I Arthur ; Maurice 
Hewlett and otliers drew on it for romantic novels. 

No record of mediaeval English literature would be complete without 
reference to the two poems written in the second half of the fourteenth 
century by a poet whose name we do not know ; “ The Pearl ” and “ Sir 
Gawayne and the Green Knight.” “ Pearl ” is allegoricai, and somewhat 
artificial in its regular metre and alliterative structure, and is probably an 
elegiac poem lamenting the loss of a beloved child. “ Sir Gawayne " is a 
much freer poem, a delightful picture of romantic mediajval life at the court 
of King Arthur. Descriptions of dress, customs, and scenery are alike 
charming, and one description of a foxhunt alone marks this too little 
known poem as a definite part of our heritage of great poetry. Although 
we know nothing definite of tlie author it is fairly certain that he belongs 
to the Lancashire-Cheshire region. 

One other poet of transition between medi.xval and renaissance is John 
Skelton (? 1460-1529) who in the reign of Henry VIII, whose tutor he had 
been, wrote satirical verse against the great Wolsey, verse of charm such as 
the “ Phyllyp Sparowe ” and ribald low-hfe pieces such as the “ Tunnyng 
of Elynour Runamyng.” He made brilliant use of a short line metre. 
An East AngUan, his fame has been revived at the Aldeburgh Festival. 
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FRANCOIS VILLON, POET AND THIEF 

The literary history of tlie Middle Ages finishes with Francois Villon, 
the unlucky French poet-thief, who was bom in 1431. He was a robber 
and a murderer, his life was spent in the vile Alsatias of Paris, he was 
frequendy imprisoned, only escaping execution as if by a miracle, and at 
the end he vanished from the scene no one knows how or where. The 
date of his death b unrecorded, the place of hb burial unknown ; he b 
believed to have died in Poitou, about the year 1485. 

Hb first work was The Little Testament (a single poem); hb master¬ 
piece was The Big Testament (or Will), written in 1461 and consisting of 
ballades and rondeaux. 

Villon took the old French poetic forms, the Rondeau, the Rondel, 
and the Ballade, and gave them new life and new beauty. Hb verse is 
instinct with melancholy. He mocks at hfe, he boasts of his sins, but he 
writes all the time in the shadow of the gallows, and fear of the horror of 
death never leaves him. He seems to epitombe the pain and fear of the 
Middle Ages as Dante epitomises their ideab, and Chaucer their laughter. 
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in 1553. The Frenchman Rabelais, the Spaniard Cervantes, and the English¬ 
man Shakespeare, are without question the three giants of the Renaissance. 
The Renaissance was a period of intense life following a period of stagna¬ 
tion, an age of learning, optimism, and courage. Its spirit finds triumphant 
expression in the two great books of Rabelais, Gargantua and Pantagruel. 

Francois Rabelais was bom at Chinon in the province of Touraine in 
southern France. Very little is known about his youth, though it is said 
that his father was either an apothecary or an innkeeper. He took priest’s 
orders in 1511, and for a year or two prior to that date and until 1524 he 
was a Franciscan monk, living in tlic monastery of Fontcnay le Comte. 
Afterwards he became a Benedictine, and in 1530 he gave up his monk’s 
habit to be a secular priest. He died on April 9, 1553. There are many 
legends about Rabelais’s death-bed. He is said to have exclaimed : “ The 
farce is finished ” and “ I am going to seek the great perhaps.” But all 
these stories are probably apocryphal. 

The Renaissance was, in a sense, a rebellion against the domination of 
a narrow, ignorant, monastical tyranny. Rabelais was a monk for over 
thirty years. He had an intimate knowledge of the abuses of tlie sheltered 
hfe, and he laughed at monks, and be it added, at most other people and 
things of his time, with whole-hearted laughter. Professor Samtsbury 
insists that Rabelais “ neither sneers nor rages.” He is a sort of sixteenth- 
century Charles Dickens, “ a humorist pure and simple, feehng often in 
earnest, thinking almost always in jest.” Gargantua and Pantagruel are 
hard books to read. They are extremely obscene, though really not more 
so than other Utcraturc of the period, and Professor Saintsbury is perfectly 
justified in pointing out that the coarseness is open and natural and far less 
revolting than “ the sniggering indecency wliich disgraces men like Pope, 
Uke Voltaire, and like Sterne.’ 

His book is an orgy of words written in whirUng sentences. He antici¬ 
pated the love of fine-sounding words of Mr. Wells’s Mr. Polly. The in¬ 
tention of Gargantua and Pantagruel is to preach the gospel of PantagrueUsm, 
which teaches that only by humour and laughter can the world be cleaned 
and saved. Pantagruelism is a good and a true gospel preached by many 
another great man since the days of the great French laughing philosopher. 
As proof that Rabelais could be simple and unaffected, and that he has 
been grossly Ubelled when he has been described as nothing but a “ dirty 
old blackguard,” one may quote die following paragraphs from the 
descripdon of the life of the monks and nuns in the abbey of Theleme 
in the translation by Sir Thomas Urquhart: 

All their life was spent not in laws, statutes, or rules, but according to their 
own free ivill and pleasure. They rose out of dieir beds when they thought 
good ; they did cat, drink, labour, sleep, when they had a mind to it, and were 
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bume in “ Tristram of Lyonessc,” Morris in “ The Defence of Giicnevere ” 
and several other poems, and Matthew Arnold in “ Tristram and Iseult,” 
were all moved to write great poetry by Te Morte I Arthur ; Maurice 
Hewlett and otliers drew on it for romantic novels. 

No record of mediaeval English literature would be complete without 
reference to the two poems written in the second half of the fourteenth 
century by a poet whose name we do not know ; “ The Pearl ” and “ Sir 
Gawayne and the Green Knight.” “ Pearl ” is allegoricai, and somewhat 
artificial in its regular metre and alliterative structure, and is probably an 
elegiac poem lamenting the loss of a beloved child. “ Sir Gawayne " is a 
much freer poem, a delightful picture of romantic mediajval life at the court 
of King Arthur. Descriptions of dress, customs, and scenery are alike 
charming, and one description of a foxhunt alone marks this too little 
known poem as a definite part of our heritage of great poetry. Although 
we know nothing definite of tlie author it is fairly certain that he belongs 
to the Lancashire-Cheshire region. 

One other poet of transition between medi.xval and renaissance is John 
Skelton (? 1460-1529) who in the reign of Henry VIII, whose tutor he had 
been, wrote satirical verse against the great Wolsey, verse of charm such as 
the “ Phyllyp Sparowe ” and ribald low-hfe pieces such as the “ Tunnyng 
of Elynour Runamyng.” He made brilliant use of a short line metre. 
An East AngUan, his fame has been revived at the Aldeburgh Festival. 

§9 

FRANCOIS VILLON, POET AND THIEF 

The literary history of tlie Middle Ages finishes with Francois Villon, 
the unlucky French poet-thief, who was bom in 1431. He was a robber 
and a murderer, his life was spent in the vile Alsatias of Paris, he was 
frequendy imprisoned, only escaping execution as if by a miracle, and at 
the end he vanished from the scene no one knows how or where. The 
date of his death b unrecorded, the place of hb burial unknown ; he b 
believed to have died in Poitou, about the year 1485. 

Hb first work was The Little Testament (a single poem); hb master¬ 
piece was The Big Testament (or Will), written in 1461 and consisting of 
ballades and rondeaux. 

Villon took the old French poetic forms, the Rondeau, the Rondel, 
and the Ballade, and gave them new life and new beauty. Hb verse is 
instinct with melancholy. He mocks at hfe, he boasts of his sins, but he 
writes all the time in the shadow of the gallows, and fear of the horror of 
death never leaves him. He seems to epitombe the pain and fear of the 
Middle Ages as Dante epitomises their ideab, and Chaucer their laughter. 
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Montaigne was a Catholic. Nevertheless, “ it is a peevish infirtnitie, 
for a man to thinke himselfe so firmely grounded, as to perswade himselfc, 
that the contraric may not be believed.” He hated fanaticism. He hated 
cruelty and loathed me horrors of punishment in liis day. His humani- 
tarianism, indeed, would have been on a high level to-day : 

As for me, I could never so much as endure, without remorse and griefe, 
to sec a poorc, sillie, and innocent beast pursued and killed, which is hanmesse 
and void of defence, and of whom we receive no offence at all. And as it com¬ 
monly hapneth, that when the Stag begins to be embost, and finds his strength to 
fade him, having no other remedie left him, doth yeeld and bequeath himselfe 
into us that pursue him, with tearcs suing to us for mcrcie. 

With blood from throat, and tcares from eyes. 

It seemes that he for pitie cryes, 

was ever a grievous spectacle unto me. I seldom take any beast alive, but I give 
him his libcrtic. Pythagoras was wont to buy fishes of fishers, and birds of 
fowlers to set them free againc. 

From the volume of liis wisdom we select the following characteristic 
passages : 

Fear. Such as are in continuall feare to lose tlieir goods, to be banished, 
or to be subdued, live in uncessant agonie and languor ; and thereby often 
lose both their drinking, their eating, and their rest. Whereas the poore, the 
banished, and seely servants, live often as carelessly and as pleasantly as the other. 

Constancy. The reputation and worth of a man consisted! in his heart and 
will: dicrcin consists true honour: Constancie is valour, not of armes and 
legs, but of minde and courage : it consisteth not in the spirit and courage of 
our horse, nor of our armes, but in ours. 

Glory. Of all the follies of the world, the most univcrsall, and of most men 
received, is the care of reputation, and studie of glorie, to which we are so 
wedded, that we neglect, and cast-off riches, friends, repose, life and health 
(goods cffectuall and substantial!) to follow that vaine image, and idlie-simplc 
voice, which hadi neither body, nor hold-fast. 

For Montaigne the whole law and the prophets was summarised in 
the sentence; “ The greatest thing of the world is for a man to know 
how to be his ownc.” 

But the French Renaissance was not confined to prose : renaissance in 
literature is so vernal, so lively, so joyous that it inevitably expresses itself, 
not necessarily at its most powerful, but certainly at its freshest and most 
spontaneous, in verse. 

Pierre de Ronsard (1524-1585) and the rest of the Pleiade group—next 
after Ronsard in importance is Joachim du Bellay (1525-1560) ; and after 
him, Rdmi Belleau (1528-1577), the author of a few memorably, delight¬ 
fully exquisite lyrics—had, as their poetic manifesto. The Defence and 
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chivalry.” There could he no need to explode wliat no longer existed. Besides, 
Cervantes himself was a man of the most sanguine and entliusiastic tempera¬ 
ment ; and even through the carved and battered figure of the knight the ^irit 
of chivalry shines out with undiminisbcd lustre; as if the author had half- 
designed to revive the example of past ages, and once more “ witch the world 
with noble horsemanship.” 

Miguel de Cervantes died on the same day as Shakespeare in the year 
i6i6. He was bom in 1547, and he lived the adventurous life of a typical 
Spaniard of his century. He fought at the famous sea-batde of Lepanto, 
in which Don Jolm of Austria, with a fleet of twenty-four Spanish sliips, 
defeated the Turks. During the battle Cervantes received three gunshot 
wounds, one of which permanently maimed his left hand, “ for the greater 
glory of the right,” as he himself said. Four years afterwards he was taken 
prisoner by the Barbary Corsairs, and was kept as a slave in Algiers until 
the year 1580. From that time onwards Cervantes earned an insufficient 
living as a writer and a petty government official. He was always very 
poor. He was more than once imprisoned, and the first part of Don 
Quixote was probably written in a prison cell. This first part was published 
in 1605. It had an immediate success, and several pirated translations, 
from wliich, of course, the author received nothing, appeared during the 
next few years, both in French and in Enghsh. The second part of Don 
Quixote was pubUshed in 1615. Don Quixote gives the reader, as has been 
well said, a brilliant panorama of Spanish society as it existed during the 
sixteenth century. To quote Fitzmaurice-Kelly : 

Nobles, knights, poets, courtly gentlemen, priests, traders, farmers, barbers, 
muleteers, scullions, and convicts; accomplished ladies, impassioned damsels, 
Moorish beauties, simple-hearted country girls and kindly kitchen-wenches of 
questionable mor^s—all these arc presented with die genial fidelity which comes 
of sympadictic insight. The immediate vogue of Don Quixote was due chiefly 
to its variety of incident, to its wealth of comedy bordering on farce, and perhaps, 
also, to its keen thrusts at eminent contemporaries ; its reticent pathos, its large 
humanity, and its penetrating criticisms of life were less speedily appreciated. 

There is the same charm in the diverse characters of Don Quixote as 
there is in the characters of The Canterbury Tales. And tlic note of the 
masterpiece is an understanding humanism which was not only the brightest 
quahty of tiie Renaissance but is die characteristic of all really great 
literature. In telling die story of Don Qui.xote, Cervantes came to laugh 
and remained to pray. Don Quixote himself, “ nigh fifty years of age, 
of a hale and strong complexion, lean bodied and thin faced, an early riser, 
and a lover of hunting,” astride liis steed Rozinante, so thin that its bones 
“ stuck out like the corners of a Spanish reel,” is a figure of fun. His adora¬ 
tion of his Dulcinea is ridiculous. His servant Sancho Panza is a glutton 

i<X> 



THE RENAISSANCE 


and a liar. Yet long before one has read Don Quixote to the end the knight 
has become the real hero of a genuine human romance, and Cervantes has dis¬ 
covered, what Dickens discovered when he created Mr. Toots and Captain 
Cuttle, that to be weak-minded is often to be large-hearted, and that the 
foolish are often more worthy of admiration than the wise. The knight 
never fails in chivalry, and his faith is unshakable. One of the most famous 
incidents in the story occurs when Don Quixote couches liis lance and 
charges a windmill. When he first caught sight of the windmills he was 
vasdy excited. 

“ Fortune,” cried he, “ directs our affairs better than we ourselves could 
have wished : look yonder, friend Sanclio, there arc at least thirty outrageous 
giants whom I intend to encounter ; and, having deprived them of life, we svill 
begin to enrich ourselves with their spoils ; for they arc lawful prize ; and the 
extirpation of that cursed brood will be an acceptable service to heaven.” 

When the knight’s lance is broken into shivers and he and his horse are 
hurled away, his faith remains unshaken. “ That cursed necromancer 
Freston,” he said, “ has transformed these giants into windmills to deprive 
me of the honour of victorv.” The faitli that can remove mountains 
must be a faith that can turn bard facts into thrilling romances. And only 
the man with a great heart ever had tlie audacity to tilt at windmills. 

Sancho Panza, for all Ids gluttony and selfishness, is a good-natured 
and faithful servant, and it may be that when Dickens attached Sara Weller 
to Mr. Pickwick he had Sancho in mind. Sancho Panza is shrewd enough 
to see through his master, but because he can see through him he can see 
what is in him, and his master’s great heart commands his servant’s affection. 

Cervantes gave the world one of its greatest and noblest figures— 
sanguine and enthusiastic, ennobled by his very illusions, graced with true 
dignity, even in the most undignified situations—always entirely lovable. 

As Shakespeare, who died in the same year as Cervantes, had great 
contemporaries and successors, so had Cervantes—tliough in the genres of 
poetry and drama. 

First, however, two men that came before him : Garcilaso de la Vega 
(1503-1536) and Fray Luis dc Leon (1528-1591), poets botli; the former, 
Italianate, derivative, yet fluent and exuberant; the latter a priest, yet gently 
pessimistic, melancholy, with true fire and genius beneath the restraint— 
famous in his lifetime as a mystical prose-writer. 

Then two writers who were rather dramatists than poets : Lope de Vega 
(1562-1635) and Pedro Calderon de la Barca (i6oo-i68i)—Calderon, for 
short. Both were extraordinarily prolific dramatists. Lope de Vega was 
by nature a poet, yet he chose drama, in which he achieved everlasting 
fame ; Calderon was much less of a poet, and ” when he died, poetry seemed 
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to have died with him ” (J. Fitzmaurice-Kelly) for well over a century 
and a half. Calderon was a greater dramatist than Lope de Vega. 

Turning back a little in time, we have Luis de Gongora (1561-1637) 
and Francisco de Quevedo y Villegas (Quevedo, for short: 1580-1645), 
the former only a poet, though a great one, the latter a writer talented in 
other genres also. As Lope de Vega and Calderon exercised much influence 
on European drama, so Gongora very considerably influenced European 
poetry. He was vigorous and brilliant, his vene moved fluently, rapidly; 
less happily, perhaps, he developed a puzzling, enigmatic preciosity—a 
manner that came to be known as Gongorism. Quevedo, on the other 
hand, wrote “ powerful verse surcharged with mordant cynicism or patriotic 
indignation ” (Fitzmaurice-Kelly). 

In Spain, as in France, as in Germany until c. 1770, and as in England 
until c. 1780, the eighteenth century was a very bad period for poetry. 
Three poets, however, may be mentioned : N. de Moratin (1737-1780), 
J. M. Valdes (1754-1817), and M. J. Quintana (1772-1857), the last an un¬ 
convincing link with the Romantic poets, the real link being the Duque 
(Duke) de Rivas (1791-1865), who brought to the Spanish theatre the 
manner of the French Romantics. (The Spanish Romantics are treated 
elsewhere—Chapter XXXV, last section.) 

In 1580-1660, Spain produced an astonishing number of picaresque 
noveb (short: \vhat the French call contes) and stories—tales of beggars, 
criminals, shady adventurers. Lively and realistic, they exercised a consider¬ 
able influence in England, Italy, and France; tlie Frenchman, Le Sage, 
was the most notable of the imitators—indeed, he outdid his masters. 

Here can be conveniently placed a brief mention of the most famous 
of Portuguese writers: Luis de Camoens (1524 ?-i58o), author of that 
celebrated epic. The Lusiad (1573). Dealing ostensibly with Vasco da 
Gama’s historic voyage, made at the end of the fifteenth century, it con¬ 
stitutes, in reality, a poetic paean to Portugal and its history. In addition 
to writing several plays, he led an adventurous and somewhat disorderly 
life, travelled considerably, saw much service (during which he lost an eye) 
as a soldier, and died of the plague. There exists an English translation 
(1880) of his complete works, as well as renderings of selections from his 
work. He was a fluent, melodious, eloquent writer. 


§5 

ERASMUS AND THOMAS MORE 


The Renaissance saw the two great movements which more than any¬ 
thing else, more even than the French Revolution, have moulded the course 
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of European history, the Reformation and the coiinter-Refotmation. The 
Reformation occurred almost immediately after the invention of printing, 
and it was natural that the bitter controversy between tlic reformers and 
the adherents of the old faith should have led to the publication of a vast 
polemical Hterature. Books dealing with the religious and theological 
difficulties of bygone generations do not make exciting reading, and cannot 
be regarded as of any great literary importance. One, however, of the 
sixteenth-century theologians was a great scholar and a great writer. He 
was the Dutchman, Erasmus, the friend of Sir Thomas More, the author 
of Utopia, of Cardinal Wolsey, and of Dean Colet, whose enthusiasm for 
education and the new learning made him the founder of St. Paul’s Scliool, 
London. At the beginning of tlie Renaissance there was, perhaps, a greater 
enthusiasm for learning than there has been at any other time in European 
liistory, and of all the learned men in Renaissance Europe, Erasmus was 
notoriously the most learned. Popes, emperors, and kings conspired to 
do him honour. 

Erasmus was one of the last great European writers who wrote in Latin. 
He was a voluminous author, and perhaps to modem readers his most 
interesting book is The Praise of Folly, which was reprinted more than 
seven times in the course of a few months. In The Praise of Folly Erasmus 
satirises “ the student for liis sickly look, die grammarian for his self- 
satisfacdon, the philosopher for his quibbling, the sportsman for his love 
of butchery, the superstitious for liis belief in die virtue of images and 
shrines.” 

Sir Thomas More, with whose writings the Renaissance may be said 
to have begun in England, was bom nearly a hundred yean earlier than 
Shakespeare, and was the contemporary of Ariosto, Macliiavelli, and 
Rabelais. More was a great lawyer (a Lord Chancellor ui die reign of 
Henry VIII), a scholar, and a man of wide culture and appreciation. He 
was the intimate friend of Dean Colet, of Erasmus, and of the Dutch 
painter Holbein, who Uved for a while in his house at Chelsea. He 
was a wit and a man of conscience and cliaractcr, who lost great place 
and finally his life rather than agree to the Act of Supremacy, wliich 
made Henry VIH the supreme head of the English Church, declaring 
that “ there are things which no Parliament can do—no Parliament 
can make a law that God shall not be God.” It is an interesting fact 
that this great Renaissance scholar should have been beatified by Pope 
Leo XIII in 1886 and should now live in Church history as the Blessed 
Thomas More. 

Thomas More was fascinated by the new learning in his early vouth, 
and he was one of the first Englishmen to learn to read Greek. His famous 
book Utopia, which inspired Bacon’s The New Atlantis and many another 
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dream of the future, and which has given an expressive adjective to the 
English language, was obviously based on Plato’s Republic. It is impossible 
to understand the spirit of the Renaissance unless one remembers that it 
was the age of the discovery of new countries, as well as of the discovery 
of tile joy of old books; the age of great voyagers as well as of great poets. 
The strange new continent of America had been discovered, and it was 
natural for a Renaissance tiiinker, weary of old abuses, and longing for a 
more rational and more kindly society, to imagine this existence of a far¬ 
away island, a Utopia, where men should live together in happiness and 
content. More followed Erasmus in writing his Utopia in Latin. It was 
first published in 1516 at Louvain. A second edition was issued in Paris 
in 1517, and a third edition at Basle in 1518. The first English translation, 
by Ralph Robinson, was published in 1551. Mark Pattison says that in 
the Utopia More “ not only denounced the ordinary vices of power, but 
evinced an enlightenment of sentiment which went far beyond the most 
statesmanlike ideas to be found among his contemporaries, pronouncing 
not merely for toleration, but rising even to the philosophic conception 
of the indifference of religious creed.” 

In Utopia, More described an imaginary island republic, the home of 
a people living an ideal life. 

Among the other important prose-writings of Renaissance England 
were Richard Hakluyt’s Voyages, the literary result of tlie age of Drake 
and his fellow-adventurers, and John Lyly’s Euphues, an example of 
over-coloured and highly artificial writing, fashionable at a time 
when men were just beginning to realise the full beauty of their 
own language. 


§6 

SPENSER AND HIS CONTEMPORARIES 

The spirit of adventure, the joy of beauty, the new knowledge of ancient 
Greek and Renaissance Italian poetry were the influences to which Eliza¬ 
bethan poetry owed its character. The Elizabethan poet was a courtier. 
The Virgin Queen, herself no mean scholar, was the patron of letters, and 
the almost idolatrous regard that poets like Edmund Spenser and Philip 
Sidney had for her is clearly indicated in Charles Kingsley’s Westward Ho I 
The history of modem English poetry begins years before the accession 
of Elizabeth with Sir Thomas Wyatt and the Earl of Surrey, both of whom 
lost their lives on the scaffold during the tyranny of Henry VIII. Wyatt 
was the first poet to write a sonnet in the Engli^ language. In addition 
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to sonnets, Wyatt wrote songs, madrigals, and elegies, and Iris pretty talent 
may be gathered from his “ The Lover’s Appeal ” : 

And wilt thou leave me thus. 

That hath given thee my heart 
Never for to depart 
Neither for pain nor smart; 

And wilt thou leave me thus ? 

Say nay ! say nay ! 

And wilt tliou leave me thus. 

And have no more pity 
Of him that loveth thee ? 

Alas ! thy cruelty ! 

And wilt thou leave me thus ? 

Say nay ! say nay ! 

Wyatt and his contemporary, Surrey, were the forerunners of Sidney 
and Spenser. Sir Philip Sidney is one of the most fascinating figures in 
English literary history—poet, scholar, traveller, and soldier. His Arcadia 
is a prose romance something in tlie manner of William Morris. His 
Apology for Poetry is an interesting apology of a poet for his art. His 
Astrophel and Stella is a series of sonnets relating the poet’s own sad love- 
story, overcolourcd at times, but always sincere. Here is the first sonnet 
of the series : 

Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show, 

That she, dear site, might take some pleasure of my pain,— 

Pleasure might cause her read, reading might make her know,— 
Knowledge might pity win, and pity grace obtain,— 

I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe. 

Studying inventions fine her wits to entertain ; 

Oft turning others’ leaves to see if thence would flow 
Some fresh and fruitful flower upon my sunburned brain. 

But words came halting forth. . . . 

Biting my truant pen, beating myself for spite. 

“ Fool,” said my muse to me, “ look in thy heart and write.” 

Edmund Spenser, the author of The Faerie Qtieene, was born in London 
in 1552. 

Merry London, my most kindly nurse. 

That to me gave this life’s first native source. 

He was educated at Merchant Taylors’ School and Pembroke HaU, Cam¬ 
bridge, and while he was quite a boy be translated Petrarch into English 
verse. His first volume of poetry. The Shepherd’s Calendar, was published 
in 1579 and dedicated to Philip Sidney. In 1580 Spenser was appointed 
Secretary to the Lord Deputy of Ireland, and most of the rest of his life 
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was spent in that country. He was concerned in the Elizabethan repressions, 
and in his View of the State of Ireland he elaborated a vigorous policy for 
bringing the Irish to heel that in after years commended itself to Cromwell. 
Spenser was meanly treated by the queen, and Ben Jonson declares that he 
died of starvation in 1599. He was buried near Chaucer in Westminster 
Abbey. His great work, The Faerie Queene, was written in Ireland. 
It is an elaborate series of allegories extremely difficult to understand, in 
which the poet set out to describe the character and training of an English¬ 
man. The poem abounds in the manner of Ariosto with brave Imights 
and fearsome dragons. Its value as literature depends on the charm of the 
verse, the variety of the imagery, and the abounding sense of beauty. 
Charles Lamb describes Spenser as “ the poets’ poet,” and Milton, Dryden, 
Pope, and Keats have acclaimed him their master. 

Although Spenser’s touch is sometimes indecisive he has often vivid 
pictures in The Faerie Queene —as that of the knight peering into the 
den of the monster by the light of his own gleaming mail; of Fury, chained 
in iron, vdth eyes that flashed sparkles, gnawing his ruddy beard ; of 
Mammon in his armour of rusted iron and dull gold, counting his hoard 
of coins ; or of tlie little fountain in the Bower of Bliss where the golden- 
haired girls were bathing. Some of the most attractive writing is found in 
the “ Epithalamion ” : 

Wake now, my love, awake ! for it is time ; 

The Rosy Mom long since left Tithones bed, 

All ready to her silver coche to clyme ; 

And Pheebus gins to show his glorious hed. 

Hark ! how the chcercfull birds do chauiit dieyr laies 
And Carroll of Loves praise. 

Tlie merry Larke hir mattins sings aloft; 

The Thrush replyes ; the Mavis descant playes : 

The Ouzell shrills ; the Ruddock warbles soft; 

So goodly all agree, witli sweet consent. 

To this dayes merriment. 

Ah ! my dccre love, why doe ye slcepe thus long. 

When meeter were that ye should now awake, 

T’ awayt the comming of your joyous make 
And hearken to the birds love-learned song. 

The dcawy leaves among ! 

Nor they of Joy and plcasance to you sing. 

That all the woods them answer, and dieyr eccho ring. 

Harke ! how the Minstrils gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry Musick diat resounds from far. 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud. 

That well agree withouten breach or Jar. 
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Bu(, most of all, the Damzrb doe delite 
When tliey their tyinbrcls smyte, 

And thereunto doc damice and carrol sweet. 

That all the scnccs they doe ravish quite ; 

The whylcs the boyes run up and downc the street. 

Crying aloud with strong confused noyce. 

As if it were one voyce. 

Hymen, io Hymen, Hymen, tlioy do shout; 

That even to the heavens theyr shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill ; 

To which the people standing all about. 

As in approvance, doc thereto applaud. 

And loud advaunce her laud ; 

And evermore they Hymen, Hymen sing. 

That al the woods them answer, and tlieyr cccho ring. 

Space forbids more than a passing reference to other notable Elizabethan 
writers. Sir Walter Raleigh, a friend of Spenser, was both man of action 
and man of letters, perhaps the most chivalrous figure of a chivalrous age. 
When Elizabeth died and James of Scotland ruled, this " tall, handsome, 
and bold man ” was imprisoned in the Tower for thirteen years, during 
which time he wrote his History of the World. Michael Drayton—“ golden¬ 
mouthed Drayton ”—the friend of Shakespeare and Ben Jonson, born in 
1563 and living till 1631, wrote sonnets which bear comparison with those 
of Shakespeare himself. Drayton was a voluminous writer, and some of 
his most charming writing is to be found in his early work, “ The Shepherd’s 
Garland.” Tlic following are the last lines from a roundelay called “ Crown¬ 
ing the Shepherds’ Queen ” : 

From whence come all these shepherd swains. 

And lovely nymphs attired in green ? 

From gathering garlands on the plains. 

To crown our fair, tlic shepherd’s queen. 

The sun that lights the world below. 

Flocks, flowers, and brooks will winicss bear 
These nymphs and shepherds all do know 
That it is she is only fair. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 1564-1616 

S hakespeare was an Ellzabctlian playwright. Let ns begin by 
emphasising that obvious, but often, as it would seem, half-forgotten 
fact. He wrote plays which were lively and amusing, which were 
stirring and profoundly searching, and he wrote them to be aetcil in the 
theatre he knew. 

Let us first consider, then, his playwright’s task in its very narrowest sense. 
He wrote for a theatre that was structurally simple. Four boards and a 
passion, it has been said, are all that is needed for the making of great 
drama, and certainly Shakespeare h.id to learn to rely upon little else. We 
may picture his early plays given in broad daylight upon a b.ire stage, backed 
probably by some hangings, painted to resemble tapestry, through openings 
in which the actors could come and go. The audience, in composition and 
temper, we could probably best match to-day by looking, not into a 
fashionable theatre, but in upon a good bo.xing match. We should have but 
to exchange for the baser modern elements that batten upon sport a few 
Elizabethan rufflers, apt for a brawl and too handy with their daggers. But 
plays were then thought of as very good sport. They could be sport of 
the crudest kind too ; more often than not they recked and echoed with 
blood and thunder—a mclodramatist of to-ilay would blush for it !—and 
were thick with such clowning as we relegate to a circus. 

But there was tliis, besides, about that audience of prentices, courtiers, 
citizens, light ladies, and bullies. They could be stirred by the sound of 
poetry. And upon that for a foothold a great drama was founded. Shake¬ 
speare, who was sensitive to most current things and let little that touched 
him pass unexpressed, has noted the comic incongruous extreme of the 
matter in the character of Ancient Pistol—ruffian and coward, more high¬ 
wayman than soldier, but a great theatregoer evidently, for his swagger 
is to spout blank verse. 

There would be more ways than one, then, of capturing such an audience. 
You could play down to it. Equally, though less easily doubtless, you could 
stir it to unwonted enthusiasms, for there is no susceptibility like tliis sus¬ 
ceptibility to poetry. Shakespeare was a popular dramatist from the first, 
and, apparendy, he never ceased to be one (though with occasions of failure, 
one may be sure, and it is not to be supposed that Troilus and Cressida had 
the vogue of As You Like It, or that Coriolanus was as quoted a character 
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as Falstaff). But it is interesting to surmise how, without losing touch with 
his audiences, he yet developed his art, carrying them with him into un¬ 
familiar regions of emotion and expression. For it is a far cry from the 
simple fun and simpler romance of The Comedy of Errors and The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona to tlie spiritual world of King Lear and to some of the 
talk in Cymbeline. It may be, though, that in the very latest plays he did 
lose touch a little. There are signs of it. 

During Shakespeare’s playwright’s career, which ran from about 1591 
to i6ii, the physical features of theatre and stage changed somewhat. 
The process was probably the natural and common one, by which plays 
demanded new contrivances and these in turn suggested new devices for 
other plays. The whole question of the finally developed structure of the 
Ehzabethan stage and the teclinical uses made of it is still one involving 
much dispute, and what is to be written here aims at no more than rough 
accuracy. The data are many, in the sense that each surviving play, seen 
in the light of its possible staging, contributes to them. But the fact that 
the change was, up to a point, very rapid, and the probability that each 
theatre was structurally developed to some extent upon the lines of its 
own convenience, makes more of the puzzle. Some few traditions of stage¬ 
craft had been inherited from the vanished and vanishing “ mysteries ” 
and “ moralities.” * But the directest influence of the sort upon the newly 
professionalised drama was its use of the inn-yard for a theatre. 

These yards were surrounded, as a rule, upon all four sides by balconies. 
Three sides of these and the ground accommodated the audience. On 
tlie fourth side stood the stage—projecting twenty feet or so, if that much 
room could be spared—while the balcony immediately above could be 
used as an upper stage, for the window of a house or the battlements of a 
castle, or to hold the musicians if need be. It was easily curtained, and from 
its lower edge could be hung the arras that backed the main stage itself. 
To this sort of setting the carher Elizabethan plays were necessarily fitted. 
And the tlicatre buildings which prosperity soon provided, tlie Theatre 
(alone in its glory for a Uttle, with no need of a more distinguishing name), 
and later the Globe, where Shakespeare’s best work was done ; the Fortune, 
the Rose, the Swan—what cliarming names they found for them !— 
merely turned it to better account. The actors in their fine clothes were 
now protected from sun and rain by a pent-house roof. The arras at the 
back was made to draw apart and disclose an inner stage. This was first 
used probably as a convenient place from which to bring forward to the 
outer stage such properties as tables and thrones and the big curtained beds 
of the time. Later, a part of the play’s action would be carried on there, 

* This side of the question may be studied to the full in G. K. Chambers’s The Meiiteva! 
Stage. 
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and, later still, something akin to painted scenery may have been set up, 
the curtains drawing to disclose it. This last possibility has been die subject 
of acrimonious dispute. But at some rime or other the inner stage did 
begin to be so used. Our modem stage is its elaboration ; while bit by bit 
—shrinking finally to the curved stage-front wliich exists in some theatres 
still—the rest of out Elizabethan inheritance has disappeared. Now this 
enlargement—as may easily be seen if a plan is drawn—^necessarily led to 
the provision of other means of entrance dian the platform in the inn- 
yard had allowed for, and two doors were placed at the side and back of 
the main stage. Side balconies were brought into use, too, so that the players 
in them could both see what was happening on the inner stage and could 
be more conveniendy talked to by the players below. At this point, though 
—but for the making of a few trap-doors and the macliinery tor the lower¬ 
ing of some visionary god from the regions of die roof—the structural 
development of Shakespeare’s stage halted. 

It is well to have this picture in one’s mind, for many seeming oddities 
in the plays become simple and satisfactory in their setting. It can surely 
but help one’s appreciation of any art to have in mind the immediate 
circumstances under which it flourished. It is quite vital to a full under¬ 
standing of Shakespeare’s plays diat one should grasp the essentials of his 
stagecraft, should see how these were imposed upon him. 

The plays, for instance, were performed as a rule in daylight. This 
in itself would rule out any mystery-making of a tricky kind. So what¬ 
ever supernatural impression was to be made by the ghosts in Hamlet and 
Macbeth, or the fairies of A Midsummer Night’s Dream, must be due to the 
powers of the actors and the imagination of the audience. 

Again, the main stage was thrust right out among the audience. Some 
of the audience, indeed, sat on the stage itself. This seems to us an outrage¬ 
ous proceeding, but the custom endured for a century or more. We must 
remember, though, that little or no pictorial illusion was being attempted, 
and always, in such a connection, that a tlieatrical convention is the most 
easily accepted or discarded of things. Italian actors srill sometimes stop 
tlie play’s action to return and bow after an applauded exit. In England, 
till a few years ago, plays and operas were performed with the auditorium 
hghts turned full on, and opera-box conversation hardly ceased because the 
curtain had risen. At the best, then, an Elizabethan performance had to 
take account of an audience on three sides of it, while at the worst, one 
supposes, an actor might now and then be tripped up by the sword of some 
gallant gentleman who was more intent upon liis own well-posed attitude 
than upon the play. 

Now from this peninsulation of the stage several things follow. The 
making of stage pictures was impossible, and graphic eSixts must be thought 
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of, 35 it were, in the round. This led to an elaboration of the pageantry of fine 
dresses and stately movement. The dresses, to sustain such close inspection, 
had to be fine indeed. Large sums were spent on them. A king’s costume 
might cost more than the writing of the play he appeared in ; though, 
truly, many of the authors were in enough paid. W^thy yoimg nobles, 
however, who, still lacking such outlets for extravagance as our completer 
civihsation presents them with, spent unbelievable sums on their clothes, 
and would endow the theatre wardrobe now and then with their surplus. 
Such pageantry grew in favour. But no play of Shakespeare’s seems to 
have been swamped with it till, for an elaborate production of Henry VIII 
(in die writing of which he had, indeed, but a part), the firing of a real gun 
fired the whole Globe Theatre, and the fine clothes—and Shakespeare’s 
own manuscripts probably—were all burnt. 

But when wc read in Antony and Cleopatra “ Canidius marcheth with 
his land army one way over the stage ” we must picture a symbolic litde 
procession ; half a dozen men-at-arms, perhaps, and a standard-bearer. If 
the men-at-arms marched well, though, and the standard-bearer bore his 
standard and himself as if they were—as in reality they are—the symbol 
of armed power and honour, this would suffice. The imagination of an 
Ehzabethan audience was counted on for the test. 


If an innocent and intelligent foreigner came to ask how, lacking every- 
tliing but the “ book of the words,” he could best compass a general 
appreciation of Shakespeare, what plan could wc make for him ? Or if a 
student, setting his mind free of all the casual and particidar knowledge 
of die subject which must be tied up widi any English education, were to 
want to start again free of it, what could we recommend ? Not, certainly, 
a haphazard dipping into that close-printed, crowded volume diat is com¬ 
monly labelled ‘‘ Shakespeare,” not even the choice of a masterpiece or 
two. Let us try to make a Ust to fit Just this particular purpose : 

A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 

Romeo and Juliet. 

Henry IV, Parts I and 11 . 

Twelfth Night. 

Julius Cxsar. 

Macbeth. 

That is a chronological list, almost. Romeo and Juliet, for reasons that wiU 
appear, is out of place. It takes us through all die “ periods ” of his writing 

208 



WILLIAM SHAKHSPEARE, I564-I616 

but the last. Though it does not give us Shakespeare in his every mood, 
it follows the clear steps by which he ascended in his art. Hamlet is the 
notable omission. But Hamlet is in many ways unique—as a play, and as 
one of Shakespeare’s plays—and is better considered alone. Kin^ Lear and 
Antony and Cleopatra ire colossal; let them be read separately too. Othello 
might have replaced Macbeth ; in the smaller sense it is a better play, in the 
larger one a lesser. 

But the list aims only at such an approach to Shakespeare as will let us 
later feel instantly familiar with liis work and thought wherever wc touch 
it. Then, if we want entertainment and httle more, wc can take up The 
Merchant of Venice, As You Like It, or Much Ado about Nothing. If our turn 
is for history, there is Richard II, Richard III, or Henry V. And, being quite 
familiar with our Shakespeare, we can try him in his harsher mood with 
Measure for Measure and Troilus and Cressida, taste the beauty and mark tlic 
liveliness of his prentice work in Love’s Labour’s Lost and The Comedy of 
Errors, and take our ease with him—as he took his somewhat in die writing 
of them—with Cymbeline, The Winter’s Tale, and The Tempest. And even 
then, there’ll be a masterpiece and some half-masterpieces left. 

And after what to read comes—for this limited purpose— how. Here is 
a suggestion which may involve the student—and even more, the innocent 
and intelhgent foreigner—in a litdc trouble. Read each play for the first 
time aloud, as if it were simply music. The plan may involve a forbearing 
audience or a soundproof room, but in the result it is worth the conquering 
of whatever self-consciousness may stand in the way. It is not that the sound 
of A Midsummer Night’s Dream is as important as the sense, or should be or 
can be divorced from the sense. To say so would be simply perverse. 
But it is simply true that to divorce the sense from the sound is equivalent 
to transcribing such a lyric as Shelley’s “ Skylark ” into prose. 

And it is not enough for the student of Shakespeare to admit tliis in 
theory. In these days of novels and newspapers reading has become 
a semi-automatic business with most of us ; the eye, that is to say, is 
accustomed to transmit, at a glance, the meaning of whole sentences to the 
brain. The words are telescoped into phrases and the sound of die words 
stays unaccounted for. This must be hard on all poetry ; to dramatic 
poetry it is death. For the dramatist writes to be spoken, and his art is to 
make the tunc and the time of the speeches as indicative of the character 
as their sense must be. The sound of a speech may sometimes be made 
to express far more than it would be dramatically right for its sense to 
convey. So much is as true in detail of prose. In poetic drama far more 
is involved. The play’s whole temper must be influenced—is apt to be 
determined—by the sort of verse employed. And contrast between char¬ 
acter and character, scene and scene (tilings vital both to content and form), 
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is largely gained by the manauvring as much of the sound as of the sense. 
Shakespeare sometimes does this obviously, by a shift from verse to prose, 
or by the use of rhymed couplets to end a scene.* In his maturity he makes 
fir subtler use of it, to mark changes in the play’s mood and to paint in¬ 
dividual character. And to miss these effects is to miss not only their beauty 
but even perhaps to be misled in the play’s meaning, when this hangs on 
tlieir significance. So, as our modem habits of reading favour the omission 
to notice them, we must somehow force them into notice, however un¬ 
reasonable the process may seem. 

But in A Midsummer Night’s Dream, at least, the process will be nothing 
but a pleasant one. Set a child to read it through in a high, clear voice, 
shut your ears to the sense—if you could !—and open them to tlie sound, 
and it is hardly delusive to say that you could divine as much sheer music 
in it as in a Mozart symphony. But of course the meaning is so simple, 
so clear, so innately wedded to the words, that it will not be missed. For 
all that, though, there are passages tliat must first impress your hearing ; 
if we let them in by any other door the beauty can never be the same. 

. . . O happy fair. 

Your eyes arc lodestars ! and your tongue’s sweet air. 

More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s car 
When wheat is green and hawthorn buds appear. 

Sound and sense arc wedded, tlic sense is simple. But shut your eyes and 
speak it aloud—in one of London’s November fogs, in die hot tropics, 
among New England snows—and, by sound and sense combined, do you 
not find your own senses in touch with the English spring ? 

Read the duct that begins : 

Ay me ! for aught that ever I could read. 

Could ever hear by talc or history. 

The course of true love never did run smooth. . . . 

It is charming. But one must read it as a duet and imagine the two voices 
blending, or the full charm is lost. 

When the first fairy voice is heard : 

Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough brier. 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere. 

Swifter than the moone’s sphere. 

• The rhymed tag was also a conventional indication of an Act’s end. Shakespeare is 
inconsistent in this use of it. But he often makes it serve him well when he needs a scene to 
finish brilliantly. 
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The trip of the verse must be light and right; and the soft treble, 

Swifter dian the moonc’s sphere, 

must be bird-like. 

Hark to the sound of Oberon’s fantastic anger : 

Tarry, rash wanton ! am I not thy lord ? 

and to Titania’s preposterous jealousy of 

. . . the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love. 

How the dainty thine spits it at him ! 

Listen to the gentle weariness of Lysander’s 

Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood. 

And to speak trotii, I have forgot our way ; 

We’ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good. 

And tarry for tlie comfort of the day. 

Taste the mischievous vigour of Puck’s 

Up and down, up and down, 

1 will lead them up and down. 

1 am feared in field and town. 

Gobhn, lead tliem up and down. 

There’s nodiing particular in that bit of jhiglc, one may say, except tliat 
it happens to be poetically and dramatically precisely right for its purpose. 

Listen again when the brisk hunting horns break into the “ still ’ fairjr 
music and disperse die mists of the dream—to the heroic notes of Hippolyta s 

I was with Hercules and Cadmus once 
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the boar 
Widi hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for besides die groves. 

The skies, tlie fountains, every region near 
Seemed all one mutual cry. I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

And then to the deeper tone of Theseus: 

My hounds arc bred out of the Spartan kind. 

So flew’d, so sanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away die morning dew ; 

Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d hke Thessalian bulls ; 

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells. 

Each under each. 
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And above all do not miss—just because he is called a comic character— 
the simplicity and charm of Bottom’s immortal 

Let me play the lion too. I will roar, that it will do any man’s heart good 
to hear me ; I will roar, that I will make the duke say, " Let him roar again, 
let him roar again.” 

Having taught our cars due observance of the tunes and harmonies, 
the shifts of time and key between speech and speech and scene and scene 
(though one must not press these parallels between one act and another 
too far), nothing stands between us and the easiest enjoyment of the play. 
The archaisms arc few, and though the fun of the rustic interlude is (un¬ 
happily) not so immediate for us as it was to the Elizabethans, we need not 
miss the spirit of it if we look for no more tlian it offers, if we shake free 
from that disastrous modem town-bred habit of supposing that a country 
clown and a circus clown arc the same. 


§2 

Shakespeare wrote notliing more perfect of its kind than A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. One might indeed say—and defend the position—that he 
wrote notliing of any kind that was so perfect. And he wrote nothing 
more of its kind, for Love’s Labour’s Lost, its true companion, is an carUer 
work. The perfection of the play Ucs in the fact that the subject and sub¬ 
stance and method are so suited. Its inspiration is lyrical, and no touch 
of the main story and no character in it is too heavy for a lyric to bear. 
Theseus, the classic hero, is a figment, but he is meant to be. Hippolyta 
is a shadow of what the name must suggest. They arc there only to heighten 
the romance of die lovers in the wood, and to add dignity to the wedding 
—which was more dian the play’s end in the sense that the play itself was 
assuredly written for the celebration of some great wedding feast. Was 
there ever such a party given ! And the four lovers are not much more 
substantial or complex in character than the fairy king and queen ; rightly, 
for it is all a fairy play. 

We pass now to Romeo and Juliet. This is earlier work and, for 
all its beauties, cruder work. And the conventions of its emotional 
expression will often be strange to us ; we shall need to make allowance 
for them. 

Note the effect of the opening scene ; the progression from the comic 
prose of the quarrelling servants to the Prince’s sounding verse. In a few 
hundred words Shakespeare gives us the family feud at full pitch, the men, 
the masters and their wives, and Verona’s own share in the trouble. Mark 

212 



WULIAM SHAKESPEARE, I564-1616 

how, even before this, the very first words of the chorus strike for us the 
keynote of the play : 

Two households, both .dike in dignity, 

In Fair Verona. . . . 

A piece of tccliniquc that Shakespeare learned early and never lost was to 
put his auditors upon the right track of scene and character, without delay. 
But the whole story, helped by the verse, seems to move swiftly and easily, 
the first act culminating in the charming .action of die dance and closing 
with the perfect passage after Romeo h.as been recognised—we must picture 
as we read it the maskers departing with their torches,* and tlie two figures 
left alone ! 

Juliel. My only love sprung from my only hate : 

Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 

Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 

That 1 must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s this, what’s this ? 

Juliet. A rime I learn’d even now 

Of one I danc’d withal. [Oh? calls within, "Juliet.” 

Nurse. Anon, anon ! 

Come let’s away ; the strangers are all gone. 

Nodiing in this first act need strike the most “ modern ” of us as 
strange, unless it be the fantasy of the talk in the scenes between Romeo, 
Benvoho, and Mercutio, and their extreme addiction to punning. But 
we must remember that—apart from such talk being dramatically suited 
to Romeo’s self-conscious humour—this was all in the literary, if not in 
the actual, conversational fashion of the d.ay (for people who were quick 
enough to indulge in it). And puns were not then in discredit. They were 
not thought of as poor jokes, or even necessarily as jokes at all. The 
English language was, to cultured Elizabethans, like a new-found and 
wonderful inheritance. And they revelled in it, they sported with it in 
every conceivable way. But it did not occur to them—until tlie game wore 
thin—that they were degrading it by doing so. They played upon words 
romantically, emotionally. Shakespeare seems to have wearied of the 
practice very soon; he probably found the dramatic effect too superficial for 
liim. But even in liis maturer and most serious work puns may be found.* 

• Modem editions, with no authority from the Folio, mark their “ exeunt" ten lines or 
so too early, and spoil the effect. Modem producers, however, generally show more sense. 

2 Now is it Rome indeed and room enough. 

Julius Cresar, Act I. 

And—though modem taste likes to dispute it—Lady Macbeth’s; 

I’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal. 

For It must seem their guilt. 
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It is, however, later in the play that these conventions most affect our 
modem sense of literary propriety. A play ujion ideas we can reconcile 
with the genuine expression of emotion. Juliet s 

And learn me how to lose a winning match 

is not disturbing. j3ut, a few lines later, her 

Hath Romeo slain himself? Say thou but I, 

And that bare vowel “ I ” shall ^ison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice ; 

I am not I, if there be such an I; 

Or those eyes shut that make the answer I. 

If he be slain, say “ I,” or if not no 
Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

does perhaps make it hard for us to be as sympathetic as we’d like to be. 
Romeo, under die same strain of emotion, tends to drop his juggling. 
But even he, close upon : 

. . . more courtship lives 
In carrion flies than Romeo ; they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, 

must add 

Flies may do this, but I from this must fly, 

It is noticeable, though, how, as the tragedy develops, Shakespeare’s 
grasp is fimier. Take the scene of parting, which begins : 

Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day. 

Compare it with the balcony scene. The hall-mark of genius in that 
(incidentally, it is the hall-mark, too, of the lovers’ true love) lies not in 
its much-quoted rhetorical beauties, but—to the present writer’s mind— 
in the simplicity of the last twenty-five lines: 

Juliet. Romeo ! 

Romeo. My dear. 

Juliet. At what o’clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Romeo. At the hour of nine. 

Juliet. I will not fail; ’tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Romeo. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Juliet. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there. 

Remembering how I love thy company. 

Romeo. And I’ll still stay, to have thee still forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 
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And SO, perfecdy, to the rad. And when, later, they part, their happiness 
all ended, the lync note is still sounded, the themes are the same—sun, 
moon, and the song of birds—but now they are transformed. The tone of 
the verse is deeper, its measure firmer and slower, and the speeches turn 
always to reality: 

I must be gone and live or stay and die. 

Her reckless 

Therefore stay yet; diou needst not to be gone. 

With his answer 

How is’t, my soul ? Let’s talk, it is not day. 

But, again, her 

O ! now be gone ; more liglit and light it grows. 

And from now on Shakespeare plays with words for their own sake 
no more. There is the pathetic little passage between Juliet and Paris, in 
which she tries to mask her misery by joining in the usual game of equi¬ 
voque ; but that has its dramatic purpose. And in the Juliet, told by the 
nurse to marry Paris, the Juliet of— 

Speakest thou from thy heart ? 

Nurse. And from my soul too ; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Juliet. Amen ! 

Nurse. What ? 

Juliet. WeU, thou hast comforted me marvellous much. , . . 

Shakespeare has truly found out “ how to do it.” 

Even more remarkable, from the point of view of his art’s development, 
b the Romeo of the last act, and the means by which the figure is given its 
tragic stature. For the first time Shakespeare makes free use of the irony 
wmch was to serve his genius so well in maturer work. The act opens 
with an immediate stroke of it. The scene in die tomb, Romeo’s bitter 
embracing of the still living Juliet, supposing her dead, liis own death in 
her arms, is the most tragic irony. And touches like 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night, 

and even the more didactic lines to the apothecary : 

There is thy gold, worse poison to men’s souls 

arc dramatic master-strokes. Above all, from the point of view of 
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Shakespeare’s art, we should notice Romeo’s reception of the news of 
Juliet’s supposed death : 

Is it eVn so ? then 1 defy you, stars ! 

This is the niaturest stroke in die play. In this Shakespeare has mastered 
the secret of making the unspoken thing count with the spoken. No need 
to tell the actor what to do. He has but to reach the right expression of 
those nine words by legitimate means, and in doing so he will have silently 
conveyed a page of phrased emotion—and as no phrasing could convey it. 
Years later he paralleled this effect in Macbeth with 

She should have died hereafter. 

There would have been a time for such a word. 

Apart from its beauties and charm, which hold us to-day as they held 
the first audiences (for the play was a great success), there is much else of 
interest to the student in Romeo and Juliet, Shakespeare’s own discovery, 
for instance, in the course of writing of Mercutio. The famous “ Queen 
Mab ” speech is an attractive bit of decorative verse ; but it might have 
been allotted to anyone. Mcrcutio’s death scene, however, is quite another 
matter. The very ineptitudes of the play are interesting. But fine strokes 
and ineptitudes both, the most interesting thing is to discover them for 
ourselves. 


§3 

We must give but a very few words to die two Histories on our list, 
for the topic will so easily widen beyond our compass. They are Shake¬ 
speare’s most individual contributions to this then very popular dramadc 
form. The three parts of Henry VI were but in part—and possibly in very 
small part—his. In Richard III the influence of his collaborator is still strong 
with him. Richard II and King John arc all his own, and he does what per¬ 
haps no odier writer could have done with diem, but what he does is what 
other writers would probably have attempted and might have carried 
through well enough. But for the two parts of Henry IV and Henry V, 
though he took what was indeed a recognised pattern for such plays, he 
so invigorated it as to give it quite new significance. The great dramatic 
virtue of these plays is mat they not only tcU the historical talc of two great 
events, but that they picture the life and mind of common folk in relation 
to them. And the centre of this achievement, of course, is the figure of 
Falstaff. 
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Like most of the great figures of fiction, he grew startlingly under his 
creator’s hand.^ From the Falstaff of Gadsliill (good as he is) to tlie pliil- 
osopher of the speech upon honour and of the scenes and soUloquies of 
Part II, is a genius’s journey. It is by no means a bad plan, as a preliminary, 
to read the Falstaff scenes through by dicmsclves. Then when in the midst 
of the pageant of events we have to imagine the huge figure come rolling 
on tlie stage, it may the more readily strike us with that friendly familiarity 
which the good actor can embody. This will help us, too, to resist the 
inevitable temptation—having once yielded to it—to skip the long screeds 
of verse in Part II in favour of Falstalf’s next appearance. It is worth 
remarking how well Shakespeare himself kept him in hand. He is brought 
to the fringe of the serious business of the play, but, e.xcept in one instance, 
not entangled in it. And the one instance—when he maltreats the dead 
body of Hotspur—is an artistic blemish that has been the bane of many a 
producer of the play. 

It is superfluous to praise Falstaff. He says of himself that he is not 
only witty but the cause of wit in other men. We may enlarge his meaning. 
He is die very idea of humour personified. He is the revelation of a 
natural force. The least Falstaffian of us have a share in him ; or, if we have 
not, so much the worse for our humanity. And here, perhaps, is the point 
of Prince Hal’s relations to him, and the purely dramatic purpose of the 
character. 

The paradox of Prince Hal has been much canvassed ; he has been as 
big a worry to Sh.ikcspcare’s commentators as he was to his own father. 
How could he keep such company, say the Puritans ! And having had his 
fun with Falstaff, say the moralists, how could he treat him so scurvily ! 
The answer, surely, is simple. But though we make it with confidence, 
we need not suppose that eidier questions or answers on these points ever 
occurred to Shakespeare himself—ever occurred, that is to say, as abstrac¬ 
tions. For the dramatist’s answer to any “ How could he have done it ? ” 
will always be “ He did.” But as critics and for our own purposes let us 
survey the “ sympathetic ” scheme of the play (so to call it) and its adjust¬ 
ment. 

We have Henry IV, troubled by the thought of the “ bypaths and 
indirect, crook’d ways ” by which he met his crown, clashing with Hotspur 

^ Don Quixote, Pickwick. Strange to think that in England and in Spain within five 
years of each other Shakespeare and Cervantes should be apostrophising chivalry by 
means of two such antithetical figures. This has been, no doubt, often enough 
remarked upon and, almost certainly, though not to the present writer’s knowledge, 
the comparison widened to embrace Spanish and English reactions in general to these 
dying idmls and the new mind that each nation was making for itself An attractive 
subject 
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and Northumberland, who excuse their rebellion on those very grounds. 
And Henry mourns his son is not a Hotspur. 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-face’d moon, 
but instead, matched to 

. . . such inordinate and low desires . . . 

Such barren pleasures, rude society. 

Wliat can his future be ? 

Hotspur is a brilliant character and most brilliandy done. He is the 
driving force of the first part of the play. The scenes with his father and 
uncle, with his wife, with Glendower arc magnificent. “ This tune goes 
manly ” (to quote a later play) indeed. But Shakespeare can’t quite love 
him. He is allowed little unsympathetic traits. He’d 

. . . rather be a kitten and cry “ mew ” 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers. 

And then, when the pinch comes 1 his father is “ grievous sick.” 

Zounds 1 how has he the leisure to be sick 
In such a jusding time ? 

And for all liis chivalry he despises Prince Harry. He resents and dis¬ 
believes the story of his reformation. He b jealous of him ; he asks if the 
challenge to single combat was made “ in contempt.” And his last words 
before they do fight arc 

I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

But note Prince Harry’s over his dead body : 

. . . Fare thee well, great heart! 

Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou shrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a spirit 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 

But now two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough ; this eardi, that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive so stout a gendeman. 

And then—but then !—when he sees the supposed corpse of old Falstaff, 
the lecher, the winebibber, die coward : 

. . . Poor Jack, farewell, 

I could have better spar'd a better man. 

It b all quite clear, surely. Shakespeare means charity, and what we call 
common humanity, to win.^ 

a The historical quesdon is neither here nor there. Shakespeare did not desert history, 
but he moulded his characters to fit it. 
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And finally—to be done with this aspect of the play—when Henry 
takes on himself the crown, he takes it sadly. He is dreadfully sincere 
with the dying king. 

Accusing it, 1 put it on my head. 

To try with it, as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder’d my father, 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy. 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did widi the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let God for ever keep it from my head 
And make me as die poorest vassal is 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 


With no self-righteousness in liis heart, indeed, Henry V must pass into a 
world where good-fellowsliip can count for little, a grimmer and unkinder 
world. But he’ll play his part there as it is written for him. Shakespeare’s 
" All the world’s a stage,’ his constant comparison of life to the mimic 
life of the theatre, was not an idle one. 


There is, of course, much else to note about these twin plays. In general, 
they are written, it would seem, upon a flowing tide of success (not worldly 
success—though that they brought—but success in artistry) and confidence. 
The verse flows smoothly. Bombast (that sign in so sensitive a writer as 
Shakespeare of strain and anxiety) has vanished. In fact, the bombastic 
Glendower is a figure of fun. Pistol is one of nature’s burlesques, and even 
Northumberland (in Part II, Act i) is accused upon very small provocation 
of indulging in “ strained passion.” 

Shakespeare is now attending carefully to the structural balance of his 
plays, and, as we have seen, to the sympathetic balance too. Henry IV is 
not let die on the stage; it would give him too tragic an importance. 
Prince Henry is carefully kept clear of all connection with the scandalous 
treachery by which Lancaster and Westmoreland dispose of tlic Arch¬ 
bishop’s rcbeUion. In that scene, by the way (Part II, Act iv, sc. 2 ), let us 
note the convention of time which Shakespeare quite naturally adopts. 
An army is dispersed in three minutes, just as Capulet’s ball consisted of 
one dance and no more. 


Many details are worth remarking. Fabtaff was, as one may say, always 
on the point of escaping from his creator’s hands, such life had he given him. 
At the end of Part I it looks as if Shakespeare meant to reform lum. 


If I do grow great, I’ll grow less ; for I’ll purge, and leave sack, and live 
cleanly as a nobleman should do. 
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And the Epilogue to Part II promises us more of him than Henry V 
fulfils. ^ 

Ancient Pistol is not only one of nature’s burlesques, but is he not (was 
this intentional ?) an outrageous burlesque of Hotspur ? 

A quite important matter to notice is how the story of Richard II is 
kept alive throughout the two plays, and how the ending of each—especi¬ 
ally the unconventional end of Part II—is contrived to carry us over to the 
interest of the plays to come. 

The comic parts are full of topical allusions, some of which arc easy 
to master, some of which must escape us. We can never hope to laugh at 
the FalstafF scenes quite as the Elizabethans did. But just a little trouble 
will help us with : 

Falstaff. Where’s Bardolph ? 

Page. He’s gone into Sniithfield to buy your worship a horse [i.e. to the 
meat market—or to the knackers]. 

Falstaff. I bought him in Paul’s [in the nave of St. Paul’s servants used to 
wait for nire, idlers, rufflers, and pickpockets too], and he’ll buy me a horse in 
Smithfield : an I could get me but a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, 
and wived. 

And, for the pick of the scenes—for the pick of all such scenes in Shake¬ 
speare—what is tlicre to touch the arrest of Falstaff, the pricking of the 
recruits, and the dinner at Shallow’s house ? What can beat Dame Quickly’s 
description of Falstaff sitting in her Dolphin chamber, or Doll Tearsheet’s 
apostrophe to him. 

Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew boar-pig, 

Shallow’s mourning for old Double, Davy’s defence of that arrant knave 
Visor, 

I did not think Master Silence had been a man of tliis mettle, 
or 

I’uff 1 Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base, 
and 

Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound ? 

Heavens, how the thing lives ! 


§4 

Twelfth Night and Julius Ctesar were probably written and, rather more 
certainly, produced within year of each other (1599-1600). Twelfth 
Night is the last of the three mature comedies. It seems to have been, alike 
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from its title and from a certain carelessness in its composition, an “ occa¬ 
sional ” piece—just as, presumably, A Alidsimmer Night’s Dream was— 
and it is guessed that, upon the success of Much Ado About Nothing and As 
You Like It, Shakespeare was commanded to write the play, to be per¬ 
formed, as custom prescribed, before Queen Elizabeth upon “ Twelfth 
Day at night.” 

Choosing a modem epithet, one might well describe Twelfth Night as 
the most charming of the plays. It shows great fortlirightness in tiic writing. 
Shakespeare has found a good story and he sets it out with practised clarity. 
But the earUer scenes arc detached and rather thin. It is not till Viola and 
OUvia meet that he really grapples with his theme. One might even pitch 
upon the very line that lifts the play into hfc, Viola’s 

1 see you what you arc, you arc too proud. 

It at least Hfts Viola into a proud position among the heroines of drama. 
Shakespeare has found what every dramatist wants in a play and a scene, 
contrast of circumstance, clash of temperament. Here is Olivia, the exquisite, 
disdainful creature, pampered with everything tlic world can give, but 
cloistered and unadvised, and a child in the world’s ways. And here is 
Viola, shipwrecked in every meaning of the word, with the heartbreak 
of a hopeless love to add to all other troubles, facing the wide world with 
courage, with a pathetic merriment. The obvious dramatic situation, in 
which the girl is sent to be a wooer for the man she herself loves, is good 
enough, but how it is transcended in its playing out by such characters ! 
Viola never fails her creator, nor he her. As to Olivia, the story lands him 
in difficulties ; or rather, perhaps, it is his carelessness with this part of the 
story that docs so. Character and circumstance can account for her im¬ 
pulsive wooing of the disguised Cesario. This begins well enough, but 
degenerates into a repetition of effects, and ends far too mechanically with 
the hurried marriage to Sebastian. Orsino suffers even more in the working 
out of the play. Shakespeare makes him, and manages to keep him, a fine 
figure for the best part of two acts. It is true that he is, as one says, a bit 
of a stick ; a shade too self-conscious, but placed, poor man, in a false 
position. Nevertheless Shakespeare could have done more with him ; 
moreover, it is hkely, meant to do more. The lines in the last act about 
“ The Egyptian thief at point of death ” seem to be what remains of the 
fine tragical scenes that were to have been written for him, now desperately 
rounded up to make a timely end to the play. 

For the truth is that Shakespeare found the comic characters of his 
invention better worth than the story he started with. Sir Toby, Sir 
Andrew, Malvolio, Feste, Fabian, and Maria, comedy set in the fantastic 
gloom of Ohvia’s household ; this gives the play its most characteristic 
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colour and life. It needs no analysis ; comment on it seems superfluous. 
The humour carries us along upon a tide of laughter, a tide so strong that 
it sweeps Orsino aside, as we’ve noticed, Olivia at times into a half-regarded 
corner, and would tend to swamp even Viola if Shakespeare did not contrive 
to catch her in the fun.^ 

There is irony as well as fun in the figure of Malvolio ; but the irony 
Shakespeare did not live to recognise. He is sometimes, says Maria, a kind 
of a Puritan. And, chirps up Sir Andrew, 

. . . if 1 thought diat, I’d beat him like a dog. 

Says Sir Toby, 

Dost thou think because thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes 
and ale ? 

This was good theatrical gibing at tlie sour-faced crew. But fifty years later 
the jest had come true. There were few enough cakes and ale in England, 
and no theatres at all. The Puritans had revenged many a Malvolio. 
The character, though, makes one instance among many of Shakespeare’s 
development of a conscience towards the creatures of his creation. He 
condemns the mipleasant fellow to mockery and a madhouse. But the 
madhouse scene is not altogether a Joke. 

I tliink nobly of the soul, 

says Malvolio suddenly in the midst of it. And the line strikes a chord of 
conscience in us as its inspiration struck one, we may hazard, in Shakespeare. 
And thereafter Malvolio is a figure of fun no more. He leaves us, not liking 
him indeed, but feeling just a little ashamed of ourselves. 

The play is peppered with allusions more or less topical. Of some we 
must miss die point. What lies in that occult 

The lady of the Strachy married the yeoman of die wardrobe 

who shall say ? And probably there was for the Elizabethan audience a 
sdng in Sir Toby’s 

Nay, if you be an undertaker I’m for you 

which it lacks for us. But the fact that Sir Andrew is a knight 

dubbed with unhatched rapier and on carpet consideration 

need not pass us by. And when we hear he has 

the back trick simply as strong as any man in Illyria, 

* In many modem productions, though, the undue and unnecessary elaboradon of the 
comic scenes makes the dispropordon of the play &r worse than it is left by Shakespeare’s 
own miscalculadon. 
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if he but skips as he says it, we need not even mentally translate it into fox¬ 
trot to enjoy our laugh. 

Such a happy crew as they are ! Truly, Sir Toby, the old ruffian, does 
get drunk of a morning. We may like to believe that if it weren’t for that 
sunstroke he had campaigning, his head would be stronger. For he’s not 
all sot. He stands up to Antonio, a formidable customer. We may wish, 
indeed, that he had not been dear to Sir Andrew “ some two tliousand 
strong or so,” and even more that he did not turn on tlie poor innocent 
in the end with his 

Ass-head and a coxcomb and a knave, a diin-faccd knave, a gull. 

But we may previse that he was rash in liis marriage bargain, tliat Maria, 
Lady Belch, bring him up with a round turn, tliat he will find himself 
coming in “ earlier o’ nights ’ in future. 

And who could ever be angry with Sir Andrew ? He is perfect fool, 
complete coward, and gull. But picture his face when his adored and 
trusted Sir Toby tells him that truth. And how charming he is ! And what 
manners ! His “ good Mistress Mary Accost ” and—^with a bow to tliat 
benighted old swashbuckler—his 

And yet 1 will not compare with an old man. 

And when Sir Toby—Ids tiny, mischievous Maria having kissed her hands 
to him and away—puffs his old chest and pulls his moustache with 

She’s a beagle, true bred, and one that adores me ; what o’ that ? 

who can resist the pathos of 

I was adored once, too 1 

Sir Andrew was a fool, but Sir Andrew was a gentleman. 

Nor is there any need to speak of die verse. Open the play where we 
will, of itself almost it sings to us. It is Shakespeare at his most melodious. 
And it is tinged throughout with a pathos which gives to the play—one 
hazards—a charm that the robuster As You Like It and Much Ado About 
Nothing lack. Whether it be Orsino’s beginning 

If music be the food of love, play on 

or Viola’s 

Make me a willow cabin at your gate 


Or Olivia’s 


O world 1 how apt the poor are to be proud 
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or any one of fifty other passages that could be found, they all have this 
pecuhar beauty, ■which Shakespeare never quite hit on again, though he 
did greater things. And the immortal: 

A blank, my lord. She never told her love, 

But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud. 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin’d in thought. 

And with a green and yellow melancholy 
She sat like Patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. 

There is magic in that: what other word will fit ? For analyse and sum 
up the beauty of thought and language and still you do not account for its 
pecuhar power to charm us. It is only once in a while that even the greatest 
poets can weave this spell. 


§5 

Julius Ccesar is a play of power. It is a fine play. Had Shakespeare 
written it and then written no more, he could still have been called the first 
dramatist of his time. But it has a further interest for us in that it is a pro¬ 
logue to work that lets us call him (though hyperbole is poor appreciation) 
the greatest dramatist the world has ever seen. What intimate workings 
of hb nature were involved in the change is idle guessing. But in Julius 
C<^sar the student may add to the playgoer’s enjoyment the noting of the 
tilings that mark it as the springboard from which the leap was taken to 
Hamlet, Othello, Macbeth, King Lear, and Antony and Cleopatra, 

The play will seem to us in some ways more “ modern ” than most of 
its fellows. We are not Elizabethan-minded enough to get the full flavour 
of the comedies, and the matter of the liistories is strange matter to us as 
it was not to Shakespeare—no such gap of understanding divided him as 
divides us from Boswortli and Agincourt. But he, looking out from the 
little England of his day, sees the Romans much as we do after two centuries 
and more have taught us what Empire meant—and means—its greater power 
and its larger freedom. And in diis we can mark hb genius, and mark too 
the genesis of the power in the man which keeps his greater work a stimulus 
to men’s minds still. Plutarch threw open die gates of a wider world vision 
to him, and liis imagination passed through. This it is that gives Julius 
Ccesar its importance in the whole fabric of liis work. The subject gave him 
an horizon which he never lessened ; from diis time on his heroes’ spirits 
move in larger spaces. It may seem strange that Shakespeare, who took 
ideas from everybody (in dicsc days he would have been damned as a 
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plagiarist) could yet never learn the essential thing about them but from 
himself and in his own time. It might seem strange if we did not find it 
true of all real learning. 

These classics had been always open to him, and Roman history was a 
common quarry for his fellow-playwrights; he had once put a tentative 
foot in it himself. But not till the theme moved him whole-heartedly 
would he bestir himself. But tlicn with wliat case he moves ! The play 
rises in one sweep to an heroic height—to Catsar’s murder—and he holds 
it there. He is writing still with tlie firm directness of the later Histories. 
Cassius may be compared with Hotspur, but he is far from Hotspur. 

I cannot tell what you and otlier men 
Think of this hfe ; but, for my single self, 

I had as lief not be as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself 
I was bora free as Ca^sar ; so were you. 

That is a new voice, echoing from quite another world. Shakespeare docs 
but give it body, maybe ; but he makes it ring true. And Ca;sar’s 

Let me have men about me that are fat; 

Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o’ nights. 

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much : such men arc dangerous. . . . 

Read the rest of that and on through Casca’s scene. There is a tone in it 
all, an elder tone of disillusion staved off by mockery, but of courage too 
under the burdens of the mind—dift'erent, how far, from the hopes and fears 
in which Henry IV and V lived and moved ! 

And so throughout the play. Its keynotes arc such things as Portia’s 
scene with Brutus : 

I grant I am a woman, but withal 
A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife. 

1 grant I am a woman, but withal 
A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter. 

Tliink you I am no stronger than my sex 
Being so father’d and so husbanded ? 

Cowards die many times before their death. 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear. 

Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will come when it will come. 
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As Antony’s 

O miehcy Cxsar, dost thou lie so low, 

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils. 

Shrunk to this Uttle measure ? . . . 

As Brutus’s reproach to the reckless Cassius; 

. . . What! shall one of us 
That struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers, shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours 
For so much trash as may be grasped thus ? 

And as the closing 

This was the noblest Roman of them all. 

There are certain things in the story—such as the suicides that mark 
its end—with which, it seems, Shakespeare cannot assimilate his sympathies ; 
and it is instructive to note how comparatively ineflFcctive these Uiings at 
once become. Set them beside other passages in the play which should 
have no finer effect, and they appear perfunctory. The play sags towards 
the end in consequence. By the time Antony and Cleopatra came to be 
written, Shakespeare was master of this matter. 

But as marks of his still growing mastery of the theatre we should note 
how the whole play is drawn together in a unity of effect; how he uses 
every resource of words to paint an atmosphere of dark and dread for the 
night before the kilUng ; how skilfully he manhals his poetry and prose, 
his mob and his senators, to make contrast; and how he uses w his 
armoury of “ knocks ” and music, “ a low march within,” the sound 
of the song fading away as Lucius falls asleep before the ghost of Caesar 
comes, and the loud alarums of the battle—uses all these things for their 
full efiect. 

It is a very spacious play. 


§6 

Finally we come to Macbeth. Much has been said about it—it has 
been named, though not conclusively, as the greatest of the tragedies— 
and we cannot say much now within our allotted space. If it is not the 
greatest, it certainly is the grimmest; the most imrelenting in its show 
ofeviL 
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It is worth while to read this through first of all—as we planned with 
the earher plays—for the sake of its tunes and harmonies ; partly that we 
may recognise to the full the sheer musical difference between 

. . . Liglit tliickens, and tlic crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood. 

and (say) the youthful: 

GaUop apace, you ficry-footed steeds, 

Towards Phoebus' lodging : such a waggoner 
As Phaethon would whip you to the west. 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

And partly that we may discover how—having achieved such complete 
mastery over words—Shakespeare will now sometimes use them but as a 
sounding-board or little more, for a meaning that quite transcends their 
unaided sense. A magic use of words indeed ! It may even be said that 
in diese later plays he grows impatient of language. He wanted, on 
occasion, to give his actors weapons of words with which to batter— 
reason apart, if need be—upon the emotions of their audience. And if 
syntax interfered and would weaken the clfcct, so much the worse for 
syntax. 

When Macbeth mutters 

To know my deed 'twcrc best not know myself 

neitlier actor nor audience need trouble to parse the sentence ; its effective 
meaning comes home. When Lady Macbeth, her mind hissing and coiling, 
like a snake preparing to strike, says; 

. . . Thou’dst have, great Glamis, 

That which cries, “ Thus thou must do, if thou have it ” ; 

And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Than wisliest should be undone. 

it is hard (even after settling what the true text should be ; a matter of 
some dispute) for the hearer to discover an exact meaning. But any Lady 
Macbeth can convey to her audience—for all that she may rightly wish 
the meaning came clearer—what her fears of Macbeth arc. Tlus habit of 
writing, it may be added, tended to grow on him till in his very latest 
plays he relapses to it without the excuse of emotional pressure ; tlic result 
then being at times a tiresome, if musical, incoherence. 

The text of Macbeth is in itself a difficulty. Our sole authority for it 
is the first FoUo, and there it is worse printed than most of the plays. 
But besides this it is practically certain that whole scenes in it are not 
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Shakespeare’s at all. No responsible opinion holds that he wrote Hecate 
it is quite likely that his work does not begin till Macbeth’s entrance wit 

So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 


The play’s unrelieved gloom, it would appear, lessened its popularity, ano 
Middleton, probably—a good enough dramatist in his way—was brought 
in to liven it up with a few songs and dances. We must remember that in 
those days a play was as much the property of the theatre that produced 
it as were the clothes it was performed in. Middleton did more than was 
called for, doubtless. He may have tagged a speech or two with a more 
cheery couplet. But it is in the last degree unlikely that Shakespeare opened 
the play with Macbeth’s appearance ; the material of the preceding scene 
is probably Shakespeare’s, though it is mauled almost past recognition. 

Again, it seems certain that the play was written with an eye to the 
special approbation of James I. This is betokened by the Scottish story 
and the witches, but more especially by the reference to Banquo’s royal 
descendants and the speech about toucliing for the King’s Evil. And this 
has an importance apart from its interest to the student. When James 
came to England one of the things, it would appear, that the English 
courtiers were proudest to show him, was the English drama. And he was 
not slow to patronise it. Kings and queens did not go to the theatre in 
those days. But in the winter of 1604-1605 no fewer than seven of 
Shakespeare’s plays were given at Whitehall. And Othello, Macbeth, and 
King Lear took their place with the Comedies as entertainments that a 
king and his court might be expected to enjoy. 

The greatest of Shakespeare’s plays tliis may not be. But he wrote 
nothing more terrific—in the true sense of that word—than the two sections 
containing Duncan’s murder and Banquo’s. Read and feel and picture 
and think over, and then again think over and picture and feel and read 
from “ Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter ” to 

. . . tlicrc’s warrant in the theft 
Which steals itself when there’s no mercy left; 


and (noting the httle breathing space of the scene between the old man 
and Rosse and Macduff) from : 


to 


Thou hast it now ; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all . . . 
. . . We arc yet but young in deed. 


and sec if yoti can exhaust the tragic effect of them. It will exhaust you 
sooner. Macbeth is indeed the tragedy of unchecked will destroying itself, 
as Hamlet is the tragedy of unready will wasting itself. 
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The first section of the two is the easier to picture. It is all the more 
explicit. The salient thing, perhaps, about Lady Macbeth, who is its motive- 
power, even more than her fixity of purpose, is her terrible clarity of vision. 
She not only sees how the deed can be done, but she secs each aspect of 
it in terms of such simpheity. She has a little doubt, apparendy, as to 
whether her sex will not physically unfit her for this sort of thing : 

. . . come to my woman’s breasts 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers 

is her apostrophe. But when she finds that the wine which muddles men’s 
heads only makes hers clearer, that she can stand and listen quite coolly 
while Macbeth commits die murder that she has made no mistake in doing 
her own part, it is with a dreadful, almost widi a childish eagerness of 
daring, that she says : 

. . . Had lie not resemhied 
My father as he slept I’d donc’t. . . . 

And when Macbeth stands broken, body and spirit, for the moment by 
the horror of his deed, she turns on him coolly, steadily, with : 

. . . Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers. The sleeping and tlie dead 
Are but as pictures; ’tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil, if he do bleed 
I’ll gild die faces of the grooms withal. 

For it must seem their guilt. 

And she goes and does it without a tremor. Macbeth is as guilty at heart, 
but his mind backs and fills—as a boat’s sail will in a doubtful wind—with 
misgivings and remorse. Her word is just : 

How easy is it, then ! 

In all the happiness of peace after victory—a victory that Macbeth has 
won for him—Duncan comes to the castle. The calm beauty of sunset 
symbolises for us the happy confidence in which he comes. He is greeted 
by his “ honoured hostess,” he kisses her, as the custom was (one wonders 
if her cheek was cold), and passes in with his litde train. We must imagine 
the torches that cross the courtyard, the lighted rooms that we glimpse, 
the music playing while the king sups. Later come the few words of good¬ 
night to the troubled Banquo, then the stillness of the sleeping house and 
the tinkling of the bell that calls Macbeth to his work in the dark. And 
while the short night passes, the two shadows of evil pass in and out of the 
courtyard. The imocking on the gate begins and grows louder and louder 
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till it rouses the jovial porter, who cracks his jokes as he pulls on his clothes. 
The dawn comes. 

Mark how Shakespeare brings in a new character and strikes a new note 
for the discovery of the murder. Macduff has come to the castle with 
Duncan, but he has not spoken before. It is his voice—the voice of a con¬ 
science-free, courageous man—that rings out with the news, that leads 
the chorus of amazement and horror. Mark, too, his quick direct question 
to Macbeth, when he hears that the bloodstained grooms have been killed. 
After this he falls almost silent; throws but a word and a glance towards 
Lady Macbeth, who has fainted or pretends to. We must see him with a 
steady eye on Macbeth and a very sceptical ear for his verbose protestations. 
Still, he’s a shrewd man. He sees, as do Duncan’s two sons, mat Macbeth 
has the game in his hands. They are all in his castle and in his power. 
The king is past his help. He bides his time and goes. Banquo and Rosse 
and Lennox make peace with their consciences. Malcolm and Donalbain 
escape. Macbeth has won his crown. 

All this has been plain sailing enough, but in the next section we must 
look well behind the words. We must hear in the simple speech of Banquo : 

Thou hast it now ; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all . . . 

the tone of the kindly good man tempted by the benefit of another’s iU 
deeds. We must see Macbeth as king, weighted with splendour, his very 
speech pallid and hollow and cold. Observe the curious emptiness of his 
lines to Banquo as he sends him to his death, and hsten to the ominous beat 
in “ Ride you diis afternoon ? ” “ Fail not our feast.” “ Goes Pleance, 
with you ? ” Observe, too, that Lady Macbeth, but for a formal greeting, 
stands silent and is dismissed with the otliers. She goes in dread ; evidently 
she lives in dread, for she can read her husband’s tlioughts—who better ? 
—but he broods alone and tells her none of his doings. She knows well 
enough tliat some mischief is afoot, but she knows no more. We must 
picture her, while the last part of this scene passes, waiting somewhere, 
waiting for him to come. In the second scene we see she can endure it 
no more. She sends a servant to the king ; Banquo is in her mind. 

But when he comes he is as far from her as ever, and she is helpless to 
help him, she who has been the very spirit of his doings till now. She 
can utter only a platitude or two—^tell him not to keep so much alone, 
to look more cheerful. When Banquo’s name is spoken she shrinks from 
the ill implication, then forces herself to a question. Macbeth treats her 
like a child. He loves her, but he knows that she is but a broken woman 
now. 

Now how Uttle of this is written in words; but how right it is dramatic¬ 
ally that it should be pictured, but left unsaid. 
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Next consider the episode of Banquo’s murder ; perfectly done. The 
two murderers, with the third—to our surprise, as to tlieirs—sent to spy 
on them. A good stroke, telling us more of Macbeth than ten speeches 
might do. The scene painted for us in twenty words : 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day. 

Now spurs the lated traveller apace 

To gain the timely inn. 

Then Banquo’s simple “ It will rain to-night ” ; and with a rough “ Let 
it come down ” they set on him. Fleance escapes ; the light goes out; 
they stand in the dark, whispering a few detached words, the dead man at 
their feet. 

We come to the banquet. A scene of some splendour it should be, 
for Macbeth would make his court a wcU-likcd place by such means as he 
could. He moves among his guests, forcedly jovial. At any moment the 
news that Banquo is dead may come. If it gets about, so much the better 
that they should all be innocendy feasting. The Queen sits aloof on her 
chair of state. He will not trust her nerve now among people, or she will 
not trust it; and she is so weary she can hardly hold up her head under 
the heavy crown. But she sees him go to the door, and he stays there too 
long talking, and his face begins to play him tricks. She knows that danger ; 
rouses herself to recall him, to distract attention from his looks. He responds, 
but much too readily, speaks of his absent comrade, and then—Banquo has 
not failed the feast he was bidden to. He lias come quickly in and there he 
sits blood-boltcred in Macbeth’s very chair. Think of the effect. No one 
else sees him. Macbeth even docs not sec him till he goes to take his scat, 
and the ghost turns liis bloodstained face—it is within a foot of him— 
and stares at him with sighdess eyes. There is no scene like it. Nor is it 
the physical thing that strains at our nerves. It is the sight of Macbeth, 
racked with horror, yet not yielding an inch, not able, as it were, to yield 
or to fly, for the spectre is in his own brain—how can he fly it ? And his 
wretched wife, weak and worn as she is, mustering what she can of her 
old strength to save him from discovery, to save him from himself—a 
ghasdy, heroic effort. They arc alone at last, among the flickering torches, 
at the disordered table. 

It will have blood. Tlicy say blood will have blood. 

And he harps on the word and the thought. 

The secret’st man of blood, 

I am in blood stepped in so far. 

He is a murderer both in heart and mind now, and nothing but a 
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murderer. He sees his path. She is exhausted, and she has lost all power 
over him. She can only say dully 

You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

But he answers—but as if, cut free from all remorse, he could now com¬ 
mand himself—answers hardly, confidently, boldly : 

Come, we’ll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse 

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use : 

We are yet but young in deed. 

The play moves to its end, to the fading out of the shadow that 
Lady Macbeth has become. She killed herself; it could have needed 
litde doing. The nemesis of her clarity of vision, of her seeing things as 
they were—a spot of blood but as a spot of blood, no more—is that nightly, 
in the sleep that should be some small salvation to her, she wanders, pitifully 
rubbing the blood of Duncan from her hands in vain. And Macbeth, self- 
damned, cannot even weep for her death, shrugs at the news and turns 
away. How do wc first see him ? Coming from victory, to be greeted 
by Duncan’s generous gratitude. What is liis end ? The end of a beast 
tied to a stake and baited to death. 


§7 

I will make no attempt to sum up the virtues of Shakespeare, to pass 
aesthetic judgment on him. That is a task that has been well done and ill 
done and on the whole overdone. He is a great dramatist, a great poet, 
so great that we can all of us find something that we want in liim. And 
the search—if as aforesaid we will take a little trouble to learn his language 
and the method of his art—need not be a hard one. Open the book, make 
ready, and his plays leap to life from its pages. 


READING LIST 

It is difficult to choose between the many editions of the Plays published, 
but the Oxford University Press edition is as good as any. It is edited by 
W. J. Craig. The Temple Shakespeare, edited by Sir Israel Gollancz, is a 
delightful and scholarly edition in 40 separate small volumes. (Dent.) 

For a modem edition of the plays, with fairly comprehensive notes, 
the Arden edition, now edited by R. H. Case, each play in a separate 
volume, is, on the whole, as good a one as can be found for the general 
reader. 
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For detailed textual study, Horace Howard Furness’s Variorum should 
be used : the vast array of notes which this edition contains retail every 
comment of consequence that has been made upon the text since Shake¬ 
speare came to be wited. A more recent and more homogeneous critical 
edition is that of J. Dover Wilson ; still in progress, it is being published 
by the Cambridge University Press. 

For more careful study and for wider knowledge of the plays, these 
few books will be found useful : 

William Shakespeare, by Sir E. K. Chambers (Oxford University Press); 
comprehends all that is certainly known, and shows this to be much more 
than is usually supposed. It also relegates to its proper place much of the 
nonsense that is talked about Shakespeare.—A shorter but valuable book 
is J. Dover Wilson’s The Essential Shakespeare (Cambridge University Press). 

Approach to Shakespeare, byj. W. Mackail (Oxford University IVcss). 

A Companion to Shakespeare Studies, by H. Granvillc-Barkcr C. B. 
Harrison (Cambridge University Press). 

Shakespeare’s England. Oxford, 2 vols., edited by Sir Walter Raleigh. 
This pictures the times he lived in, tlie people he wrote for, and is a veritable 
dictionary of the terms he uses. 

Shakespeare’s Theatre, by Asliley W. Thorndike. An excellent descrip¬ 
tion of the technical means by which he worked (Macmillan). 

The best dramatic and theatrical, as opposed to literary, criticism of 
Shakespeare’s plays is that made by Dr. Granville-Barkcr, himself a notable 
dramatist, in the now famous Prefaces to Shakespeare (Sidgwick & Jackson). 
In this connection. Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch’s Shakespeare’s Workmanship 
(Cambridge University Press)'should also be read. 

Shakespeare. Survey. Edited by Prof. Allardyce Nichol (Cambridge). 
A collection of recent studies. These Surveys arc being issued from time 
to time. 

Senor Madariago’s study of Hamlet, written from the viewpoint of a 
Spanish scholar-philosopher, is an important new contribution. 

A Notebook on William Shakespeare by Edith Sitwell has essays on the 
tragedies and also quotations from Shakespearean scholars. (Macmillan.) 

Sir E. K. Chambers has recently published Shakespeare, a Survey 
(Sidgwick & Jackson). 
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SHAKESPEARE TO MILTON 

N early two centuries before Dr. Johnson and his Literary Club 
met at the Turk’s Head in Gerrard Street, Soho, an even greater 
set of hterary men met at the Mermaid Tavern in Bread Street, 
Cheapside. Here, one might have met Shakespeare and Kit Marlowe, 
Ben Jonson, Beaumont, Fletcher, and the other great Elizabethans, 
roystering and gossiping. The drink was good. 

Ben Jonson wrote : 

A pure cup of rich Canary wine. 

Which is the Mermaid’s now, but shall be mine. 

And tlie talk was better. Beaumont is our witness : 

What things have we seen 
Done at the Mermaid ! heard words that have been 
So nimble, and so full of subdc flame. 

As if tliat every one from whence they came 
Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest. 

And had resolved to live a fool the rest 
Of his dull life. 

Well might Keats say : 

Souls of poets dead and gone. 

What Elysium have you known. 

Happy field or mossy cavern. 

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ? 

The problem of the so-called “ minor ” Elizabethans—minor, that is, 
in comparison with Shakespeare—is a much debated one. Swinburne, 
who loved anything which was full of sound and passion, overestimated 
them; Shaw, the salutary debunkcr, underestimated them precisely 
because he demands matter and social sense rather than fine phrases which, 
analysed, make romantic nonsense. The truth lies somewhere between 
the two attitudes. 

Let us remember that the Elizabethan age was a time of awakening 
for England, that the flood tide of the Renaissance belatedly reached us 
and expressed itself in literature. The menace of Spain was suddenly 
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lifted with the miraculous defeat of the Armada. Protestantism suited 
the English spirit. Exploration and seafaring widened the horizon of a 
sea-loving people. And the language went to their heads like wine, whilst 
the queen encouraged culture, and rewarded all this new daring living 
with Tudor grace. 


CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

Christopher Marlowe, who was bom in die same year as Shakespeare, 
has been described by Swinburne as “ the father of English tragedy, and the 
creator of English blank verse.” He was the son of a Canterbury shoemaker, 
and took his degree at Corpus Christi, Cambridge, in 1584. His first 
tragedy, Tamburlane the Great, was acted when he was twenty-four. Tam- 
burlane the Great teUs the story, higldy embellished by the poet’s fancy, of 
the Mongolian potentate who overran India and defeated the Turks at the 
end of the fourteenth century. Marlowe makes his Tamburlane an eager 
poet, seeking for a perfect and unattainable beauty. As George Saintsbury 
says, “ There is here no central action, only a dissolving series of scenes of 
terror and blood, no character except the dim and gigantic one of Tambur¬ 
lane.” In this play Marlowe uses, almost for the first time, die “ mighty 
line ” which is the chief creation of English literary art, and which is familiar 
to us in Shakespeare’s plays. A supreme example of the “ mighty line ” 
is found in Faust’s address to Helen of Troy : 

Was this the face that launch’d a thousand sliips 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ? 

Arthur Symons has finely said that Marlowe’s imagination “ is filled 
with fire and flame, with smoke and hell’s fumes; with the savourous 
scent of incense, with the bitter taste of unshed tears.” 

The Elizabethan world was intoxicated by Marlowe’s great literary 
achievement in modem English, for it must be remembered that Spenser 
was old-fashioned even in his own time and Shakespeare had yet to be known. 
Nash, a contemporary dramatist, sneered at “ the swelling bombast of a 
bragging blank verse.” But the beauty of Marlowe’s writing and the 
dignity of his imagination are demonstrated by such lines as these ; 

If all the pens that ever poets held 

Had fed the filling of their masters’ thoughts, 

And every sweemess that inspired their h^cs. 

Their minds, and muses on admired themes; 
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If all the heavenly quintessence they sdll 
From their immortal flowers of poesy, 

Wherein, as in a mirror, we perceive 
The highest reaches of a human wit; 

If these had made one poem’s period. 

And all combined in beauty’s worthiness. 

Yet should there hover in their restless heads 
One thought, one grace, one wonder, at the least. 

Which into words no virtue can digest. 

Marlowe’s Tragicall History of Doctor Faustus appeared soon after Tam- 
burfane. The tragedy was founded on a mediasval German legend, a version 
of which had already been translated into English and evidently read by 
Marlowe. Marlowe’s Faust is not impelled to his bargain with the Devil 
by the desire for pleasure, like the Faust of the legend, nor by the hunger 
for knowledge, like Goethe’s Faust. It is boundless power that his Faust 
desired and for which he was wilUng to sell his soul. “ How greatly it 
is all planned ! ” Goethe exclaimed, after reading Marlowe’s Faustus, and 
Swinburne declared that few masterpieces of any age equal it in “ the 
qualities of terror and splendour.” The play ends in a scene of awesome 
tragedy when the devils come to demand the fulfilment of the bargain—a 
scene, as Swinburne said, that has “ no parallel in all the range of tragedy.” 

If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul. 

Yet for Christ’s sake whose blood hath ransomed me. 

Impose some end to my incessant pain ; 

Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years— 

A hundred thousand, and—at last—be saved ! 

O, no end is limited to damned souls ! 

Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul ? 

Or why is this immortal that tliou hast ? 

Ah, Pythagoras’ metempsychosis ! were diat true. 

This soul should fly from me, and I be changed 
Unto some brutish beast ! all beasts are happy. 

For, when they die. 

Their souls are soon dissolved in elements ; 

But mine must live, still to be plagued in hell. 

Curst be the parents that engendered me ! 

No, Faustus : curse thyself: curse Lucifer 
That hatli deprived thee of the joys of Heaven. 

[The clock strikes twelve. 

O, it strikes, it strikes ! Now, body, turn to air. 

Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell. 

[Thunder and lightning. 

O, soul, be changed into little water-drops. 

And fall into the ocean—ne’er be foimd. 
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My God ! my God ! look not so fierce on me ! 

Adders and serpents, let me breathe awhile ! 

Ugly heU, gajpe not! come not, Lucifer ! 

I’ll bum my books !—Ah Mephistophilis ! 

[Exeiml Devils with Faustus. 

The Tragicall History of Doctor Faustus was followed by The Jew of 
Malta —Swinburne said that only Milton had ever equalled “ tlic glory or 
the melody ” of the soliloquy of Barabbas in the opening scene of tliis play ; 
Edward the Second, in which Marlowe reached the summit of his powers ; 
and two short fragmentary plays. It is ako generally believed that Marlowe 
was the author of a considerable part of Shakespeare’s Henry VI. 

The great dramatist was ako a lyrical poet, capable of the winsome 
heart of “ The Passionate Shepherd.” 

Come live with me and be my love. 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
That bilk and vallies, dales and licKls, 

Woods or steepy iiioiiiitain yields. 

And we wiU sit upon the rocks. 

Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 

By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies ; 

A cap of flowers and a kittle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

In the spring of 1593 the plague was raging in London, and Marlowe 
went to stay at Deptford, then a small country village. Other Londoners 
followed his example, and one night the poet was killed in a tavern brawl 
by “ a bawdy serving-man,” who was his rival for the favours of a worth¬ 
less strumpet. A tragic ending to the life of one of England’s greatest 
tragic poets ! 

After Shakespeare, Marlowe was the chief ornament of die matchless 
group of poets who met at the Mermaid, and after liis death a younger 
poet declared diat his plays 

moved .such delight 

That men would shun their sleep in still dark night 
To meditate upon his golden lines. 
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§2 

BBS JONSOS 

Ben Jonson was eight years younger than Shakespeare and Marlowe. 
His father was a Protestant preacher, and he was educated at Westminster 
School. Jonson served some time as a soldier, but while he was still in the 
early twenties he had become mixed up in what was then the rather raffish 
society of London actors and playwrights, attaining notoriety by killing 
an actor in a duel. 

His first play, Euery Matt in his Humour, was produced in 1598, Shake¬ 
speare being m the cast. The characters of the play arc London citizens— 
all well-known theatrical types—one of them. Master Stephen, being an 
evident predecessor of Bob Acres. Every Man in his Humour was followed 
by Every Man out of his Humour, which was a failure. The dramatist, acting 
after the manner of his kind, quarrelled with die company and wrote 
satires on the various players, and on dramatists more successful dian 
himself. 

Jonson lived until 1637. He was buried in Westminster Abbey, and an 
admirer caused to be engraved on die slab over his grave “ O Rare Ben 
Jonson.” Of his numerous plays The Silent Woman, The Alchemist, Bar¬ 
tholomew Fair, and A Tale of a Tub are perhaps the best known. He satirised 
the men and manners of his time as Aristophanes had satirised the people 
of Athens. He also wrote a treatise on Aristotle, and a volume of essays 
and maxims of no great value or interest. When James I succeeded Elizabeth, 
Jonson was employed to make masques for the court ladies to act, Inigo 
Jones supplying the scenery and decorations ; and quite naturally the 
dramatist quarrelled with the decorator. He held his place as Master of 
the Masques until 1632, and then three of his plays proving failures one 
after another, he declared in an ode that he 

left die loathed stage, 

And the sdll more loathsome age. 

Jonson is mauily remembered for his beautiful lyrics, that have an 
attraction that his plays nearly always lack, at least when they are read and 
not seen. One of the most delightful is the “ Hynm to Diana ” : 

Queen and Huntress, chaste and fair, 

Now the sun is laid to sleep. 

Seated in diy silver chair 
State in wonted manner keep : 

Hesperus entreats thy Ught, 

Goddess excellendy bright. 
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Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose ; 

Cyntliia’s shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close : 

Bless us then with wished sight, 

Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart 
And thy crystu-shining quiver ; 

Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, how short soever ; 

Thou tliat mak’st a day of night. 

Goddess excellendy bright ! 

Another is the song from “ Underwoods ” : 

Oh, do not wanton with those eyes. 

Lest I be sick with seeing ; 

Nor cast them down, but let them rise 
Lest shame destroy their being. 

Oh, be not angry with those fires. 

For tlien their threats will kill me ; 

Nor look too kind on my desires. 

For then my hopes will spill me. 

Oh, do not steep them in thy tears. 

For so will sorrow slay me ; 

Nor spread them as distraught with fears ; 

Mine own enough betray me. 

The “ Epitaph on the Countess of Pembroke ” is both ingenious and 
charming : 

Underneath this sable hearse 
Lies tlie subject of true verse,— 

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother. 

Death, ere thou hast slain another, 

Lcam’d and fair and good as she. 

Time shall throw a dart at thee. 

And Jonson lives for us all with the immortal song “ To Celia ” ; 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And 1 will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup 
And I’ll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise 
Doth ask a drink divine ; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 

1 would not change for thine. 
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I sent thee late a rosy wreatli, 

Not so much honourinig tlrec 

As giving it a hope that there 
It coufl not wither’d be ; 

But thou thereon didst only brcatlie 
And sent’st it back to me ; 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself but thee. 

Of the otlier Elizabethan dramatists we can do no more than mention 
die names of Beaumont and Fletcher, authors of The Knight of the Burning 
Pestle and many beautiful lyrics; John Webster, the author of the blood¬ 
curdling Duchess of Malfi ; Heywood, whom Lamb called the prose Shake¬ 
speare ; Massinger, the author of A New Way to Pay Old Debts; Chapman, 
the first English translator of Homer ; and Dekker, whom we remember 
for the beautiful lines : 

the best of men 

That e’er wore earth about him was a sufferer, 

A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit; 

The first true gentleman that ever breathed. 


§3 

FRANaS BACON 

Francis Bacon was statesman, lawyer, wit, philosopher, and man of 
letters ; and in each of tliese several capacities he won a pre-eminent place. 
Bacon was the last scholar who could say in his own chosen words, and with 
but slight exaggeration, that he had taken all knowledge for his province. 
He lived in the early dawn of the age of specialisation wliile it was still Just 
possible for an able and industrious man to make himself master of the 
whole body of knowledge in existence. Many others had rivalled him in 
the mere acquisition of learning ; but none smee Aristode had so succeeded 
in impressing the whole with lus own mental stamp, and hi inspiring a new 
campaign agahist ignorance and disorder. 

Bacon had the good fortune to live in one of the great ages in the world’s 
history, in the “ spacious days ” of Queen Elizabeth. He was bom in i j6o, 
two years after the accession of that great sovereign ; and he died in 1626. 
As a boy he entered into die rich and glorious intellectual heritage of the 
Renaissance. In middle life he would see the pubheation of the master¬ 
pieces of Spenser, Montaigne, Cervantes, and Shakespeare. Before he 
died the supreme age of French literature was dawning. There was a new 
stir in the scientific world, the mediaeval belief in mystery and magic was 
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giving place to experienced and radonal induction. Copeniicus had died 
in 1543 ; but his work was being carried on by Kepler and Galileo. Not 
since the days of Socrates had men been so keenly interested in the tilings 
of the mind ; and this interest Bacon shared to the full. 

His own career displays all the grave defects as well as the excellencies 
of the sixteenth century. In the pursuit of knowledge he was indefatigable ; 
but he was equally indefatigable in the pursuit of ambition. He cheerfully 
laid down his Ufe in the interest of science ; but he had been just as willing 
to sacrifice the life of his friend and benefactor when it stood in tlie way 
of his own worldly achievement. Indeed, Bacon is a curious and most 
unpleasing mixture of greatness and littleness, of magnanimity and base¬ 
ness. His pubhshed writings were those of a sage ; his private letters are 
only too frequently those a of a mean time-server. 

Pope’s well-known hne, “ The greatest, wisest, meanest of mankind,” 
is only a poet’s hcence, but it is based upon undoubted facts. At the same 
time, the graver charge of corruption has been overstated. That Bacon 
had accepted gifts from suitors, a common practice at that time, for which 
he stood his trial, he did not deny ; but in his appeal to die king and to 
his peers he did, most proudly and emphatically, deny all guilt, and spurned 
the notion that the fountain of pure Justice had been defiled by any act 
of his. 

The case of Essex demands a few words of consideration. Tlic head¬ 
strong folly of Essex had brought him within the Emits of the law of treason, 
and his numerous enemies determined to accomplish his destruction. 
There was good evidence of his guUt; but the mismanagement of die 
case by die great lawyer Coke put the cause of the prosecution in peril. 
Bacon owed everything to the disinterested friendship of Essex ; but in 
order to win the favour of the queen lie put his services at her disposal for 
the purpose of destroying Essex. This turned the scale ; the unfortunate 
earl was condemned, and duly put to death. Many attempts have been 
made to extenuate this act, but without avail. It is a blot upon Bacon’s 
fame which no apology can wipe out. In die just and eloquent words of 
Dean Church—“ No one can doubt that the question was between liis own 
prospect and his friend ; and that to his own interest he sacrificed his friend 
and his own honour.” 


§4 

It is not easy to explain Bacon’s posidoii satisfactorily ; and many 
leading scientists and philosophers have denied to him much credit. He 
was unquestionably a great writer and a great orator ; but was he anydiing 
besides ? The claim sometimes made for him that he was the father of 
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modern science cannot be maintained; indeed, his work in this field is 
poor both in method and in results when we compare it with that of his 
own contemporaries, Kepler, Galileo, and Harvey. Nor can we say that 
he was the inventor of induction, though he undoubtedly did much to 
make it popular. It must also be admitted that his contempt for Aristotle, 
for the medixval schoolmen, and for the deductive method goes far beyond 
what is justifiable. A modem philosopher would probably find more of 
real value in the writings of Thomas Aquinas than in those of Bacon. 
Indeed, Harvey remarks acidly enough that Bacon wrote philosophy ” like 
a Lord Chancellor.” Still Bacon accomplished much. He insisted upon 
the importance of knowledge, upon its unity, and upon its practical aim. 
It is sufficient here to quote Macaulay’s summary : “ The aim of the 
Platonic philosophy was to raise us far above vulgar wants. The aim of 
the Baconian philosophy was to supply our vulgar wants.” 

Unfortunately Bacon was too conservative to abandon the old custom 
of writing all his most important works in Latin. Indeed, it is little to his 
credit that, in the age of Shakespeare, he should have had little faith in the 
future of the Enghffi language. For English readers the important works 
are the Essays, The Advancement of Learning, The History of Henry VII, and 
The Netv Atlantis. All these exliibit in greater or less degree the quaUties 
of his style. There is abundant fancy, which sometimes rises into true 
imagination, dchcacy of observation, a fine command of diction, and a 
real eloquence. The least ornamental of his writings in style is the Essays, 
which are composed of highly condensed reflections and apophthegms. 
The following passage is illustrative of this : 

Crafty men condemn studies; simple men admire them ; and wise men 
use them : for they teach not tlieir own use : but that is a wisdom without 
them, and above them, won by observation. Read not to contradict and compute ; 
nor to believe and take for granted ; nor to find talk and discourse ; but to weigh 
and consider. 

Some books are to be tasted, otliers to be swallowed, and some few to be 
chewed and digested ; tliat is, some books are to be read only in parts ; others 
to be read, but not curiously ; and some few to be read whoUy, and with dili¬ 
gence and attention. Some books also may be read by deputy, and extracts made 
of them by others; but that would be only in the less important arguments, 
and die meaner sort of books ; else distilled books are like common distilled 
waters, flashy tilings. Reading maketh a full man, conference a ready man, 
and writing an exact man. And therefore if a man write litde, he had need 
have a great memory ; if he confer little, he had need have a present wit; and 
if he read little, he had need have much cunning, to seem to know that he doth 
not. 

Bacon’s writings consist of theological, philosophical, and political 
essays, a History of the Reign of King Henry VII, a vast collection of letten, 
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a collection of Apophthegms, humorous stories which Macaulay described 
as “ the best collection of jests in the world,” and The New Atlantis, a philo¬ 
sophical romance founded on Plato’s story of a lost island in the Western 
Ocean. Bacon never finished The New Atlantis. In common with Plato, 
Sir Thomas More, and many modem writers, his idea was to sketch an 
ideal commonwealth. Solomon’s house in The Netv Atlantis was a prophecy 
of the Royal Society. In addition to all this varied literary work. Bacon 
translated certain of the psalms into English verse. 

The following quotations from Bacon illustrate liis point of view and 
the charm of his literary expression. In reading them it is interesting to 
remember the theory that Bacon was die author of die plays ascribed to 
Shakespeare. There is unquestionably in many of dicsc quotations thoughts 
often to be found in Shakespeare, and it will doubtless be felt by die reader 
that while it is inconceivable that Bacon wrote Shakespeare, it would have 
been quite possible for Shakespeare to have written much of Bacon. 

“ This is certain, the mind diat is most prone to be puffed up with 
prosperity, is most weak and apt to be dejected with die least puff of 
adversity.” 

“ There is nothing more certain in nature, than that it is impossible for 
any body to be utterly anniliilatcd : as it was the work of the omnipotency 
of God to make somewhat of notliing, so it required! the like onmipotency 
to turn somewhat into nothing.” 

“ As for talkers and futile persons, they are commonly vain and credu¬ 
lous withal. For he that talkcth what he kiioweth, will also talk what he 
knowedi not.” 

“ There be three means to fortify belief. The first is experience ; the 
second, reason ; the third, authority : and diat of these which is far the 
most potent, b authority ; for belief upon reason or upon experience, will 
sugger.” 

” This is well to be weighed, that boldness is ever blind, for it secth not 
dangers and inconveniences ; dicrcfore it is ill in counsel, good in execu¬ 
tion : so that the right use of bold persons is that they never command in 
chief, but be seconds, and under the direction of others. For in counsel, 
it is good to see dangers ; and in execution not to see them, except they 
be very great.” 

“ He that hath wife and children, hath given hostages to fortune; 
for they are impediments to great enterprises, either of virtue or 
mischief.” 

“ A cripple in the right way, may beat a racer in the wrong one. Nay, 
the fleeter and better the racer is, who hath once missed his way, the farther 
he leaveth it behind.” 
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” It hath been an opinion, that the French are wiser than they seem, 
and the Spaniards seem wiser than they are.” 

“ God Almighty first planted a garden, and indeed it is the purest of 
human pleasures. It is the greatest refreshment to the spirits of men; 
without which, palaces and buildings are but gross handy works : And a 
man shall ever see, and when ages grow to civility and elegancy men come 
to build stately, sooner than to garden finely; as if gardening were the 
greater perfection.” 

“ Little minds, though never so full of virtue, can be but a little 
virtuous.” 

“ Great riches have sold more men than they have bought.” 

“ A popular judge is a deformed tiling : and plaudits are fitter for 
players than for magistrates.” 

“ I know many wise men who fear to die; for the change is bitter, 
and flesh would refuse to prove it: besides, the expectation brings terror, 
and that exceeds the evil. But 1 do not believe that any man fears to be 
dead, but only the stroke of death. This is strength and the blood to virtue 
—to contemn things that be desired, and to neglect that which is feared.” 


§5 

HERRICK AND LOVELACE 

The seventeenth century in England was the Puritan century, but it 
is important to remember that tlie more distinguished of the earUer Eliza¬ 
bethan poets were definitely Puritan. Men hke Sidney and Spenser had 
no sympathy whatever with tlie common Paganism of the Renaissance. 
They were preoccupied with etliical values, and tlieir attitude to life is very 
fairly described by Charles Kingsley in Westward Ho / The alliance between 
poetry and Puritanism was short-hved. It cannot be traced in Shakespeare, 
and as the poet abandoned Puritanism, so the Puritan, and even the man of 
religious mind who was not a Puritan, began to regard poetry as a device 
of the devil. George Herbert burnt his love poetry when he took Holy 
Orders, and Doime was only prevented by his friends from doing the same 
thing. John Donne is the greatest of the “ metaphysical ” poets, perhaps the 
world’s greatest metaphysical poet: ardent, tortured, amorous ; ascetic, 
intellectual, spiritual, dmost mystically religious ; lyrist and satirist. But 
while a great part of England was absorbed at the same time in the problems 
of predestination, and no taxation without representation, the true English 
light-hearted love of nature and joy in Uving was not without its literary 
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expression. This expression found delightful and permanent form in the 
poetry of Robert Herrick, the poetical son of Ben Jonson. 


§6 

Herrick was a Devonsliire parson. For nearly twenty years he lived 
in a remote village intensely interested in the life around him—tlie Morris 
dances, the Christmas revels, the simple rural life. Herrick was a queer 
soul. He is said to have had a favourite pig which he taught to drink out 
of a tankard, and, on one occasion, he threw the manuscript of his sermon 
at the congregation because they were not paying attention. He was an 
easy-going worldly parson, hating Puritans, and staunch in his loyalty to 
the king. This loyalty caused him to be driven from his living during the 
Commonwealth, but he returned after the Restoration and died in his 
parish at the age of eighty-four. 

Herrick’s love of nature struck a new note in English literature. He 
was almost the first of the pastoral poets. His poems, as Andrew Lang 
said, are “ like a large laughing meadow in early June, diapered witli flowen 
and sweet with the songs of birds, some a mere note or two of merry music, 
some as prolonged and varied though never so passionate as the complaint 
of the nightingale.” One of the most charming of his lyrics is “ To 
Blossoms ” : 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree. 

Why do ye fall so fast ? 

Your date is not so past. 

But you may stay yet here awhile 
To blush and gently smile. 

And go at last. 

What, were ye born to be 
An hour or half’s delight. 

And so bid good-night ? 

’Twas pity Nature brought ye forth 
Merely to show your worth. 

And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne’er so brave : 

And after they have shown their pride 
Like you, awhile, they glide 
Into the grave. 
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Herrick’s “ sweet, spontaneous, glad, and musical ” muse is joyfully 
evident in the following : 


CHERRY RIPE 

Cherry ripe, ripe, ripe, 1 cry. 

Full and fair ones,—come and buy ! 
If so be you ask me where 
They do grow, I answer, there. 
Where my Julia’s lips do smile,— 
There’s the land, or cherry-isle, 
Whose plantations fully snow. 

All the year, where cherries grow. 

TO DAFFODILS 

Fair daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon : 

As yet die early rising sun 
Has not attained his noon. 

Stay, stay. 

Until the nasting day 
Has run 

But to the even-song ; 

And having prayed together we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short rime to stay, as you. 
We have as short a Spring ; 

As quick a growdi to meet decay 
As you, or any thing. 

We die 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away 

Like to the Summer’s rain ; 

Or as die pearls of morning dew 
Ne’er to be found again. 

One of his most delightfully phrased love-poems is 
THE NIGHT-PIECE, TO JULIA 

Her Eyes the Glow-wotme lend thee, 
The Shooting Starres attend thee ; 
And the Elves also. 

Whose litdc eyes glow. 

Like the sparks of fire, befiiend thee. 
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No Will-o’-th’-Wispe mislight thee ; 
Nor Snake, or Slow-wotme bite thee : 
But on, on thy way 
Not making a stay. 

Since Ghost ther’s none to aflright tliee. 

Let not tlic darke thee cumber ; 

What though die Moon do's slumber ? 
The Starres of the night 
Will lend thee dicir ught. 

Like Tapers clcarc without number. 


Then, Julia, let me wooc dice. 

Thus, dius to come unto me ; 

And when I shall meet 
Thy silv’ry feet. 

My soule Tie poure into thee. 

Herrick loved children as deeply as he loved roses, and, for all his easy¬ 
going life, he had a deep and sincere sense of religion. 


§7 

Herrick’s devotion to the Royalist cause cost him his living for a few 
years. The same devotion cost Richard Lovelace, the brilliant, handsome 
Cavalier poet, his entire fortune, and Puritan rancour condemned him to a 
miserable death at the age of forty. We remember Lovelace best for liis 
lines : 

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind. 

That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase. 

The first foe in the field ; 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too shall adore ; 

I could not love thee. Dear, so much. 

Loved I not Honour more. 

247 



THE OUTLINE OF LITEEATUKE 

In 1643 Lovckce was imprisoned at Westminster for demanding that 
the king should be restored to his rights, and while there he wrote “ To 
Althea from Prison,” which contains the well-known stanza ; 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for a hermitage. 

If I have freedom in my love. 

And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone that soar above 
Enjoy such liberty. 

Like Herrick and Lovelace, Edmund Waller was a Royalist, tolerant 
and broad-minded, but always a Royalist. The deep sense of religion is 
indeed characteristic of the writing of most of the Royalist poets. Nothing 
demonstrates the deep piety of the first half of the seventeenth century 
more clearly than the fact that die partisans of Charles I, denounced by the 
Puritans as the children of wrath and the enemies of God, included such 
distinguished writers of religious verse as Dorme, Herbert, Vaughan, 
Traherne, Crashaw, and Cowley, and such divines as Fuller and Jeremy 
Taylor. 

These “ metaphysical ” poets have enjoyed a revival of interest during 
recent years under the influence of the new enthusiasm for mysticism and 
of the love of words and images for their own sake. Men like Donne 
brought to English poetry minds full of the curious scholarship of the 
seventeenth century. They spoke of the experiences of passion or of 
religion alike in strained images, as when Donne writes a poem comparing 
himself and his mistress to the two legs of a pair of compasses, or Vaughan 
says wonderfully : 

“ I saw eternity the other night 

Like a great ring of pure and endless light. 

All calm, as it was bright; 

And round beneath it. Time in hours, days, years, 

Driv’n by the spheres 

Like a vast shadow moved ; in which the world 
And all her train were hurled. 

In one short poem, “ The Retreat,” Vaughan anticipated the mystical 
thought expressed by Wordsworth in the “ Ode on the Intimations of 
Immortality.” One recent discovery was Thomas Traherne, whose work 
for centuries was either unknown or confused with that of Vaughan. 
By a chance discovery of two manuscript books on a bookstall and a piece 
or brilliant research the identity of one of England’s greatest mystic 
poets and prose writers was established, 
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Since that discovery Traherne’s poetry and the prose poems from 
Centuries of Mentations have earned a foremost place as the expression of 
his philosophy of Christian Pantheism in which the humblest person 
possesses riches and happiness in the knowledge of unity with the universe 
and its Creator. The passage recording his cliildish innocence, conunencing : 

“ The corn was orient and immortal wheat, which never should be reaped, 
nor was ever sown. I tliought it had stood from everlasting to everlasting . . .” 

compares with Vaughan’s famous “ Infancy ” and with Wordsworth’s 
“ Intimations of Immortality.” It has become an anthology piece with 
that other exquisite passage from Traherne : 

“ You never enjoy the World aright till the Sea itself floweth in your veins, 
till you are clothed with the Heavens and crowned with the Stars.” 

Meantime our interest in language and image has sent us to Donne, 
both as poet and preacher, and to Francis Quarles. The versification of 
the former especially is often harsh, so overlaid with meaning is it, but we 
have learned in recent years that poetry is not for he who runs to read. 

§8 

ROBERT BURTON 

One of the most remarkable books published in England in the years 
before the Civil War was Robert Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy. Burton 
was another literary clergyman, and his book, which is unique in English 
prose, contains a definition of melancholy, a discussion of its causes, and 
suggested cures. Love melancholy is given a section of its own, in which 
Burton’s quaint humour finds full play, and the book finishes in serious 
vein widi an examination of religious melancholy and suggestions for the 
cure of despair. As he proceeds, melancholy comes to mean to Burton 
every imaginable ill, and the most modern scientific men admire the sanity 
and the subtlety of his diagnoses. He illustrates his points with quotations 
from scores of ancient and modem authors, and it has often been suggested 
that a large number of die quotations were invented by Burton himself. 
Dr. Johnson and Laurence Sterne were fervent admirers of the Anatomy, 
and it was one of Charles Lamb’s enthusiasms. To him Robert Burton 
was a “ fantastic great old man,” and in a letter written in 1821 Lamb says : 
“ I am hanging over for the thousandth time some passage in old Burton. ’ 

Burton’s humour and wisdom may be appreciated from the following 
passages. Many of them have become the counten of everyday modern 
speech : 

Naught so sweet as melancholy. 
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Him that makes shoes goes batefoot himself. 

Rob Peter, and pay Paul. 

Penny wise, pound foolish. 

Can build castles in the air. 

Ail our geese are swans. 

Set a beggar on horseback and he will ride a gallop. 

Many things happen between the cup and the lip. 

§9 

SIR THOMAS BBOWNE 

Sir Thomas Browne, the author of the famous Religio Medici, was the 
son of a mercer, and was bom in Cheapside in 1605. He was educated 
at Winchester and Oxford, studied medicine for some years on the Con¬ 
tinent, and practised at Norwich, where he lived for over forty years. The 
Religio Medici was translated into French, Dutch, German, and ItaUan 
during its author’s lifetime. Thomas Browne also wrote Christian Morals, 
Letter to a Friend, and Urn Burial. Browne was a deliberate stylist, that is 
to say, like Henry James, he cared more for manner than for matter. He 
loved to embroider, and he embroidered with extraordinary skill. He was 
more an elaborate hterary artist than either a scientist or a philosopher. 

The Religio Medici begins with a profession of Christian faith—“ I dare 
without usurpation assume the honourable style of a Christian.” It is a 
philosophic disquisition on the mysteries of life and death, and the following 
extract indicates Sit Thomas Browne’s line of thought: 

Now for my life, it is a miracle of thirty years, which to relate were not a 
history, but a piece of poetry, and would sound to common ears bke a fable. 
For the world, I count it not an inn but an hospital, and a place not to hve but to 
die in. The world that 1 regard is my self; it is the microcosm of my own 
frame that I can cast mine eye on ; for the odicr, I use it but like my globe, and 
turn it round sometimes for my recreation. Men that look upon my outside, 
perusing only my condition and my fortunes, do err in my altitude ; for I am 
above Atlas his shoulders. 

The earth is a point not only in respect of tlie heavens above us, but of that 
heavenly and celestial part withm us. That mass of flesh tliat circumscribes me, 
limits not my mind. That sur&ce that tells the heavens it hath an end, caimot 
persuade me I have any. . . . Whilst I study to find how I am a microcosm, or 
little world, I find myself something more than the great. There is surely a piece 
of divinity in us—something that was before the heavens, and owes no homage 
unto the sun. Nature tells me I am the image of God, as well as Sermture. He 
that understands not thus much, hath not his introduction or first lesson, and 
bath yet to begin the alphabet of man. 
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Thomas Browne was a difficult writer. Edmund Gosse has said of 
him : “ Browne was greatly interested in the beauty of words, in their 
sound, their form, the image that they raised. But his treatment of them 
was very curious, and is not easily or completely to be justified. There 
was something abnormal in Browne’s intellect, and it is shown in the rather 
mad way in which he tossed words about.” 

He apologised for writing in English rather than in Latin, and liis idea 
of elegant English was a language full of latinised words only to be under¬ 
stood by readers who are masters of die Latin language. This affectation 
and his general attitude to life enraged Hazlitt, who wrote of him : “ His 
is the sublime of indifference ; a passion for the abstruse and the imaginary. 
He turns the world round for his amusement, as if it was a globe of paste¬ 
board. He looks down on sublunary affairs as if he had t^cn his station 
in one of the planets.” Charles Lamb, however, said that Thomas Browne 
was one of the worthies “ whom he should feel the greatest pleasure to 
encounter on the floor of his apartment in their nightgown and slippers, 
and to exchange friendly greeting with them.” 

Carlyle said : “ The conclusion of the essay on Urn Burial is absolutely 
beautiful: a still elegiac mood, so soft, so deep, so solemn and tender, 
like the song of some departed saint flitting faint under the everlasting 
canopy of night—an echo of deepest meaning from die great and 
mighty nations of the dead.” And George Saintsbury says of the 
same essay; 

A ch^ter on funeral ceremonials, beliefs in immortality or annihilation and 
the like follows, and leads up to the ever-mcmorable finale, beginning, “ Now 
since these dead bones,” which has rung in the ears of some eight generations 
as the very and unsurpassable Dead March of English Prose. Every word of tins 
chapter is memorable, and almost every word abides in the memory by dint of 
Browne’s marmoreal plirase, his great and grave meaning, and die wonderful 
clangour and echo of his word-music. “ Time, which antiquates antiquities,” 
will have some difficult in destroying this. And through all the chapter his style, 
like his theme, rises, till after a wonderful burst of mysticism, we arc left with 
such a dying close as never had been heard in English before, “ ready to be any¬ 
thing in the ecstasy of being ever, and as content with six foot as with the moles 
of Adrianus.” 

The first edition of Religio Medici was published in 1642. 

Several of the writers dealt with in this section lived through the 
Commonwealth and after the Restoration, but they may all be regarded 
as belonging in essentials to the first half of their century. Charles I was 
beheaded in 1649. Cromwell was proclaimed Lord Protector in 1653, and 
the literary glory of the Cromwellian period and of the entire seventeenth 
century was John Milton, the Protector’s Latin secretary. 
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A good book is die precious life-blood of a master-spirit, ciiibalmcd and 
treasured up on purpose to a life beyond life.—M ilton. 

J OHN MILTON, by common consent of critical opinion, holds a place 
among the first three great Enghsh poets. This is not to say diat 
there are not a dozen, or even twenty, writers in the succession of 
English poetry who at times in individual quality touch a height equal 
to Milton’s own. The word “ great ” is one diat is commonly used about 
poets, often too easily, and generally, I suppose, widi a difference. What 
is meant at the moment is that Milton stands pre-eminently for a very 
important kind of achievement in poetry, and, so far as can be seen in per¬ 
spective up to out own day, there arc hardly more than two other poets 
of whom the same thing can so definitely be said. There were many poets 
among the Elizabethans who in their best moments had as clearly die stuff 
of poetry in them as Shakespeare himself, but in breadth and consistency 
of performance Shakespeare transcends them all. It may be said that there 
is nothing which they did that he did not do as well and generally better. 
He was the chief and crowning glory of a vast range of poetic activity, 
practised by many men of great endowments, and, profiting as he did by 
their efforts and example, he brought the whole movement to its most 
perfect expression. So that, both by his personal quality and the actual 
volume of his work, it is of Shakespeare that we think instinctively as the 
great poet of his time. Because his time happened to be one of peculiar 
virtue as an inspiration to poetry, a time when the nation, both in adventure 
and culture, was first becoming delightedly aware of its own splendour and 
vitahty, and was content to enjoy the spectacle of life, and share in its 
ardours purely for their own invigorating sake, without reducing them to 
moral or social problems, he comes to our mind always, perhaps, as the 
greatest poet of all. After him there are two other poets in the English 
story of whom something of the same kind may be said, John Milton and 
William Wordsworth. Circumstances of liistory made it impossible for 
either of these to inform their work with quite the same happy ease of 
spiritual youth that marks even the tragedies of Shakespeare, but each in 
his own way pre-eminently stood for one of the great natural movements 
in English history. After Wordsworth tliere is no jpoet of whom we can 
yet be quite sure in this matter. There arc many whose work is certain of 
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poetry and then to grow tired of it, but it may well sometimes be that a 
reader who is happy enough with some tripping or homely muse should 
find the ceremony of the great Puritan a little difficult, though VAllegro 
and II Penseroso, together with passages from Comus and Lycidas, can hardly 
fail to be pleasing to anybody. But for the rest of us there comes a time 
when the full glory of J^ton’s last period is a thing in life as inevitable in 
its authority as the beauty of nature itself. Matthew Arnold’s “ Others 
abide our question, thou art free ” is as true of the other supreme poets 
as it is of Shakespeare. If we have the love of English poetry in our blood 
at all, we can no longer argue about: 

Of Man’s first disobedience and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste 
Brought death into the world and all our woe, 

With loss of Eden, till one greater Man 
Restore us and regain the blissful seat, 

Sing heav’nly Muse, tliat on the secret top 

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 

That shepherd, who first taught die chosen seed. 

In the beginning how the heav’ns and earth 
Rose out of Chaos ; or if Sion hill 
Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flow’d 
Fast by the Oracle of God ; I thence 
Invoke thy aid to my advent’rous song. 

That with no middle flight intends to soar 
Above th’ Aonian mount, while it pursues 
Things inuttempted yet in prose or rhyme. 

And chiefly thou, O Spirit, diat dost prefer 
Before all temples th' upright heart and pure. 

Instruct me, for diou know’st; thou from the first 
Wast present, and with mighty wings outspread 
Dovedike sat’st brooding on me vast abyss. 

And mad’st it pregnant: what in me is dark 
Illumine, what is low raise and support; 

That to the height of this great argument 
I may assert eternal Providence, 

And justify the ways of God to men. 

This spiritual exaltation Milton in his later works maintained, with 
hardly a break, for somctliing like fifteen thousand lines. In doing it he 
achieved a style which in its union of opulence and severity was at the time, 
and has remained, without parallel. As always with the great men, the 
poetry transcends the argument. The argument was indeM a passionate 
enough conviction with Milton himself, and was the foundation firom which 
the mighty edifice of his poetry rose. But it is the poetry itself that, in 
the right mood, is a defence against the ignominies of the world as hardly 
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JOHN MILTON 

any other English poetry is. Milton did very ardently wish to "justify 
the ways of God to men,” to scourge tyranny, and to exalt the undying 
heroism of man. But in these dungs he was but one of many thousand 
generous spirits who have passed on earth, and his testament was made 
in terms of a mythology and a political temper which in diemsclves are 
not very intimately stirring things to us to-day. But, unlike those other 
thousands, Milton was a great poet, and, as such, he both transcended for 
ever the conditions of the moment and lifted his personal passion into 
imiversal poise by the sublime certainty widi which it was embodied. 
Poise—that is the last word when all critical analysis of Milton has been 
made. To read Paradise Lost or Samson Agonistes, without h.iste and without 
question, is to look upon the troubled world with untroubled eyes. The 
purging is not of die same kind as that affected by die great poets of the 
tragic human emotions, where the salvation is wrought by the spectator 
being moved to a God-ldce compassion for suft'ering or erring man. Kead- 
ing one of the great Shakespearean tragedies wc are so touched to pity that 
we not only feel that in the course of justice diere ought to be some final 
compensation for the disaster which we have witnessed, but that in some 
strange way we have been given the power to will that it shall be so. Milton, 
even in Samson Agonistes, where the actual fable is one of human catastrophe, 
does not move us in quite the same way. Here wc feel not so much as 
we do in Shakespeare’s tragedies that when all has been endured mercy 
will come, as it were, from some common impulse of the world to heal 
even the most merited suffering, but that the spirit of man can mysteriously 
rise clear of its own hmitations and that man is, in fact, greater than the 
expression that he can ever give to himself in the conduct of life. Shake¬ 
speare’s way is the more human, the more passionate, and the more inti¬ 
mately related to our common moods, but dierc arc times when Milton 
can bring us a reassurance that is altogether his own. 

The keen spiritual hght diat is over all Milton’s meditation does not 
lessen the warmth of his humanity, a quality we are apt to forget was his 
when we think of him. His early poems, though they arc marked already 
by the ceremony that in the great works was to come to such grandeur of 
style, are the work of a young poet moving freely about the world, 
generous and even gay in temper. Whatever his austerity of manner, 
there was no coldness at the heart of the man who could write : 

While die ploughman near at hand 
Whisdes o cr the furrow’d land. 

And the milkmaid singed) blithe. 

And the mower whets his scythe. 

And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn m the dale. . . . 
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Nor, when Paradise Lost appeared more than twenty years later, had the 
note gone ; 

So hand in hajid they pass’d, the loveliest pair 
That ever since in love s embraces met; 

Adam the goodliest man of men since bom 
His sons, the fairest of her daughters Eve. 

Under a tuft of shade, that on a green 
Stood whisp’ring soft, by a fresh fountain side 
They sat them down ; and after no more toil 
Of their sweet gard’ning labour than sufficed 
To recommend cool Zephyr, and made ease 
More easy, wholesome thirst and appetite 
More grateful, to their supper fruits they fell. . . . 

a passage the tenderness of which is recurrent throughout the poem 
whenever Milton’s thought for a moment leaves the height of its great 
argument and dwells on the human joys and sorrows of Paradise. While, 
however, he is thus always able to remind us of his command of the 
gentler things of holiday and pathos, it remains the truth that it is in a 
subhmc philosophic conception of life, rather than in the particular and 
intimate lives of men and women, that his interest chiefly lies and in the 
expression of which liis mastery is most commonly used. 

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth, 

Stol’n on his wing my three and twentieth year ! 

My hasting days fly on with full career. 

But my late spring no bud or blossom show’di. 

Perhaps my semolance might deceive the truth. 

That I to manhood am arrived so near, 

And inward ripeness doth much less appear. 

That some mote timely-happy spirits indu’th. 

Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow. 

It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high. 

Toward which Time leads me, and the will of Heaven. 

All is, if I have grace to use it so. 

As ever in my great Task-master’s eye. 

There at twenty-three was already the promise of the poet who in the 
full maturity of his power was to learn how, by pure majesty of spirit 
and the very magic of verse, to brmg even angels into the range of our 
human sympathies, as in : 

So spake the seraph Abdicl, faithful found. 

Among the foithfess, faithful only he : 

Among innumerable false, unmoved. 

Unshaken, unseduced, unteriified, 
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His loyalty he kept, his love, liis zeal; 

Nor number, nor example witli him wrought 
To swerve from trutli, or change his constant mind 
Though single. . . . 

and who, when he brought these faculties to a life still generahsed, but iiearei 
to our own experience, as at the end of Samson Agotiistes, could achieve a 
moving beauty which has never been excelled in English poetry : 

Nothing is here for tears, nothing to wail 
Or knock the breast, no weakness, no contempt. 

Dispraise, or blame, nothing but well and fair, 

And what may quiet us in a death so noble. . . . 

Any page of Milton will furnish examples of his mastery. Oiir choice 
might follow Swinburne, who finds an incomparable excellence of diction 
in the opening of Lycidas : 

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more 
Ye myrdes brown, with ivy never sere, 

I come to pluck your beriics harsh and crude. 

And with forced fingers rude. 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. . . . 

or Keats, who says: 

“ There are two specimens of very extraordinary beauty in the Paradise 
Lost: they are of a nature, so far as 1 have read, unexampled elsewhere ; 
they are entirely distinct from the brief pathos of Dante, and they arc not 
to be found even in Shakespeare. The one is in Unc 268, iv : 

Not that fair field 

Of Enna, where Proserpine, gadiering flowers, 

Herself a fairer flower, by gloomy Dis 
Was gathered, which cost Ceres all diat pain 
To seek her through the world. 

The other is line 32, book vii: 

But drive far off the barbarous dissonance 
Of Bacchus and his revellers, the race 
Of that wild rout diat tore the Thracian bard 
In Rhodope, where woods .and rocks had ears 
To rapture, till the savage clamour drowned 
Both harp and voice ; nor could the Muse defend 
Her son. 

These appear exclusively Miltonic, without the shadow of another mind, 
ancient or modem.” 

De Quincey, who held Milton to be the greatest poet of all time—who 

259 



THE OUTLINE OF LITERATURE 

somewhere speaks of “ the solemn planetary wheelings of the vene of 
Milton ”—selected as “ his most tremendous passage perhaps the most 
subUme, all things considered, that exists in human hterature,” the lines 
(273, bk. x), where Death first becomes aware of his own future empire 
over man : 

So saying, with delight he snuffed the smell 
Of mor^ change on earth. As when a flock 
Of ravenous fowl, through many a league remote. 

Against the day of battle, to a field, 

Where armies lie encamped, come flying, lured. 

So scented the grim feature, and upturned 
His nostril wide into the murky air. 

Sagacious of his quarry from so far. 


§3 

Although, more perhaps than most poets, Milton allowed a life of 
affairs to encroach upon his actual poetical position, there is no poet of whom 
it can be more justly said that he devoted his life to poetry. Having proved 
his gifts in tlie early poems, he determined to wait until such time as he felt 
himself to be equipped for a work that should not only be profound in 
conception but massive in volume and architecture. “ Neither do I think 
it shame,” he writes in the Reason of Church Government urged against 
Prelatry of 1641, “ to covenant with any knowing reader that, for some years 
yet I may go on trust with him toward the payment of whom I am now 
indebted, as being a work not to be raised from the heat of youth or the 
vapours of wine . . . but by devout prayer to that eternal Spirit, who can 
enrich with all utterance and knowledge ... to tliis must be added 
industrious and select reading, steady observation, insight into all seemly 
and generous art and affairs. . . .” Through tliose years of political and 
religious controversy his mind was fixed constantly upon tlie redemption 
of this promise. The result of all this was that when the works came 
they were upon a scale that can be no more lightly apprehended by the 
reader than they were hghdy conceived by the poet. Before we can come 
to anything like die full significance of Milton’s great poems we must 
read them steadily and we must read them whole. 

We may for purposes of argument do very well in dividing poets up 
into schools. Classical, Romantic, Realist, and so forth, but when we come 
to the very great men we find diat in some measure or another they have 
the best qualities of all these different kinds. Nowhere has the case for the 
so-called Classic as against the Romantic method been put more lucidly, 
than in Matthew Arnold’s famous Preface of 1853. 
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“ We can hardly at the present day understand what Menander meant, 
when he told a man who inquired as to the progress of his comedy that he 
had finished it, not having yet written a single line, because he had con¬ 
structed the action of it in his mind. A modem critic would have assured 
him that the merit of liis piece depended on the brilliant things which arose 
under his pen as he went along. Wc have poems wliich seem to exist merely 
for the sake of single lines and passages ; not for the sake of producing any 
total-impression. We have critics who seem to direct their attention 
merely to detached expressions, to the language about the action, not to 
the action itself. I verily think that the majority of tliem do not in their 
hearts believe that there is such a thing as a total-impression to be derived 
from a poem at all, or to be demanded from a poet; they think the term 
a commonplace or metaphysical criticism. They will permit the Poet to 
select any action he pleases, and to suffer that action to go as it will, provided 
he gratifies them with occasional bursts of fine writing, and with a sliower 
of isolated thoughts and images. That is, they permit him to leave their 
poetical sense ungratified, provided that he gratifies their rhetorical sense 
and their curiosity.” 

This is an admirable piece of sesthetic theory, and it was a point that 
very much needed to be made, and for that matter stiU needs to be made 
to-day in view of the common practice of modem poetry. But the argu¬ 
ment is one which when wc come to the poets themselves in their poetry 
—even to Matdicw Arnold in his own poetry —wc find to need qualifica¬ 
tion. It is true that certain poets, chiefly lyric poets, do make good their 
claim to our remembrance almost entirely because of tlie occasional verbal 
felicities of which Arnold speaks, and they do not achieve, or, perhaps, 
even aim at, that “ total-impression ” which the critic so rightly holds up 
to admiration. But this docs not mean that the poets who arc masters 
of proportion and form on the grand scale arc indifferent to the appeal of 
those same verbal felicities. How, for example, would Arnold account for 
Keats in his reckoning ? The form of the Odes, although it is of small 
dimensions, has decided grandeur, and the “ total-impression ” is emphatic 
and lasting. And yet Keats took the greatest pains to “ load every rift 
with ore.” There is hardly a line without some exquisite touch of the kind 
that Arnold, in his enthusiasm for classic purity, seems almost to censure. 
As I have pointed out, no poetry could be more suggestive in this matter 
than Arnold’s own, where the general effect is alwajts kept in view with 
scrupulous loyalty to the poet’s belief, but where ‘ showers of isolated 
thoughts and images ” are constantly breaking upon the design to our 
great profit. 

In Milton this richness of phrase, beautiful even apart from its context, 
is constant. “ The tann’d haycock in the mead,” “ the glowing violet,” 
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“ brisk as the April buds in Primrose season,” “ beauty is Nature’s brag,” 
“ they also serve who only stand and wait,” “ the marble air,” “ And from 
sweet kernels prest She tenipen dulcet creams,” “ and calm of mind all 
passion spent ’ —such things come to the eye on almost any page. Great 
and essential as the complete design is, it is not difficult ever to make Milton’s 
inspiration clear by short passages, even phrases. But the design remains, 
to be discovered only by the patient and humble reader. Once to behold 
it, in all its lordly power and grace, is to rejoice in one of the sublime achieve¬ 
ments of English character and of English poetry. 
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MARVELL AND WALTON 

§i 

ANDREW MARVELL, the friend of Milton, is generally called a 
Za Puritan poet, although liis sympathies were largely with Charles I, 
*and he wrote satires on the Long Parhament. Some of his noblest 
lines were written on Cromwell’s death : 

I saw him dead ; a leaden slumber lies. 

And mortal sleep over those wakeful eyes : 

Those gentle rays under the lids were fled. 

Which through his looks that piercing swccdicss shed ; 

That port, which so majestic was as strong. 

Loose, and deprived of vigour, stretched along ; 

All withered, all discoloured, pale and wan. 

How much another thing, no more that man ! 

O, human glory vain ! O, Death ! O, wings ! 

O, worthless world ! O, transitory things ! 

Yet dwelt that greamess in his sJiapc decayed. 

That still though dead, greater than Deatli he laid. 

And in his altered face you somediing feign 
That direatens Death, he yet will live again. 

Marvell was an open-air man, joying in gardens and woods, rivers and 
birds. No English poet, indeed, has loved nature more than he. Descrip¬ 
tions of the countryside, with observations of its various characteristic 
features, and appreciations of its peculiar charm and beauty, figure largely 
throughout English literature. Spenser, Shakespeare, Herrick, and our 
more recent poets Hardy and Masefield, arc but a few of the great writers 
who, in the course of their works, frequently convey the true spirit, as 
well as accurate portraits, of country life. 


§2 

There is a group of writers who have specially devoted themselves to 
portraying and interpreting the sight and sounds and atmosphere of the 
country and its natural inhabitants. 

The first in order of time is Izaak Walton, bom in 1593, whose Compleat 
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Angler appeared in idjj, the author being then in his sixtieth year. From 
his youth upwards, Iiis associates were of the cultivated class, his first wife 
being a descendant of Crannicr, and his second wife half-sister to Thomas 
Ken, the celebrated Bishop of Bath and Wells. In i6i8, we find his name 
on the roll of the Ironmongers’ Company, although what his actual business 
in London was, is not clear. Whatever it was, it enabled him to retire, 
free from financial anxiety, in 1644. After his retirement he lived for 
forty years; and it was during this period that the Compleat Angler and the 
Lives of his friends Donne, Wotton, and other almost equaUy distinguished 
men, were written. 

The Compleat Angler b obviously the work of a writer who had reached 
the age of serenity. The postscript which appears at the end of the last 
page, “ Study to be Quiet,” is the keynote to the whole. It is professedly 
and, to a large extent actually, a practical handbook of the angler’s art; 
but it is very much more tlian that. The book’s sub-title, The Contemplative 
Mans Recreation, gives a hint of Walton’s attitude both to angling and to 
life in general; and, as he says in his Preface, “ the whole Discourse is, or 
rather was, a picture of my own disposition, especially in such days and 
times as I have laid aside business, and gone a-fishing with honest Nat. 
and R. Roe.” Thus we find pleasantly and whimsically intermingled 
practical advice on baits, recipes for cooking fish, and reflections on hfe, 
the characteristic note of all being one of thankfulness and appreciation. 
“ Well,” he says to his companion, “ having now taught you to paint 
your rod, and we having still a mile to Tottenham High Cross, I will, 
as we walk towards it in the cool shade of this sweet honeysuckle hedge, 
mention to you some of the thoughts and joys that have possest my soul 
since we two met together.” 

The features of the country that pccuUarly appeal to Walton are its 
quiet and rcstfulncss, its sweetness and peaceful beauty, its calm associations. 
Although he comments repeatedly on bird and fish, his attitude to tliem 
is an anthropomorphic one. He has httle of the spirit of tlie naturalist. 
He contemplates, ratlicr than studies, nature. He quotes with acquiescence 
tlie statements of previous writers on natural history, and rarely observes 
for himself that the facts are far other. He is so filled with admiration 
and love of it all that only occasionally he notices the details. His country 
is the country of die Londoner, but not the Londoner of to-day. He is a 
citizen of that London, 

small and white and clean. 

The clear Thames gliding ’twixt her gardens green, 

which had the fields and woods within an easy walk ; whose shopkeepers 
and merchants were still familiar with country sights and sounds, if not 
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with the actual detail of country hfe. The Angler knows the birds and 
beasts and flowers by look and song and name ; he takes pleasure in the 
sight of wood and stream, but it is the surface of these things that attracts 
and strikes him. Country life is to him the milkmaid and her mother 
singing an old catch among the flowers; die lavcndercd sheets in the ale¬ 
house ; die barking of the hounds as the otter turns at bay in the water- 
meadows “ chequered with water-Ulies and lady-smocks.” It is like a 
beautifully decorated manuscript, where allegory and a.\ioni and morality 
are pictured in gold and colours, and it matters litde to him whether or 
not his natural liistory is true in fact, if he can draw from it an example 
of the love or wisdom of his Maker. 

Certainly, his picture of the countryside is one which would turn a 
man’s mind to peace and quietude. There is no hint of the other side of 
rain and hunger and hard work. His very beggars sit under a honeysuckle 
hedge propounding riddles and singing songs in turn ; a wet day is only an 
excuse for a game of shovelboard at an honest ale-house, and a rainy evening 
gives an opportunity to read “ the following Discourse.” It is an Arcadian 
scene, but so charming and so delicately drawn that it almost convinces 
us of its reality. 

No short biography in our literature stands higher than Walton’s Lives 
already referred to. The following passage from the life of Sanderson 
illustrates the homely natural style of Walton : 

I met him accidentally in London, in sad-coloured clothes, and, God knows, 
fat from being costly. The place of out meeting was near to Little Britain, where 
he had been to buy a book, which he then had in his hand. We had no inclina¬ 
tion to part presently, and therefore turned to stand in a corner under a pent¬ 
house—for it began to rain—and immediately the wind rose, and the rain increased 
so much, that botli became so inconvenient as to force us into a cleanly house, 
where we had bread, cheese, ale, and a fire for our money. This rain and wind 
were so obliging to me, as to force our stay there for at least an hour, to my great 
content and advantage ; for in that time he made to me many useful observa¬ 
tions, with much cleaniess and conscientious freedom. 

Walton then relates some of Sanderson’s talk. He lamented the Parlia¬ 
ment’s attacks on the Liturgy and the growing use of extempore prayers 
in churches. 

Walton’s Lives are not only gems of biography, they are an education 
in human love and fine feeling. They were one of Dr. Johnson’s favourite 
books ; and Wordsworth wrote of them : 

The feather, whence the pen 
Was shaped that traced the lives of these good men. 

Dropped from an Angel’s wing. 
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JOHN BUNYAN 


§i 


I F Milton stands in literature for Puritan culture, Bunyan stands for 
Puritan fervour. 

The Pilgrim’s Progress is a human drama. Most allegories are fan¬ 
tastic, and many of them, including Spenser’s Faerie Queene, are apt to 
be tedious. But Bunyan is always dramatic. His allegory is ingenious 
in its construction and seasoned by liomcly wit, and it has, as Macaulay 
said, been “ read by many thousands witli tears.” Tlie critic of letters 
has been moved by The Pilgrim’s Progress to enthusiasm. Dr. Johnson hated 
to read books through, but he made an exception of The Pilgrim’s Progress. 
Indeed, he wished it were longer. 

Bunyan, Macaulay says, was “ almost the only writer who ever gave 
to the abstract the interest of the concrete.” His mind was so imaginative 
that “ personifications, when he dealt with them, became men.” His mind 
was so dramatic that a dialogue between two qualities in The Pilgrim’s 
Progress has a more convincing realism than “ a dialogue between two 
human beings in most plays.” And what a marvel it is that this great book 
should have been written by a tinker, and the son of a tinker, who himself 
has told us : “ I never went to school, to Aristotle or Plato, but was brought 
up in my father’s house in a very mean condition, among a company of 
poor countrymen.” 

Not only was John Bunyan a great writer born with a complete power 
of expression, he was, and he remains, tlic spokesman of the people articu¬ 
late among the generally inarticulate, one of the two great English writers 
(Dickens was the other) who belonged to the common people, loved the 
common people, and possessed a perfect knowledge of what the common 
people dream and hope and fear. 

John Bunyan was bom at Elstow, a village near Bedford, in 1628 ; 
the son of “ an honest poor labouring man, who, like Adam unparadised, 
had all the world to get his bread in, and was very careful to maintain his 
family.” He was sent to the Grammar School at Bedford, where he was 
taught “to read and write, according to the rate of other poor men’s 
children.” After he left school, his father taught him his own trade of a 
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tinker, and he went on living in Elstow. Bunyaa was a passionate and 
imaginative boy, the ringleader in most of the village mischief. After his 
conversion he was fond of referring in lurid terms to the wickedness of his 
youth, but there is little doubt that this wickedness was grotesquely ex- 
aggerated. In our days at every Salvation Army meeting, one can hear from 
the simple converted obviously over-coloured accoimts of sins committed 
in unregenerate days. This is indeed quite natural, nothing more than 
perfectly harmless vanity, as well as the desire to emphasise the “ saving 
power of grace.” Bunyan tells us that he swore and lied and poached 
and robbed orchards. But he was never drunk, and he more than once 
declares that he was never unchaste. However great a sinner Bunyan may 
have been, he suffered grievously for his sins. The English people in the 
seventeenth century had learned to read the Bible, which they accepted 
literally, and Bunyan, as a boy, was convinced that the sins he committed 
would bring him awful and eternal punishment. Like Joan of Arc he had 
visions, and all his visions were prophecies of torment. 

At the beginning of the Civil War Bunyan served as a soldier. His 
soldiering lasted only a year, and then he went back to Elstow and married. 
He says : 

I lighted on a wife whose father was counted godly. We came together 
as poor as poor might be, not having so much household stuff as a dish or a 
spoon between us. But she had for her portion two books. The Plain Man’s 
Pathway to Heaven and The Practice of Piety, which her father had left her when 
he died. In tliese two books I sometimes read with her. I found some things 
pleasing to me, but all this while I met with no conviction. She often told me 
what a godly man her father was, how he would reprove and correct vice both 
in his house and among his neighbours, what a strict and holy life he lived in his 
day, both in word and deed. These books, though they did not reach my heart, 
did light in me some desire to religion. 

At tills time of his life Bunyan was a regular attendant at the parish 
church, though “ retaining my wicked hfe.” He read the Bible, grieved 
for his sins, and was miserably unhappy, finding nowhere any hope or any 
satisfaction. Then light came to him miraculously as it came to St. Paul. 
He writes : 

One day as 1 was travelling into the country, musing on the wickedness of 
my heart, and considering die enmity that was in me to God, the Scripture 
came into my mind, “ He hath made peace through the blood of His cross." 
1 saw that the justice of God and my sinful soul could embrace and kiss each other. 
I was ready to swoon, not with grief and trouble, but with solid joy and peace. 

Bunyan joined the Baptist congregation in Bedford, and was baptized 
in the Wver Ouse. Soon after his conversion, Bunyan began to preach, 
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and in a very short time he gained a great reputation among the sects 
which in the middle of the seventeentli century were, as Froude says, 
“ springing up all over England as weeds in a hotbed.” 

The Act of Uniformity, passed after the Restoration, made the meetings 
of the Protestant sects illegal, and also made non-attendance at the parish 
church a crime. The meeting-houses were shut up, and the Dissenters 
met together for worship in woods and outhouses, always fearing arrest. 
Bunyan himself was arrested on November 12, 1660. 

The Bedford magistrates were most unwilling to send Bunyaji to prison. 
They tried hard to penuade him to promise not to preach in public, but 
Bunyan would make no compromise, and would give no promises. And 
most reluctantly the magistrates committed him to Bedford gaol, where he 
stayed for twelve years. The imprisonment of Bunyan is a curious story. 
Not only the local magistrates, but even the High Court judges in London, 
tried in vain to get him out of prison. He could have left at any moment 
by giving a simple promise, but this was against his conscience. After six 
years he was actually released under the Declaration of Indulgence, and was 
promptly re-arrested for preacliing. After another six years the policy of the 
Government changed, and one of the most famous imprisonments in history 
came to an end. It seems perfectly clear that the rigour of his punishment has 
been grossly exaggerated. His family and his friends were allowed to see 
him whenever they hked; he was permitted to preach in prison—since 
that was a private place—he was even able to go out of the prison practi¬ 
cally every day. Widiout these years of restricted activity Bunyan would 
probably never have been anything more than an effective and successful 
preacher. Prison gave liim time to read, to think, and to write. In Bedford 
gaol Bunyan read and reread the Bible, read Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, George 
Herbert’s devotional poems, and probably the Faerie Queene and Paradise 
Lost. In Bedford gaol he wrote Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sinners, 
and die first part of The Pilgrim's Progress. Bunyan was released on May 8, 
1672. He was then forty-four years old. 


§2 

In the years that followed his imprisonment, Bunyan wrote a Discourse 
upon Anti-Christ, The Life and Death of Mr. Badman, the second part of 
The Pilgrim’s Progress, and The Holy War, as well as a considerable quantity 
of verse. The verse, if never poetry of any value, is often ingenious, neat, 
and quaint. 

Grace Abounding is an autobiography detailing the spiritual struggles 
which have already been described. The Life and Death of Mr. Badman 
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consuls of a dialogue between Mr. Wiseman and Mr. Attentive, in which 
we arc told the story of an unscrupulous and successful scoundrel who lived 
evilly and died unrepentant. Although Bunyan knew nothing about art, 
he was instinctively too fine an artist to spoil his story, interesting and valu¬ 
able as a picture of English life wider the later Stuarts, by a melodramatic 
death-bed repentance : 

When he drew near his end, there was no more alteration in him than what 
was made by his disease upon his body. He was the selfsame Mr. Badman still, 
not only in name, but in condition, and to the very day of his death and the 
moment in which he died. There seemed not to be in it to the standees by so 
much as a strong struggle of nature. He died like a lamb, or, as men call it, like 
a chrisom child, quietly and without fear. 

The Holy War is a much more involved and a much less effective 
allegory than The Pilgrim’s Progress. It is a description of the struggle for 
the possession of the city of Mansoul between the forces of Evil and the forces 
of Good, between the Devil and Christ. The actors in the drama are virtues 
and vices. The narrative is too long. It would have been mote effective 
if it had concluded with the capture of Mansoul by Emmanuel and the 
defeat and punishment of the Diabolians. But Bunyan evidently wanted 
to impress ms readers with tlie fact that until the day of his death the Christian 
is liable to the assaults of the devil. The trouble with The Holy War is 
that it is not easy to determine exactly what Bunyan meant. Froude says : 

Here lies the real weakness of The Holy War. It may be looked at either 
as the war in the soul for each sinner that is saved, or as tlie war for the deliver¬ 
ance of humanity. Under the first aspect it leaves out of sight the large majority 
of mankind who are not supposed to be saved, and out of whom, therefore, 
Diabolus is not driven at all. Under the other aspect the struggle is still unfinished ; 
the last act of the drama has still to be played, and we know nut what the conclusion 
is to be. 


§3 

The Pilgrim’s Progress was first pubhshed in 1678, as has been said, the 
first and infinitely the better part having been written in Bedford gaol. 
After the Bible, it is the most popular book in the English language, and 
there is no need to recall the incidents of Christian’s journey to the Delect¬ 
able Land. The Pilgrim’s Progress has been translated into every language, 
and it remains die most beautiful dcscripdon of Christian experience. 
Mark Rutherford called Bunyan die poet of Puritanism. He was even 
more than that, for, with some small excisions, all Christendom has found 
The Pilgrim’s Progress not only fine literature but an ethical and mystical 
stimulant. The story opens with a passage of fine dramatic simplicity : 
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“ As I walked through the wilderness of this world I lighted on a certain 
place where was a Den, and I laid me down in that place to sleep ; and as 
I slept I dreamed a dream.” 

It is interesting to compare this passage with Dante’s : “ In the middle 
of life’s journey I found myself in a darkUng wood, where the traces of the 
straight path were lost.” 

One of the most dramatic incidents of tlie pilgrimage occurred when 
Christian reached the Valley of Humiliation, where he was confronted by 
the foul fiend, Apollyon. At first the pilgrim had a mind to go back. But 
he reflected that “ he had no armour for his hack ” and that it was, there¬ 
fore, safer to go forward. After a long conversation the fiend swore to 
“ spill ” Cluistian’s soul: 

And with that he direw a flaming dart at his breast; hut Christian liad a 
shield in his hand, with which he caught it, and so prevented the danger of that. 

Then did Christian draw, for he saw it was time to bestir him ; and Apollyon 
as fast made at him, throwing darts as thick as hail ; by which, notwithstanding 
all that Christian could do to avoid it, Apollyon wounded him in his head, his 
hand, and foot. This made Christian give a little back ; Apollyon, therefore, 
followed liis work amain, and Christian again took courage, and resisted as man¬ 
fully as he could. This sore combat lasted for above half a day, even till Christian 
was almost quite spent; for you must know that Christian, by reason of his 
wounds, must needs grow weaker and weaker. 

Then Apollyon, espying his opportunity, began to gather up close to Christian, 
and wrestling witli him, gave him a dreadful fall; and with that Christian’s 
sword flew out of his hand. Then said Apollyon, I am sure of tliee now. And 
with that he had almost pressed him to death, so that Christian began to despair 
of life ; but as God would have it, while Apollyon was fetching of his last blow, 
thereby to make a full end of tliis good man, Christian nimbly stretched out his 
hand for his sword, and caught it, saying, “ Rejoice not against me, C mine 
enemy: when I fall I shall arise ” (Mic. vii. 8) ; and witli that he gave him a 
deadly thrust, which made Itim give back, as one tliat had received his mortal 
wound. Christian perceiving that, made at him again, saying, “ Nay, in all 
these things we are more than conquerors through him tliat loved us ’ (Rom. 
viii. 37). And with that Apollyon spread forth his dragon’s wings, and sped him 
away, that Christian for a season saw liim no more (jas. iv. 7). 

The passage in which Bunyan describes the end of Christian’s pilgrimage 
is instinct wioi unforced beauty : 

Thus, therefore, they walked on together ; and as they walked, ever and 
anon diese trumpeters, even with joyful sound, would, by mixing their music 
with looks and gestures, still signify to Christian and his brother, how welcome 
they were into their company and widi what gladness they came to meet them ; 
and now were these two men, as it were, in heaven, before they came at it, being 
swallowed up widi the sight of angels, and with hearing of their melodious 
notes. Here also they had the city itself in view, and diey thought they heard 
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all the bells therein to ring, to welcome them thereto. But above all, the warm 
and joyful thoughts that they had about their own dwellmg there, with such 
company, and that for ever and ever. Oh, by what tongue or pen can their 
glorious joy be expressed ! And thus they came up to the gate. 

In the second part of The Pilgrim’s Progress Bunyan describes how 
Christian’s wife and family made the same journey, met the same difficul¬ 
ties, and reached the same goal. Froude is unquestionably right when he 
points out that in this sequel Bunyan’s simplicity is marred by a certain 
mawkish sentimentality. There are, however, many magnificent passages 
in this second part. In all English literature there is no finer and more 
inspiring description of the death of the good man than Bun^an’s “ So 
he passed over, and all the trumpets sounded for him on the other side. 

Bunyan died in 1688. He had travelled on horseback from Bedford to 
Reading in order to endeavour to compose a family quarrel. He succeeded, 
but on his Journey back he was caught in a storm, which brought on a 
fever, and he died at a friend’s house in London. He was buried in Bunhill 
Fields. His last words were : “ Take me, for I come to Thee.” 
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PEPYS, DRYDEN, AND THE RESTORATION DRAMATISTS 

PEpys 

S AMUEL PEPYS was born in 1633. His father was a shiftless, muddle- 
headed man who, after being for some years an unsuccessful tailor 
in London, retired to a village near Huntingdon, where he had inherited 
a small estate which brought him an income of eighty jpounds a year. 
Samuel was educated at St. Paul’s School in London and at Magdalene 
College, Cambridge ; and when he was twenty-two, having little money 
and no prospects, he married the daughter of an impecunious Protestant 
refugee who was as irresponsible and unsuccessful as Samuel’s father 
himself. 

Soon after his marriage Sir Edward Montagu, afterwards Lord Sandwich, 
who was a connection of the Pepys family, engaged Samuel as a sort of 
confidential secretary, and he and his wife were given rooms in Montagu’s 
London house. Years after, Pepys recalled how his wife used “ to make 
coal fires, and wash my foul clothes with her own hands,” in the early 
days of their married life. 

Pepys held the appointment of “ Clerk of the Acts of the Navy,” and 
in 1673 he was appointed Secretary of the Admiralty, retaining his office 
until the Revolution of 1688 ended his official career. In 1690 he suffered 
a short imprisonment in the Tower on a charge of being concerned in some 
Jacobite intrigue. He died in his house at Clapham in 1703. 

His famous Diary was begun in January 1660 and the last entry was made 
on May 31, 1669, increasing trouble with his eyes preventing the diarbt 
from making further entries. It was written in the system of shorthand 
invented by one Shelton in 1641, and apparently, in order to keep the more 
intimate records secret, the shorthand was interspersed with foreign words. 
The Diary fills six notebooks of about five hundred pages each, the first 
being an octavo and the rest small quartos. On liis death, Pepys left all 
his papers to Magdalene College, and there they remained unread until 
1818. The manuscript was deciphered between 1819 and 182a, and the 
first edition of Pepys’s Diary was published in 1825—a hundred and twenty- 
two years after his death. 
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In many respects Pepys’s Diary is unique in literature. It contains 
many passages or intense human and literary interest, in which a very ordin¬ 
ary man has revealed the secret places of the heart. Such self-revealers as 
St. Augustine, Rousseau, and Bunyan were extraordinary men. But 
the peculiar charm and value of Pepys is that he was an everyday man 
who, with infinite labour and infinite enjoyment, recorded the small 
doings of his daily life. The Diary is amazingly candid ; if nothing is said 
in malice, certainly nothing is extenuated. He made no attempt to hide 
his meannesses, his infidelities, or his quarrels with his wife, nor does he 
hide the fact that he thoroughly enjoyed his peccadilloes. Indeed, the out¬ 
standing fact about Pepys is that he thoroughly enjoyed his life, and that he 
obtained a sort of second enjoyment from recording its incidents, great 
and small, all of which had given him intense satisfaction. 

Although he was a public official, frequently brought into contact 
with diaries II, and for years working in the Navy Office in close associa¬ 
tion with the Duke of York, afterwards James II, he never was inside court 
circles. He lived the life of an industrious, fairly honest, middle-class 
public official, neat, tidy, and industrious, troubled a good deal by his 
impecunious relations and his wife’s improvidence, and as eager to save 
money as to have a good time. As became a good citizen, Pepys loved a 
good dinner ; nothing pleased him more than to record a satisfactory 
menu. He wrote in Apnl 1663 : 

Very merry at, before, and after dinner, and die more for that my dinner 
was great, and most ncady dressed by our own only maid. We had a fricassee of 
rabbits and chickens, a leg of mutton boiled, diree cams in a dish, a great dish of 
a side of lamb, a dish of roasted pigeons, a dish of four lobsters, three tarts, 
a lamprey pic (a most rare pic), a dish of anchovies, good wine of several sorts, and 
all dungs mighty noble and to my great content. 

Such an entry throws a vivid light on the manners and appetites of the 
seventeenth century ; but it must be remembered that Pepys had only one 
meal a day. In liis day this meal was generally eaten at noon, and was 
foUowed by nothing more than the lightest of suppers. 

The relations between Pepys and liis wife have an intense human interest. 
He was constandy jealous of her without cause, and he loved to recapitu¬ 
late the circumstances that would have given her, on her side, ample justi¬ 
fication for jealousy. As it happened she was stupid and unsuspecting, 
until on one unhappy occasion she discovered him making love to her maid. 
She denounced him as “ all the false, rotten-hearted rogues of die world,” 
and he confessed that “ I did endure the sorrow of her threats, vows, and 
curses all the afternoon.” 

After his appointment to the Navy Office, Pepys lived in a house close 
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to Tower Hill between Cnitched Friars and Seething Lane, and he was 
there during the Plague and the Great Fire, both of which he describes at 
length in the Diary. Love-making, theatregoing, and music were Pepys’s 
chief deUghts. He frequented the taverns of the time mainly for society, 
for he was by no means intemperate, and he was too frugal to gamble. 
He shared the common Restoration contempt for Shakespeare. He con¬ 
sidered Romeo and Juliet the worst play he had ever seen ; he called Othello 
“ a mean thing,” and he declared that A Midsummer Night’s Dream was 
“ the most insipid ridiculous play that ever I saw.” The staid and respect¬ 
able Evelyn had the same opinion of Shakespeare, remarking once after 
seeing Hamlet that “ the old plays begin to disgust in this refined age.” 
According to the Diary Pepys saw a hundred and thirty-five different plays, 
many of them several times. Theatre prices in his day were a siiilling, 
one and six, and two and six. Four shillings was the price of a seat in 
the upper boxes, but Pepys was never guilty of diis extravagance till 
1667. In 1661 he went to see one of Beaumont and Fletcher’s comedies, 
and he notes that it was “ the first time that ever I saw women come 
upon the stage.” He entirely approved ot the innovation, eulogising 
Nell Gwymie’s performance in Dryden’s Secret Love, and praising an actress 
called Mrs. Knipp as an “ excellent mad-huniourcd thing.” Evelyn, by 
the way, as became his stolid respectability, was of an entirely different 
opinion. In 1666 he wrote in his Diary ; “ Very seldom going to die 
public theatres for many reasons now as they were abused to an adieisdcal 
liberty ; foul and indecent women now (and never till now) permitted 
to appear and act.” 

The common idea of a “ good time ” in the reign of Charles II may be 
gathered from the entry in Pepys’s Diary of August 14, 1666 : 

After dinner, with my wife and Mercer to the Bearc Garden ; where I have 
not been, I diink, of many years, and saw some good sport of the bull’s tossing 
the dogs—one into the very boxes. But it is a very rude and nasty pleasure. 
We had a great many hectors in the same box, and one very fine went into the 
pit, and played his dog for a wager ; which was a strange sport for a gentleman ; 
where th^ drank wine, and drank Mercer’s health first; which I pledged with 
my hat off. We supped at home, and very merry. And then about nine to Mrs. 
Mercer’s gate, where the fire and boys expected us, and her son had provided 
abundance of serpents and rockets ; and there mighty merry, my Lady Pen 
and Pegg going tliither with us, and Nan Wright, till about twelve at night, 
flinging out fireworks, and burning one anotlier, and the people over the way. 

And, at last, out business being most spent, we went into Mrs. Mercers, 
and there mighty merry, smutting one another with candle grease and soot, 
rill most of us were like devils. And that being done, then we broke up, and to 
my house; and there 1 made them drink, and upstairs we went, and then fell 
into dancing, W. Batclier dancing well; and dressing, him and I, and one Mr. 
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Banister, who, with my wife, came over ako with us, like women ; and Mercer 
put on a suit of Tom’s, like a boy, and mighty mirdi we had, and Mercer danced 
a jig ; and Nan Wright and my wife and Peggy Pen put on periwigs. Thus we 
spent till three or four in the morning, mighty merry ; and tlien parted, and to 
bed. 

Pepys was a good-natured materialist, caring not a little for the good 
things of this world, but he was not without a certain sincere religion ; 
and while he had little culture and cared little for books, he had a genuine 
love for music, playing himself on the flageolet. He describes, in 1667, 
the eflect that music has upon him : 

With my wife to the King’s House, to see The Virgin Martyr, die first time it 
hath been acted a great while ; and it is mighty pleasant; not that the play is 
worth much, but it is finely acted by Beck Marshall. But that which did 
please me beyond anything in the whole world was the wind-music when the 
Angel comes down, which is so sweet that it ravished me, and indeed, in a word, 
did wrap up my soul so that it made me really sick, just as I have formerly been 
when in love with my wife ; that neither then, nor all the evening going home, 
and at home, I was able to think of anydiing, but remained all night transported, 
so as I could not believe that ever any musick hath that real command over the 
soul of a man as did this upon me: and makes me resolve to practice wind-music, 
and to make my wife do the like. 

The following arc some characteristic extracts from the Diary, selected 
as revealing Pepys’s qualities, prejudices, and manner of life. Mr. Pepys 
minutely records domestic happenings. 

(Lord’s day.) To church, and Mr. Mills made a good sermon : so home to 
dinner. My wife and I all alone to a leg of mutton, the sawce of wliich being 
made sweet, I was angry at, and eat none, but only dined upon the marrow¬ 
bone that we had beside. 

Waking this morning out of my sleep on a sudden, I did with my elbow 
hit my wife a great blow over the neck and face, which waked her with pain, 
at which 1 was sorry, and to sleep again. 

Home, and found all well, only myself somewhat vexed at my wife’s neglect 
in leaving of her scarfe, waistcoate, and night-dressings in the coach, to-day, 
that brought us from Westminster ; though, I confess, she did give them to me 
to look after. It might be as good as 25s. loss. 

(Lord’s day.) I and my wife up to her closet, to examine her kitchen accounts, 
and there 1 took occasion to fall out with her, for her buying a laced handkercher 
and pinner without my leave. From tliis we began both to be angry, and so con¬ 
tinued till bed. 

Dined in my wife’s cliambcr, she being much troubled with tlie toothake, 
and I staid till a surgeon of hers come, one Leeson, who had formerly drawn her 
mouth, and he advised her to draw it; so I to the Office, and by and by word 
is come that she hath drawn it, which pleased me, it being well done. So I home, 
to comfort her. 
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The following are some of his reflections on books; 

Up by 40 clock in the morning, and read Cicero’s Second Oration against 
Caoline, which pleased me exceedingly ; and more 1 discern therein than ever 
I thought was to he found in him ; but 1 perceive it was my ignorance, and 
that he is as good a writer as ever I read in my life. 

I away to my boat, and up with it as far as Barnc Elmes, reading of Mr. 
Evelyn s late new book against Solitude, in which I do not find much excess 
of good matter, though it be pretty for a bye discourse. 

To the Strand, to my bookseller’s, and there bought an idle, rogucisli French 
book, which I have bought in plain binding, avoimng the buying of it better 
bound, because I resolve, as soon as I have read it, to bum it, that it may not 
stand in the list of books, nor among them, to disgrace tliem if it should be found. 

Pepys was a regular churchgoer and a stem critic of sermons: 

(Lord’s day.) A most tedious, unreasonable, and impertinent sermon, by an 
Irish doctor. His text was, “ Scatter them, O Lord, that delight in warr.” Sir 
W. Batten and I very much angry with the parson. 

To church, and had a good plain sermon. At our coming in, the country- 
people all rose with so much reverence ; and when the parson begins, he begins, 
‘ Right Worshipfull and dearly beloved ” to us. 

Pepys lived in troubled times, and wisely kept away from politics. 
He records, however, the more striking political events that followed the 
Restoration. 

I went out to Charing Cross, to see Major-General Harrison luangcd, drawn, 
and quartered ; which was done there, he looking as cheerful as any man could 
do in that condition. He was presently cut down, and his head and heart shown 
to the people, at wliich there was great shouts of joy. It is said, that he said that 
he was sure to come shortly at the tight hand of Christ to judge them that now 
had judged him ; and that his wife do expect his coming again. Thus it was 
my chance to sec the King beheaded at White Hall, and to sec the first blood shed 
in revenge for the King at Charing Cross. 

I saw several poor creatures carried by, by constables, for being at a conventicle. 
They go hke lambs, without any resistance. I would to God they would cidier 
conform, or be more wise, and not be catched ! 

The theatre was Pepys’s passion. Here are a few of the many references 
to it in the Diary : 

To the Theatre, and there saw Argalus and Parlhenia, where a woman acted 
Parthenia, and came afterwards on to the stage in men’s clothes, and had the 
best legs that ever I saw, and I was very well pleased with it. 

Went to the Duke’s house, the first play I have been at these six months, 
according to my last vowe, and here saw the so much etied-up play of Hmry 
the Eighth, which, though I went with resolution to Ukc it, is so simple a thing, 
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made up of a great many patdics, that, besides the shows and processions in it, 
there is nothing in the world good or well done. 

To the Duke’s house, and saw Macbeth, which though I saw it lately, yet 
appears a most excellent play in all respects, but especially in divertisement, though 
it oe a deep tragedy ; which is a strange perfection in a tragedy, it being most 
proper here, and suitable. 

To the King’s house, and there saw The Tameing of a Shrew, which hath some 
very good pieces in it, but generally is but a mean play. 

To the King’s playhouse, to see an old play of Shirly’s, called Hide Park ; 
the first day acted. 

Pepys’s epitaph was finely and justly written by Evelyn : 

“ 'This day died Mr. Sam Pepys, a very worthy, industrious, and curious 
person, none in England exceeding him in knowledge of the navy, in which 
he had passed tliro’ all the most considerable offices. Clerk of the Acts 
and Secretary of the Admiralty, all which he performed with great integrity. 
When K. James II went out of England he laid down his office, and would 
serve no more, but withdrawing himselfe from all pubUc affaires, he Hv’d 
at Clapham with his partner Mr. Hewer, formerly his clerk, in a very noble 
and sweet place, where he enjoyed the fruits of his labours in greate pros¬ 
perity. He was universally belov’d, hospitable, generous, learned in many 
things, skill’d in music, a very greate cherisher of learned men of whom he 
had the conversation.” 


§2 

Evelyn’s diary 

John Evelyn was a man of very different cahbre. He was born in 1620 
and hved till 1706. He was a member of a well-to-do family whose 
seat was in Dorking. Naturally a Royalist, he was prevented by a series 
of extraordinarily happy accidents from fighting with the Cavaliers, and he 
spent tlirce of the troubled years of the Puritan Revolution in making a 
grand tour of Europe, the events of wliich are recorded in the first part of 
the Diary. 

Returning to England, he went to hve at Sayes Court in Deptford, 
spending most of the rest of his hfe “ minding his books and his garden.” 
Although Evelyn hved in the seventeenth century, he had all the eighteenth- 
century love of artificiahty. He disUked the forest of Fontainebleau 
because of its “ hideous rocks.” The Alps did not move him, but a “ trim 
garden ” filled him with extraordinary deUght. He loved tortoises and 
apiaries and labyrinths—all the absolute artificiahty which Horace Walpole 
also loved in his time. Horace Walpole, by the way, had a natural and 
intense admiration for Evelyn. 
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Evdyn lived an uneventful, useful, and dignified life, and the value of 
his Diary is that, as Pepys tells us how the average uncultured seventeenth- 
century citizens lived, so Evelyn tells us how the God-fearing country 
gentleman lived, what he thought, and what were his prejudices and limita¬ 
tions. Evelyn occasionally went to court, and for a while held public 
office ; but he was equally out of sympatliy with the raffishness of Charles 
n and the bigotry of his brotlier James. 

We give an extract from the Diary which describes the Great Fire of 
London: 

I went this morning on foote from Wliitc-hall as far as London Ktidgo, thro’ 
the late Fleete Street, Ludgatc Hill, by St. Panics, Chcapcsidc, Exchange, Uishops- 
gate, Aldersgate, and out to Moorcfields, thence thro’ Cornchill, &c. with c.x- 
traordinary difficulty, clambering over heaps of yet smoking rubbish, and 
frequently mistaking where I was. The ground under my fectc so hot, that it 
even burnt die soles of my shoes. In the mean time his Majesty got to the Tower 
by water, to demolish the houses about die graff, whicli being built intirely 
about it, had they taken fire and attack’d the White Tower where the magazine 
of powder lay, would undoubtedly not only have beaten downc and destroyed 
all the bridge, but sunkc and tome the vcssclls in the river, and render’d the 
demolition beyond all expression for several miles about die countrey. 

At my retume I was infinitely concern’d to find that goodly Church St. Paules 
now a sad mine, and the beautifull portico (for structure comparable to any in 
Europe, as not long before repair’d by the late King), now rent in pieces, flakes 
of vast stone split asunder, and nothing remaining intirc but die inscription 
in the architrave, shewing by whom it was built, which had not one letter of 
it defac’d. It was astonishing to see what immense stones the Iicate had in a manner 
calcin’d, so that all the ornaments, colunmes, freezes, capitals, and projecturcs 
of massie Portland stone flew off, even to the very roofe, where a sheet of lead 
covering a great space (no lessc than 6 akers by measure) w.as totally nicaltcd ; 
the mines of the vaulted roofe falling broke into St. Faith’s, which being fill’d 
with the magazines of bookes belonging to the Stationers, and carried thither 
for safety, they were all consum’d, burning for a wceke following. 

It is observable that the lead over die altar at the East end was untoucli’d, 
and among the divers monuments, the body of one Bishop remain’d intire. 
Thus lay in ashes that most venerable Church, one of the most antient pieces 
of early piety in the Christian world, besides necrc too more. The lead, yron 
worke, bells, plate. See. mealted ; the c.xquisitcly wrought Mercers ChapcII, the 
sumptuous Exchange, the august fabriq of Christ Church, all the rest of the 
Companies Halls, splendid buddings, arriics, enterics, all in dust; the fountaincs 
dried up and ruin’d, whilst the very waters remain’d boiling; the voragos of sub¬ 
terranean cellars, wells, and dungeons, formerly warehouses, still burning in 
stench and dark clowds of smoke, so that in five or six mdes traversing about, 
I did not see one loade of timber unconsum’d, nor many stones but what 
were calcin’d white as snow. The people who now walk’d about the ruines 
appear’d like men in some dismal desart, or rather in some greate Citty laid waste 
by a cruel enemy ; to which was added the stench that came from some poor 
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creatures bodies, beds, and other conbustible goods. . . . Nor was I yet able 
to passe through any of the narrower streetes, but kept the widest; the ground 
and aire, smoake and fiery vapour, continu’d so intense that my haire was almost 
sing’d, and my feete unsufferably surbated. The bie lanes and narrower streetes 
were quite fill’d up with rubbish, nor could one have possibly knowne where 
he was, but by the ruines of some Church or Hall, that had some remarkable 
tower or pinnacle remaining. I then went towards Islington and Highgate, 
where one might have seenc 200,000 people of all ranks and degree, dispers’d 
and lying along by their heapes of what they could save from the fire, deploring 
their losse, and tlio’ ready to perish for hunger and destitution, yet not asking 
one pennie for reliefc, which to me appear’d a stranger sight than any I had yet 
beheld. 


§3 

SAMUEL BUTLER 

Samuel Butler’s Hudibras is an “ epic satire ” on the extravagancies of 
the Puritans who were triumphant during the Commonwealth and became 
objects of popular dishke with the Restoration. Butler was bom in Wor¬ 
cestershire in 1612. He took no personal part in the Civil War and was 
one of the many literary men of the time who were content to be spectators 
of the struggle between Parliament and King. Samuel Butler has been 
described by Andrew Lang as “ a retired, bookish, sardonic humorist.” 

Pepys tells us that Hudibras was the most popular book of the day. 
Despite its popularity its author apparently received little financial 
benefit from it and, despite his devotion to the Royalist party, he received 
nothing from the king. Dryden said very bitterly, “ It is enough for our 
age to have neglected Mr. Cowley and starved Mr. Butler.” 

Butler was influenced by Cervantes. Hudibras is the Presbyterian Don 
Quixote ; Ralph, his squire, is an Independent Sancho Panza. The ex¬ 
travagancies of the Puritans are gibbeted with humour and learning. Refer¬ 
ring to the Civil War and to the Puritans’ love for change, Butler wrote : 
Call fire and sword and desolation 
A godly thorough Reformation, 

Which always must be carried on. 

And still be doing, never done. 

As if Religion were intended 

For notliing else than to be mended. . . . 

Perhaps the best-known of Butler’s lines are those in which he refers 
to the people who 

Compound for sins they are inclined to 
By damning those they have no mind to : 

Still so perveise and opposite 

As if tliey worshipped God for spite. 
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§4 

JOHN DRYDEN 

Our knowledge of Jolm Dryden, a great poet, who could also write a 
fine, flexible kind of prose, is strangely shadowy. He came of a family 
of some distinction in Northamptonshire, was bom in 1631, and was edu¬ 
cated at Westminster School and Trinity, Cambridge, taking his degree 
in 1654. For the rest we must depend for our portrait of the man-in-himself 
on a few anecdotes, some of them heard at third or fourth hand. Out 
first introduction to Dryden as a living human being comes from the lively 
Pepys. On February 3, i6<54, Pcpys tells us that he stopped at Will’s and 
met there “ Dryden, tlie poet I knew at Cambridge,” and all tlic wits of 
the town. The company pleased the diarist, and he thinks “ it will be good 
coming hither.” The picture of “ glorious John ” at Will’s, which Scott 
has made famous, is probably true to fact, and, as Professor Saintsbury says, 
there is no harm in diinking of Dryden in the great coffee-house, with his 
chair in the balcony in summer, by the fire in winter, passing criticisms 
and paying good-natured compliments on matters literary. We know also 
that he was fond of fishing, took a deal of snuff, did not drink much till 
led to do so by Addison, and had a very vulgar stomach, preferring a 
chine of bacon even to marrow puddings. 

Dryden was the most various poet of his age. In “ Absolom and 
Achitophel ” (1681) we have the first polished satire in the language. 
Hitherto satire had been shrewd rough-and-ready quarter-staff play (as 
in Butler’s Hudibras) or rugged versification (as in much of Marvell’s and 
Donne’s) through which the rhymes ring like breastplates smitten with a 
broadsword. Here is the famous character of Zimri (George Villiers, Duke 
of Buckingham) from this truly wonderful poem : 

A man so various that he seemed to be 
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome ; 

Stiff in opinions, always in tlie wrong. 

Was everything by starts and nothing long ; 

But in the course of one revolving moon 
Was chymist, fiddler, statesman and buffoon ; 

Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking. 

Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking. 

Blest madman, who could every hour employ 
With something new to wish or to enj'oy ! 

Railing and praising were his usual themes. 

And botli, to show nis judgment, in extremes, 
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So over violent or over civil 

That every man witli him was God or Devil. 

In squandering wealtli was his peculiar art; 

Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 

Beggared by fools whom still he found too late, 

He had his jest, and they had his estate. 

The wcaltli of irony, the sting in each couplet, the Shavian superciliousness 
of the banter—these were new things in English verse, and even Pope never 
surpassed Dryden’s technique of obloquy. MacFlecknoe (1682) followed in 
the same mode, and the immortal flagellation of the dull and industrious 
Shadwell is as well known as thecharacterofBuckingham. Flecknoe, absolute 
in all the realms of nonsense, settles which of his many sons shall succeed ; 

Shadwell alone my perfect image bears. 

Mature in dullness from his tender years; 

Shadwell, alone, of all my sons, is he 
Who stands confirmed in full stupidity. 

The rest to some faint meaning make pretence 
But Shadwell never deviates into sense. 

Afterwards, in the second part of “ Absalom and Achitophel ” he assails 
Og (Shadwell) once again with Doeg (Settle) : 

Who by my muse to all succeeding times 
Shall live, in spite of their own doggerel rhymes. 

“ Religio Laid,” which Scott regarded as one of the most admirable 
poems in the language, is a lively argument in verse on the credibility of 
the Christian faith and on the merits of the Church of England as a midway 
course, avoiding extremes, which had become an immortal institution 
because “ common quiet is mankind’s concern.” 

What, then, is chiefly left in Dryden for a reader of to-day ? His manv 
plays are hardly hteraturc, and at any rate are dead. But his “ Fables,*’ 
which are long stories told in verse, are not excelled, as narratives, in any 
language. The reader who takes up “ Cymon and Iphigenia,” or “ Palamon 
and Arcite,” is not likely to lay dovm the book until he has reached the end. 
They are little epics, and, in their finest passages, come nearer to the style 
of Homer than any other poems. His noble Odes will also be remembered, 
of which he thought “ Alexander’s Feast ” the best, and indeed his most 
perfect poem. But the “ Song for St. Cecilia’s Day ” is quite as fine, and 
the well-known lines upon the Birth of Music were never equalled by him 
in their sweet and noble beauty ; 

When Tubal struck the chorded shell 
His listening brethren stood around. 

And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound. 
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Less than a god tliey thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that shell 
Which spoke so sweetly and so well. 

Johnson, on tire other hand, pronounced tlic “ Ode to the Memory of 
Mn. Anne Killigrew ” the noblest in the English tongue, and tlie follow¬ 
ing magnificent passage from it, as glorious a piece of stately word-music 
as is to be discovered in the long interval between Milton and Wordsworth, 
aptly closes this account of one of the greatest of English poets : 

Thou youngest virgin-daughter of the skies. 

Made in the last promotion of the blessed ; 

Whose palms, new plucked from Paradise, 

In spreading branches more sublimely rise. 

Rich with immortal green above the rest: 

Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star. 

Thou rollest above us, in thy wandering race, 

Or, in procession fixed and regular 
Movest with the heaven’s majestic pace ; 

Or, called to more superior bliss. 

Thou treadcst with serapliims the vast abyss : 

Whatever happy region is thy place. 

Cease thy celestial song a little space ; 

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine. 

Since Heaven’s eternal year is thine. 

Hear, then, a mortal Muse tliy praise rehearse. 

In no ignoble verse ; 

But such as thy own voice did pracdse here, 

When thy first fruits of Poesy were given. 

To make thyself a welcome inmate there ; 

While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate of heaven. 


§5 

THE RESTORATION DRAMATISTS 

The tlieatrc, wliich had been banned during the Puritan rule in England, 
came back to its own witli the restoradon of Charles II. Later seventeenth- 
century opinion held Shakespeare in small esteem, and the older plays of 
Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, and Shirley soon gave way to a new order of 
drama that was the creation of the spirit of the new times. While Charles II 
was reigning in England, Mohire was writing in France, and it was 
natural and inevitable that the Restoration dramatists should have been 
influenced by the great French master of comedy. What they did not 
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borrow from France was directly inspired by the atmosphere of the court 
of Charles II. Charles Lamb insisted that the old comedy “ has no refer¬ 
ence whatever to die world that is.” That is happily true : but it had a 
very considerable reference to the world that existed when the second 
Charles frivolled at Whitehall. WiUiam Congreve was the most consider¬ 
able of die Restoration dramatists. Swinburne declared that his The Way 
of the World is “ the unequalled and unapproached masterpiece of English 
comedy : the one play in our language which may fairly claim a place 
beside, or but just beneath, the mighdest work of MoH^re.” Voltaire, who 
had heard of his genius, called on him during his stay in England, and Con¬ 
greve expressed a wish not to be regarded as a dramadst but as a gentle¬ 
man ; whereupon the sardonic French philosopher apologised for ms call. 
William Wycherley was thirty years older than Congreve. He was brought 
Up in Paris, and his first play. Love in a Wood, was produced in 1672. His 
fame as a dramatist mainly rests on his two comedies. The Country Wife 
and A Plain Dealer, both coarse enough to justify Macaulay’s nausea, but 
both excellent in their characterisadon and their humour. 

Other dramadsts of the period of less importance are John Vanbrugh, 
the architect of Blenheim P^ce, George Etheridge, Otway, and Lee, who 
collaborated with Dryden in imitadons of Corneille. Drydcn himself is a 
Restoration dramadst, but he was far more than a dramatist, as we have 
seen. 
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XVI 


FRENCH LITERATURE IN THE AGE OF LOUIS XIV 


P ASCAL, one of die few French writers of genius of the first half 
of the seventeenth century, was a very definite Puritan. He was 
born in 1623, and was a mathematician as well as a theologian and a 
great writer. In liis Lettres Provinciales and his Pensees, Pascal deals with the 
great problems of life, the miserable insufficiency of all that is human and 
the consuming glory of God. No Anglo-Saxon writer ever emphasised more 
fiercely die pitiful impotence of man as compared with the infinite, no 
religious fanatic ever more vehemently admonished humiliation, no philo¬ 
sopher was ever more awestruck by the greatness of the universe in which 
man is so small a thing. Looking to the heavens Pascal exclaimed : “ The 
eternal silence of those infinite spaces fills me with fear.” 

Many of his “ Thoughts,” brief, striking, and profound, are as familiar 
as household words in almost every land. Here are a few typical examples ; 

“ Man is but a reed, the weakest thing in nature, but he is a thinking 
reed.” 

“ The heart has reasons of its own, of which Reason never dreams.” 

“ If the nose of Cleopatra had been shorter the whole liistory of the 
cardi would have been changed.” 

The idea of ensuring the correctness of the French language, of estab¬ 
lishing a recognised standard of literary taste, and of creating a Uterary 
authority, owed much to Cardinal Rtchchcu, who set up the French 
Academy in 1629. The Cardinal desired order and authority in Uterature 
as in evcrytliing else. While the French Academy has given literature a 
place in nation J hfe tliat it has never had in England, it has always made a 
conservative resistance to every new hterary development, and some of 
the greatest of French writers, including Mohere and Flaubert, have never 
been elected to a seat among the “ Immortals.” One of the earUest acts 
of die Academy was to belitde the first work of genius to be produced in 
France in die seventeenth century—Pierre Corneille’s Le Cid. 

Pierre Corneille was bom at Rouen in 1606, and his first play was 
produced in 1636. Corneille hved until 1684, and his later plays belong 
to die era of Louis XIV. He stands in literary liistory as the forerunner 
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of the great century of French literature rather than as one of its actual 
figures. ComeiUe was by nature a romantic ; he loved words as much as 
Rabelais loved them. He was as fond of rhetoric as Marlowe, and of 
tempestuous melodrama as Webster or any other of the Elizabethans. 

Corneille was a very unequal writer. Moliirc once said : “ My friend 
Corneille has a familiar spirit that inspires him to write the finest verses 
in the world. Sometimes the familiar spirit leaves him to look after him¬ 
self, and then he writes very badly.” His genius was justly recognised in 
his own time ; but many later critics, including Voltaire, rated him as a 
writer of small importance : he is not that, but he is inferior to Racine, 
with whom he has been contrasted ad nauseam. Although turgid and ultra¬ 
heroic, he yet had nobihty and power. 

The great French philosopher, Rem? Descartes, published his Discaurs 
de la Mmiode within a few months of the appearance of Le Cid. It is outside 
the scope of this Outline to attempt any summary of the mathematical 
and metaphysical speculations with which the fame of Descartes is associated, 
but he has a considerable place in the history ot French literature as a master 
of a clear and simple style. He was bom in 1596 and died in Stockholm 
in 1650. His first book, a treatise on fencing, was written when he was 
sixteen, and from then to the end of his Ufe he was an industrious and 
voluminous writer. 


§2 

MOLli-;RE 

Mohcrc was the stage name of Jean Baptiste Poquelin, who was born 
in Paris in 1622, his father being a court upholsterer. Moliirc was educated 
by the Jesuits, translated Lucretius, read Aristotle, and was sufficiently 
educated to defend Descartes. Like many another young man, Moliire 
might have been a successful upholsterer and Lave succeeded his father as 
a court tradesman. But he preferred to be an actor. When he was twenty 
he organised a company of players, hired a Paris tennis-court, and fitted it 
up with a stage for dramatic performances. The time, however, was ill- 
fitted for theatrical success. Paris was in a constant state of political ferment; 
the streets were none too safe, and the citizens were in no mood for the 
play. Moliere and his comrades acted in various tennis-courts, but every¬ 
where with the same lack of success. In 1645, indeed, he was imprisoned 
for a time for not paying for the candles used in the theatre. 

After four years’ persistent failure in Paris, Moliere determined to seek 
his fortune in the provinces; and for the next ten years he lived the life 
of a strolling player, in those days one of hardship and adventure—very 
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much, indeed, the same as the life led by nineteenth-century English show¬ 
men as described by Dickens in The Old Curiosity Shop. When the tem¬ 
porary stage had been erected in a tennis-court or bam, it was hung round 
with tapestries, and the actors made their entrances and exits by struggling 
through heavy curtains. The hall was generally lighted by a chandelier 
holding four candles, and suspended from the ceiling ; and it was customary 
every now and again to let down the chandelier ■with a rope and pulley 
that some kindly soul in the audience might snuff the candles with im 
fmgers. 

Moliirc was a tall, amiable, kind-hearted man, generous, honest, and 
good-humoured. “ His nose was thick, his mouth large with thick lips, 
nis complexion brown, his eyebrows black and strongly marked, and it 
was his way of moving them that gave liim his comic expression on the 
stage.” All his contemporaries agreed in regarding him as a great comic 
actor as well as a dramatist of genius. Moli^re s masterpieces are Les 
Pricieuses Ridicules, Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme, Tartuffe, Le Misanthrope, and 
Le Malade Imaginaire, all of which hold the stage to-day as securely as the 
comedies and tragedies of Shakespeare himself. 

What are the qualities of a writer to whom critical opinion gives so 
high a praise ? His great achievement was the creation of French comedy. 
He was a realist interested in the hfc of the people of his own time. He 
was as impressed as Chaucer and as Shakespeare with the humour and the 
drama of ordinary everyday life. Thus, in the Prdcieuses Ridicules he laughs 
at a set of women with literary affectations, a pose of France in 1650 as it 
has been a pose in England and America in later times ; in Tartuffe he 
laughs rather bitterly at hypocrisy, and in the Malade Imaginaire he gibes 
at doctors. In the Misanthrope, perhaps the greatest of all his plays, he has, 
in the character of the hero, Alceste, chosen liiinself for a hero—a sensitive, 
lonely, disillusioned man, standing in a little dark lonely comer, pitted 
against a cold, superficial, unsympathetic world. 

The incidents in Moli^re’s plays are few and are carefully chosen, and 
he is concerned all die time with die development of character. Every 
incident and every situadon, which would not serve to make his characters 
clearer to the audience, is rejected. Nor is he concerned with more than 
the outstanding characteristics of each person he puts on the stage. He 
paints in broad outline, and not in infinite detail. For example, Tartuffe 
is a hypocrite, who loves women and loves power. That is ail that Moli^re 
tells us about liim ; that is all we need to know about him for the purpose 
of his play. 

Like all great humorists, Moliere is tolerant. He is never angry, even 
with his villains, for they too are human, and are as diey are. He does 
not defend them or apologise for them, but he describes with accuracy 
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and without passion, recognising that all human beings liave a certain 
dignity whatever their shortcomings. 

Perhaps the best-known of Molicre’s comedies is die Bourgeois Gentil- 
homme. Mohere himself was the original Jourdain, a part associated with 
the fame of the great modern French actor, CoqueUn. Jourdain is a rich 
shopkeeper with an itch to get into society. In order diat he may acquire 
a proper manner and an appropriate vocabulary, he engages a music master, 
a dancing master, a fencing master, and a teacher of pliilosophy, from the 
latter of whom he learns that “ there is nothing by which we can express 
ourselves except prose or verse.” Jourdain is astounded. “ ’Pon my 
word,” he says, “ I have been speaking ptose diese forty years without 
being aware of it.” 

The music master, the dancing master, and the fencing master quarrel, 
and these professors, together with Jourdain’s new tailor, make him a 
ridiculous figure of fun. But though M.adamc Jourdain may laugh at 
him, his aristocratic friend, Comte Dorante, approves of his escapades—and 
borrows his money. So completely turned is Jourdain’s head diat he refuses 
to allow his daughter to marry a young man of liis own class until the 
suitor dresses up in oriental garments and professes that he is tlic son of 
the Grand Turk. The Botirgeois GetUilhomme is a farce witli the thinnest 
of plots, but its stagecraft is deft, its characterisation admirably humorous, 
and its dialogue delightfully witty. 

Mohere’s career is more remarkable when it is remembered that all 
tlirough his hfe he was not only a busy actor-manager, but that he was also 
continually exposed to the intrigues of his enemies—jealous rivals, and 
indignant churchmen, who, for reasons which arc hard for us to under¬ 
stand, persistently denounced him as the enemy of God. The enmity of 
the Church continued even after his death. An eye-witness of Moliete’s 
funeral says : 

There was no procession, except three ecclesiastics ; four priests bore the 
body in a wooden bier covered witli a pall, six children in blue carried candles 
in silver holders, and diere were lackeys with burning torches of wax. The body 
. . . was taken to St. Joseph’s churchyard, and buried at the foot of the cross. 
There was a great crowd, and some twelve hundred hvres were distributed 
among the poor. The archbishop had given orders that Moli^re should be 
interred without any ceremony, and had even forbidden the clergy of the diocese 
to do any service for liim. 

From tlie first time that he acted before him to Iiis death, Louis XIV 
extended constant favours and patronage to Mohere, and even when the 
days of the king’s worldliness had come to an end, and, under the influence 
of Madame de Maintenon, Versailles had acquired tlie air of a conventicle, 
the great dramatist retained the royal favour. But even tliis had its 
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drawbacks, because it meant an enormous expenditure of time in writing 
masques and arranging entertainments. 

As a writer Molifere’s influence may be to some extent estimated by 
the manner in which he has affected the language of his country. Every¬ 
day English speech is interlarded with quotations from Shakespeare, Milton, 
and Dickens, and no writer has given as many sentences and phrases to 
colloquial French as Moli^rc. At least one of tiiem, “ Que diable allait-il 
faire dans cette galore ? ” has almost become English. 

Lytton Strachey says: “ In the literature of France MoUke occupies 
the same kind of position as Cervantes in that of Spain, Dante in that of 
Italy, and Shakespeare in that of England.” And Andrew Lang declared : 
“ In the literature of France his is the greatest name, and in the literature of 
modem drama the greatest after that of Shakespeare.” 


§3 

JEAN RACINE 

Racine has always appeared to English readers a dull writer, but in 
France not only are his plays still acted but he is regarded by most French¬ 
men as the supreme French writer. This is due, apart from the sheer beauty 
of his verse, to the complete and unrivalled success with which he achieved 
the French ideal of compression of incident, unity of time, and the avoid¬ 
ance of everydiing that was irrelevant to the theme of his play. 

Jean Racine was bom in 1639. His family were Jansenists—the French 
Puritans—and he was educated at tlie famous convent of Port-Royal. 
His early devotion to Uteraturc was naturally resented by liis devout relations. 
In one of his letters he complains that a sonnet he wrote on Mazarin had 
brought liim excommunication on excommunication. His first play. La 
Thiba'idc, was produced by MoU^re’s company in i6(54, and it is possible 
that Moli^re himself acted in it. Moli6re also produced Racine’s second 
play, Alexandre le Grand. A fortnight afterwards the dramatist took liis 
play to a rival company, apparently having quarrelled with MoHdre. For 
ten years Racine continued writing play after play. His masterpieces are : 
Andromaque, Phidre, and Athalie. 

In 1673 he was elected to the French Academy. Phidre was produced 
in 1677, and although Racine lived for another twenty years, in this play 
his writing practically came to an end. He repented of the loose life he had 
led, married, and settied down to a quiet, domestic life, living on a pension 
granted to him by Louis XIV. He died on April la, 1699. 

Phidre is the best known of Racine’s plays. Every French actress of 
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talent still desires to appear at least once as Phidrc, just as every English 
actor of talent persists in playing Hamlet. It is a tragedy founded on the 
Greek, with many variations ; a tremendous drama of horror, mystery, 
and jealousy, conveying something of the Greek dogma that man is help¬ 
less in the hands of Fate. His earlier play, Andromaque, illustrates Racine’s 
power to contrive dramatic effects with the smallest number of characters 
and incidents. There are only four characten in the play—two men and 
two women. Lytton Strachey has very defdy summarised the story : 

Andromaque, the still youthful widow of Hector, cares for only two things 
in the world with passionate devotion—her yoimg son Astyanax and the memory 
of her husband. Both arc the captives of Pyrrhus, the conqueror of Troy, a 
straightforward, chivalrous, but somewhat barbarous prince, who, though he 
is affianced to Hermione, is desperately in love with Andromaque. Ilermione 
is a splendid tigress, consumed by her desire for Pyrrhus; and Orcstc is a melan¬ 
choly, almost morbid man, whose passion for Hermione is the dominating prin¬ 
ciple of his life. These are the ingredients of the tragedy, ready to explode like 
gunpowder with the slightest spark. The spark is lighted when Pyrrhus declares 
to Andromaque that if she will not marry him he will execute her son. 

Andromaque consents, but decides secretly to kill herself immediately after 
the marriage, and thus ensure botli tlie safety of Astyanax and the honour of 
Hector’s wife. Hermione, in a fury of jealousy, declares that she will fly with 
Oreste, on one condition—that he kills Pyrrhus. Orcste, putting aside all con¬ 
siderations of honour and friendship, consents ; he kills Pyrrhus, and then returns 
to his mistress to claim his reward. 

There follows one of the most violent scenes that Racine ever wrote—in 
which Hermione, in an anger of remorse and horror, turns upon her wretched 
lover and denounces his crime. Forgetful of her own instigation, she demands 
who it was tliat suggested to him me horrible deed “ Qui tc I’a dit ? ” she 
shrieks : one of those astounding phrases which, once heard, can never be for¬ 
gotten. She rushes out to commit suicide, and the play ends with Orcste upon 
the stage. 

In character Racine was the antithesis of Moli^re. He was jealous, 
arrogant, and irritable, with a bitter tongue, and the unfortunate habit of 
preferring a biting epigram to a friend. Thanks to the intrigue of one of 
the ladies at court, Phidre was a comparative failure, and tliis was the reason 
why Racine abandoned play-writing at the height of his power. He lacked 
the humour necessary to accept criticism with amusement. 


§4 

JEAN DB LA FONTAINE AND CHARLES PERRAULT 

Jean de la Fontaine was bom in 1621 at Chateau Thierry in Champagne. 
His father was a well-to-do deputy ranger, and Jean was his eldest child. 
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He was educated at the college of his native tovra, and thought of taking 
Holy Orders ; but before it was too late, found tliat he had mistaken his 
vocation. He then studied Law, until, in 1647, his father resided his 
rangership in his son’s favour, and arranged also a profitable marriage for 
him, with a young girl of sixteen, who brought him a dowry of ao.ooo 
livres. Spiritually the marriage was not a success. We gather that Madame 
de la Fontaine read too many novels and neglected her housework, and 
after ten years they were separated. 

La Fontaine was over thirty years of age before he began to write, 
and then he did not at once discover himself as a fabuUst, but after the fashion 
of the period, wrote epigrams and ballads, and sought for patrons to whom 
he could flatteringly dedicate his poems, receiving in return worldly 
protection and financial benefits. 

The fables of La Fontaine are, first of all, striking for their easy grace. 
He was poet and philosopher, as well as fabuhst. La Fontaine’s animals 
are never real animals. Unlike Fabre, he has no secrets to tell of the inner 
life of the dumb creation. But he has a genius for describing the essential 
exteriors of each animal, and, as has been well said. La Fontaine’s animals 
are real animals with human minds. 

Something of the charm of La Fontaine’s writing may be gathered 
from the following translation of one of the fables : 


THE JAY IN THE FEATHERS OF THE PEACOCK 

A peacock moulted : soon a Jay was seen 
Bedeck’d with Argus tail of gold and green. 

High strutting, with elated crest, 

As much a peacock as tlie rest. 

His trick was recognised and bruited. 

His person jeer’d at, hiss’d, and hooted. 

The peacock gentry flocked together. 

And pluck’d the fool of every featlicr. 

Nay more, when back he sneak’d to join his race. 
They shut their portals in his face. 

There is another sort of jay. 

The number of its legs the same. 

Which makes of borrowed plumes display. 

And plagiary is its name. 

But hush ! the tribe I’ll not offend ; 

’Tis not my work their ways to mend. 
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§5 

If La Fontaine developed the bald fable into a little human story, instead 
of merely an anecdote of beasts, his contemporary Charles Perrault gave it 
yet another lift into popularity by his introduction of the fairy element. 
Perrault realised that there are some human wbhes so far beyond realisa¬ 
tion that only magic can bring them about. 

It has been said that there arc only half a dozen plots in the whole realm 
of fiction ; at least one of them is tlie story of the ragged girl who sits in 
the chinmey-comer, and wishes she could go to the ball and dance with 
the prince. And it was Perrault who first created Cinderella. These are 
the titles of his familiar stories, which are legendary folk-tales, collected 
by him and retold in his own vivid and charming style : Le Petit Chaperon 
Rouge {Little Red Riding-hood) ; La Belle au Bois Dormant {The Sleeping 
Beauty ); La Barbe-Bleue {Bluebeard) ; Le Maistre Chat, ou Le Chat Botti 
{Puss in Boots) ; Les Pies {The Fairies ); Cendrillon, ou La Petite Pantoujle de 
Vair {Cinderella) ; Riquet d la Houppe {Riquet of the Tuft) ; Le Petit Poucet 
{Hop-o’-my-Thumb) ; and La Belle et la Bete {Beauty and the Beast). 

These, as everybody knows, have become the fairy-tales of the world. 
It is difficult to realise that they were definitely the leisure products of a 
seventeenth-century French nobleman, who rated them far below his more 
ponderous publications, which have long ago been forgotten. 


§6 

The later writers of the Louis XIV era included Boileau, who did much 
to create a French classic tradition ; Madame de S^vign(J, author of a scries 
of letters that reveal the age of Louis XIV, something in the same way as 
such a book as Evelyn’s Diary reveals the time of Charles II; and La 
Bruy^re, moralist and pessimist, who anticipated the social criticism of the 
eighteenth century and who has left us an ironic picture of the celebration 
of Mass at Versailles, in which the courtiers turned their faces to the king 
and their backs to God. 

La Rochefoucauld, author of the famous book of Maximes, was an 
aristocrat. In this respect he differed from every other distinguished 
writer of the age of Louis XIV. Cold, disillusioned, as worldly in his 
philosophy as Chesterfield, the following extracts from the Maximes are 
characteristic of the man, and characteristic of the age, the splendour, and 
glory, which were the preparation of the horrors of the Revolution. 
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The simplest man with passion is more penuasive than the most eloquent 
without it. 

We have all of us sufficient fortitude to bear the misfortunes of others. 

Philosophy triumphs easily over past and over future evils, but present evils 
triumph easily over ^ilosophy. 

Old men are fond of pving good advice, to console themselves for being 
no longer in a position to give bad examples. 

Hypocrisy is the homage which vice renders to virtue. 

Gratitude is like the good faith of traders, it maintains commerce; and we 
often p^, not because it is just to discharge our debts, but that we may more 
readily find people to trust. 

We should often be ashamed of our best actions, if the world were witness 
to die motives which produce them. 

None but the contemptible are apprehensive of contempt. 

We are often more agreeable through our faults than through our good 
qualities. 

Fortune breaks us of many faults which reason cannot. 

None are either so happy or so unhappy as they imagine. 

Tlie head is always the dupe of die heart. 
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POPE, ADDISON, STEELE, SWIFT 
§i 

ALEXANDRR POPE 

ALEXANDER POPE, born in 1688, was the greatest poet of his age 
/A and one of the greatest versifiers of all ages. “ Hard as thy heart, 
^and as thy birth obscure,” wrote one of his innumerable enemies, 
but there seems no reason to doubt that his father was a well-to-do linen- 
draper. His character was as malformed as his puny body, and when con¬ 
templating his detestable pettiness, it is well to act on the charitable advice 
of Augustine Birrell and “ remember that, during his whole maturity, 
he could neither dress nor undress himself, go to bed or get up without 
help, and that on rising he had to be invested with a stiff canvas bodice 
and tightly laced, and have put on him a fur doublet and numerous stock¬ 
ings to keep off the cold and fill out his shrunken form.” His life was a 
long disease ; his lifelong bitterness must be charitably excused. It was a 
“ noble rage ” for learning, an insatiable curiosity for exploring human 
nature which wrecked a feeble health that eighteenth-century medicine 
could hardly have improved. He was extraordinarily sensitive ; he loathed 
every kind of sport in which some Uving creature was pursued. His wit 
was his only weapon and he used it ruthlessly—often treacherously, and 
never with the bluff, open straightforwardness which causes some of 
Dryden’s strokes to sound like a slap. His mind was a clearing-house 
for all the scandalous gossip, and he was a specialist in die ignoble art of 
quarrelling. He had no chivalry in his crippled soul—he satirised Lady 
Mary Wortley Montagu, to whom he made violent love, in the most 
brutu lines ever written by man against woman. He hated his literary 
rivals, great or small; he included Bendey and Defoe among the dunce 
of his “ Dunciad,” wliich too often rises to a shriek, a shrill feminism, to 
be equal to the virile satires of Drydcn. And, as a punishment, the sarcasm 
of the merest scribbler caused him to writhe in anguish. Indeed, the 
venomous poet’s character and curses tax our charity at times beyond its 
power. 

Pope had a double power. He could crystalHse the plain man’s thoughts 
into memorable verse and he could express thoughts of the subtlest ingenuity. 

395 



THE OUTLINE OF LITERATURE 


Next to Sliakcspeare, he is the most often quoted (and misquoted) of English 
poets. He is easily die most elegant versifier of his age, and there is no 
question of his right to be regarded as a true poet. 

Pope, living his sheltered life and not having to struggle for a liveli¬ 
hood, soon made his mark. His “ Pastorals ” (published 1709) were actually 
preferred by one critic to Virgil’s Eclogues ! They prove his zeal for 
correctness ” and something of the genius for taking infinite pains. In 
1711 he put forth his “ Essay on Criticism,” which, though unequal, is a 
wonderful achievement youth of twenty-one, for it was written in 
1709. Here is a famous passage : 

A litde learning is a dangerous thing ; 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring : 

There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

And drinking largely sobers us again. 

The “ Rape of the Lock,” complete with its “ machinery ” of sylphs and 
gnomes, appeared in 1714, and was acclaimed as a masterpiece of wit. 
It is in form perfect of its kind, widi the brilliancy of a piece of Dresden 
china and something, it may be, of its hardness. Here is the description 
of the lock of hair, the theft of which was the cause of such disaster : 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind. 

Nourished two locks, which graceful hung beliind, 

In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth ivory neck. 

Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains. 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 

With liairy springes we the birds betray. 

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey. 

Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare. 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

His next great work was his translation of Homer’s poems, which have 
rapidity and nobleness, two at any rate of the qualities required of so daring 
an adventure. The “ Elegy to the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady 
and “ Eloisa to Abelard ” are to be read as illustrations of his serious manner. 
If the latter falls short of the piercing passion of the immortal love-story, 
there is yet a deep understanding of the human heart in these lines ■ 

Assist me, heav’n ! but whence arose that pray’r 
Sprung it from piety or from despair ? 

Ev’n here, where frozen chastity retires. 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 

I mourn the lover, not lament die fault; 
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I view my crime, but kindle at the view. 

Repent old pleasures, and solicit new ; 

Now turn’d to heav'n, I weep my past offence. 

Now think of thee, and curse my innocence. 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget! 

In “ The Dunciad ” (first complete edition, 1729)—written at his leisure 
despite Swift’s warning: “ Take care that the bad poets do not outwit 
you,” and the fact that the dullards satirised were dying off one by one 
out of sheer stupid pervenity—we have the most elaborate, if not the most 
effective, satire in the language. The freshness and unageing force of the 
satire reside in its universd appeal, for it attacks that inexpugnable power 
of stupidity, entlnroned in every age, against wliich the gods themselves 
strive in vain. The best passage is the last of all, in which the extinction of 
all intelligence, all the arts and sciences, is fantastically foretold—a piece 
of very noble verse— 

In vain, in vain—die all-composing hour 
Resisdess falls : the Muse obeys the power. 

She comes ! she comes ' the sable throne behold 
Of night primscval and of Chaos old ! 

Before her, fancy’s gilded clouds decay. 

And all its varying rainbows die away. 

Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires. 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 

As one by one, at dead Medea’s strain. 

The sick’ning stars fade off di’ ethereal plain ; 

As Argus’ eyes by Hermes’ wand opprest. 

Clos’d one by one to everlasting test; 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might. 

Art after art goes out, and all is night. 

See skulking Truth to her old cavern fled. 

Mountains of casuistry heap’d o’er her head 1 
Philosophy, that lean a on Heav’n before. 

Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more. 

Physic of metaphysic begs defence. 

And metaphysic calls for aid on sense ! 

See mystery to mathematics fly ! 

In vain ! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 

Rehgion blushing veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares morality expires. 

Nor public flame, nor private, dares to shine ; 

Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine ! 

Lo ! thy dread empire. Chaos ! is restor’d ; 

Light dies before thy uncteating word ; 

Thy liand, great Anarch 1 lets the curtain fall. 

And univei^ darkness buries all. 
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But finer, perhaps, than anything in “ The Dunciad ” is the passage in the 
Satires which holds up to ridicule Lord Hervey under the name of “ Sporus ”: 

Let Sporus tremble—What ? that thing of silk, 

Sporus, that mere white curd of ass’s milk ? 

Satire or sense, alas ! can Sporus feel ? 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ? 

Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 

This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings; 

Amphibious thing ! that acting either part. 

The trifling head or the corrupted heart, 

Fop at the toilet, flatterer at the board. 

Now trips a lady, and now struts a lord. 

Eve’s tempter thus the Rabbins have exprest, 

A cherub’s face, a reptile all the rest; 

Beauty tliat shocks you, parts that none will trust; 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust. 

To-day, however, the “ Essay on Man ” is the most real of all Pope’s 
poems. It gave him a European reputation, winning the warm admiration 
of Voltaire and others who had the ear of the civilised world. It is not, 
as Pope beheved, a real contribution to philosophy. Modem criticism, in 
appraising its ctliical value, steers a midway course between the extrava¬ 
gant comphment of Dugald Stewart, who called it “ the noblest specimen 
of philosophical poetry which our language affords,” and the extravagant 
condemnation of De Quincey, who dismissed it as “ the realisation of 
anarchy.” It contains constandy quoted lines such as : 

An honest man’s the noblest work of God, 
which set forth in die fewest and most emphatic words possible thoughts 
which are always in men’s minds. The crowd-compelling power of such 
ever-popular poems consists in the fact that they say in memorable phrases, 
with a simple, striking imagery, what the average man thinks—or thinks 
he thinks—about the great problems of human life, here and in the here¬ 
after. Everybody can appreciate the familiar image in the following lines : 
God loves from Whole to Parts; but human soul 
Must rise from Individual to the Whole. 

Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake. 

As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake ; 

The centre mov’d, a circle straight succeeds. 

Another still, and still another spreads ; 

Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace ; 

His country next; and next all human race ; 

Wide and more wide, th’ o’erflowings of the mind 
Take ev’ty creature in, of cv’ry kind ; 

Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest. 

And Heav’n beholds its image in his breast. 

298 



POPE, ADDISON, STEELE, SWIFT 

None the less it is a part of the poet’s many-sided art thus to refurbish a truism 
into a truth, and out of a platitude create a proverbial saying. Pope’s “ Moral 
Essays ” are full of the lines that have attained almost the currency of 
proverbs. They teach us to search “ the ruling passion,” and to admire 
the proofs of potency even in the hour of death, as in such humorous 
instances as Narcissa’s: 

“ Odious ! in woollen ! ’twould a saint provoke ” 

(Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke). 

“ No, let a charming chintz, and Brussels lace 
Wrap my cold limbs and shade my lifeless face : 

One would not, sure, be frightful when one’s dead— 

And—^Betty—give tliis cheek a httlc red.” 

Sometimes Pope’s faculty of proverb-making takes a loftier flight, as in 
the famous epitaph intended for Sir Isaac Newton : 

Nature and Nature’s Laws lay hid in night: 

God said, “ Let Newton be ! ’ And aU was light. 

But it is Pope’s strength, and his weakness also, that he expressed the mind 
of the average man who judges his fellow-creatures from a practical stand¬ 
point, by their words and works, and not by their intentions, and those 
rare and thrilling intimations of better, braver things which are the stuff 
of the greatest poetry. 

John Gay, the author of The Beggar s Opera, was the best beloved of 
Pope’s circle of friends. Pope described him : 

Of manners gendc, of affection mild ; 

In art a man, simplicity a child. 

He wrote comedies and fables, but The Beggar’s Opera —a foretaste of 
Gilbertian topsy-turvydom—made him famous, and when its sequel, Polly, 
was prohibited by the Lord Chamberlain, its publication made Gay com¬ 
paratively well off. Gay was buried in Westminster Abbey, and his monu¬ 
ment bears his own line : 

Life is a jest and all things show it: 

I tliought so once and now I know it. 


§2 

ADDISON AND STEELE 

We come to the rise of the English Essay as we now understand tliis 
form of English literature. It may be noted that the early yean of the 
eighteenth, nineteenth, and twentieth centuries were all favourable to the 
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periodical essay in this country. In the first of these three periods Addison 
and Steele socialised the essay, so to speak ; they brought it into everyday 
hfe and made it familiar and deUghtful to the multitude. In the hands of 
imitators like Fielding, Johnson, Goldsmith, Shenstone, Bonnell Thornton, 
and others, the essay remained popular, though less distinguished, through¬ 
out the century of its rebirth. Early in the nineteenth century it became 
more definitely a means of intimate self-expression in the hands of Lamb, 
and Hazlitt, and De Quincey ; and its later prosperity as a Hterary form 
needs no indication. To-day its popularity seems steadily to increase. It 
is now a self-existing form of literary expression. But the essay of Addison 
and Steele was rather a new and elevated kind of journalism, designed to 
form and unite pubhc opinion in an age when newspapers were few and 
had little or no moral influence. 

The opportunity was there and these essayists took it. In the dawn of 
the eighteenth century English society lacked cohesion and tone. The 
events of the previous half-century had left many sullen divisions. Puri¬ 
tanism and die Established Church still watched each other in fear and 
suspicion. The court had been vitiated by Charles II, and immorality 
had become nothing less than a fashionable cult with a stock of ideas and 
shibboleths which are reflected in the artificiahtics and indecencies of the 
Restoration comedies. The party system, which was to give power 
and direction to Parhament and to purify statesmanship, was only in 
formation. London and the country were separated by physical and spiritual 
gulfs which we can hardly reaUse. It was into such a world that Steele 
and Addison brought their urbane wisdom, their reconciling wit, and 
their gospel of decency, kindliness, and right reason. 

Undoubtedly the inventive element in this new literature was Steele’s. 
He it was who conceived the Taller. His previous career may be briefly 
summarised. Bom in Dublin in 1672, he had met Addison, a schoolfellow, 
at the Charterhouse. There were but two months between their ages. 
They met again at Oxford, but Steele left the university to go soldiering. 
As private, ensign, and captain, he leamt something of the prodigal habits 
which helped him to interpret human nature and its foibles in the Taller 
with a touch sympathetic, yet half monitory. He wrote his first book. 
The Christian Hero, while he was still an ensign, in order to correct his 
“ propensity to unwarrantable pleasures.” That was in 1701 ; but his 
friends in the army, and the men about town, and in the end he himself, 
were not impressed by his moral and religious ideas in the book, and he 
went on to write plays. 

His fourth play. The Conscious Lovers, fairly took the town, and Harley, 
the Whig Minister, bestowed on him the post of Gazetteer and Gentleman 
Usher at Court. 
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Meanwhile Addison’s training had been more cosniopohtan, more that 
of a travelled scholar and a man of culture, than Steele’s. After ten years 
at Magdalen College, Oxford, where his portrait still hangs in the hall, 
while his favourite walk is pointed out on the banks of Cherwell, he decided 
against taking Orders, and his Uterary experience began, like Montaigne’s, 
virith the writing of Latin verse. 

His first Enghsh verse soon followed, and he used it adroidy to gain the 
ear of Dryden, who asked him for a critical preface to die Georgies 
of Virgil—a high honour from a past master. Dryden spoke of him as 
“ the most ingenious W. Addison of Oxford ” ; and with that recognition 
liis future seemed assured. But politics counted for much in Addison’s 
life, as well as in Steele’s : Addison was a good Wliig, and his Whig friends 
got for him a travelling pension of ^^300 a year, to enable him to go abroad, 
learn French and Itahan, and qualify for a diplomatic career. This led 
to his travels in France and Italy, liis meeting with Boilcau, his return via 
Germany and Holland to England in 1702. “ The letter from Italy to Hali¬ 
fax,” in rhymed couplets, and liis poem “ The Campaign,” in the same 
measure, read to us now like fine Uterary exercises, compared with the 
prose of his essays. But “ The Campaign ” was the making of Addison. 
Godolphin, the Wliig premier, had strong political reasons for making 
the most of Marlborough’s great victory at Blenheim in August, 1704. 
He sought out Addison, who was then, it is said, Uving obscurely in a garret 
at the top of three flights of stairs in tlic Haymarkct. The poem is no 
longer read, but its famous simile of Marlborough and the angel will 
always be quoted : 

So when an angel at divine command. 

With rising tempests shakes a guilty land 
(Such as of late o’er pale Britannia passed). 

Calm and serene he drives the furious blast; 

And, pleased tlie Almighty’s orders to perform. 

Rides in the whirlwind and directs the storm. 

The poem fulfilled all Godolphin’s wishes, and Addison was rewarded 
with an Undcr-Secretarysliip of State, the first of a number of offices of 
profit wliich he honourably if not too competently fiUed. He had no hand 
in the design or first pubUcation of the Taller, and, indeed, was in Ireland 
at the time as secretatjf to the Earl of Wharton, Lord Lieutenant, but he 
soon recognised Steele s hand, and his proffered help as a contributor was 
wisely and warmly accepted. 

The Taller appeared on April 12, 1709. Wishing to be anonymous, 
Steele adopted the name of Isaac BickerstafF, borrowed from Swift, who 
had taken it from a shop-door in Long Acre and used it as a cloak under 
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which to attack John Partridge, a notorious advertising astrologer and 
almanac-maker. Although the TatUr underwent considerable change after 
Addison began to write for it, Steele launched it in the right way. He linked 
it to the coffee-houses, of which there were no fewer than three thousand 
in London. They were the centres of news, gossip, and discussion. He 
announced in his first number : 

Ail accounts of gallantry, pleasures, and entertainment shall be under article 
of Wliite’s Coffee-House ; poetry under that of Will’s Coffee-house ; learn¬ 
ing under the tide of the Grecian ; foreign and domesdc news you will luve from 
St. James’s Coffee-house ; and what else I have to offer on any other subject 
shall be dated from my own apartment. 

White’s Coffee-house, the parent of White’s Club, and the St. James’s 
Coffee-house were in St. James’s Street; Will’s, where Dryden, in his 
winter chair by the fire or his summer seat on the balcony, had dictated 
the laws of criticism and taste in poetry to his worshippers, was in Russell 
Street; and die Grecian, the oldest of all the coffee-houses, was in 
Devereux Court, Essex Street. In these places Steele collected news and 
topics ; in places the Taller was itself discussed. Its success was immediate. 
Steele made an appeal at the outset to women by declaring that his tide 
was chosen in their honour. The paper appeared three times a week on 
the post days, which were Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. The first 
four numbers were given away gratis, and then the price of one penny was 
charged. The motto adopted was Juvenal’s “ Quicquid agunt homines,” 
etc., freely translated : 

Whate’er men do, or say, or think, or dream, 

Our motley paper seizes for its theme. 

Some of Addison’s most delightful essays appear in the Taller, but 
Steele stamped its character on the work as a censor of manners and morals, 
a corrector of the public taste, and exponent of everyday London t^ics. 
His aim was, as he said, “ to expose the false arts of life, to pull off the 
disguises of cunning, vanity, and affectation, and to recommend a general 
simplicity in our dress, our discoune, and our behaviour.” 

All t hese elements in the Taller combined to prepare the way for the 
more finished but not more vivid art of the Speclalor, with Sir Roger de 
Coverley, like a full-length portrait by Gainsborough, for the master of 
those humours and ceremonies. 

Isaac Bickerstaff had imluckily meddled in politics in the earlier career 
of the Toiler, as we know by Swift and his “ Letters to Stella ” ; and Steele 
lost his post as Gazetteer owing to that fact. This, too, helped to bring the 
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journal to its rather sudden end ; and it was probably on Addison’s more 
prudent counsel that it was decided to begin a new organ entirely witliout 
politics. 

On Januaiy 2, lyir, appeared die last Taller. At the beginning of 
March following appeared the first of die Spectator. 

The Spectator was at first a penny paper, issued daily ; but in 1712, 
when the stamp duty killed off several papers, the price was raised to two¬ 
pence. Steele and Addison’s collaborative Journal ran to 555 numbers ; 
the later numbers to 635, were an attempt to revive it without Steele, and 
an unsuccessful one. Addison’s picturesque statement of his aims is worth 
quoting. In an early number he wrote : “It was said of Socrates that 
he brought philosophy down from heaven to inhabit among men ; and 
I shall be ambitious to have it said of me that I have brought philo¬ 
sophy out of closets and libraries, schools, colleges, to dwell in clubs and 
assembhes, at tea-tables and in coffee-houses.’’ 

“ It is not strange,” says Macaulay, “ that the success of die Spectator should 
have been such as no similar work has ever obtained. The number of copies 
daily distributed was at first three thousand. It subsequently increased, and 
had risen to near four thousand when die stamp tax was imposed. The Spectator, 
however, stood its ground, and though its circulation fell off, still yielded a large 
revenue both to the State and to the authors. For particular papers, the demand 
was immense ; of some, it is said, twenty diousaiid copies were required. But 
this was not all. To have die Spectator served up every morning with die bohea 
and die rolls was a luxury for the few. The majority were content to wait till 
essays enough had appeared to form a volume. Ten thousand copies of each 
volume were immediately taken off, and new editions were called for. It must 
be remembered that die population of England was then hardly a third of what 
it now is ” (in 1845). " There was doubdess more dian one knight of the 
shire whose country seat did not contain ten books, receipt books and books on 
farriery included. In diese circumstances, the sale of the Spectator must be con¬ 
sidered as indicating a popularity quite as great as that of die most successful 
works of Sir Walter Scott and Mr. Dickens of our time.” 

By their genius, Steele and Addison made of the essay a perfectly 
responsive form of Uterature, in direct touch with hfe. In the “ Sir Roger 
de Coverley ” series they worked their richest vein of the human comedy ; 
it is one of the charms of the essay, as they wrote it, that it is able to touch 
so many of the other hterary forms without losing its own individual 
quality. And for their style, which is carried to a degree of colloquial 
perfection, it may be described as “ a talking mode ” of writing, almost 
as easy in apparent effect as speech itself. 

To illustrate the two essayists’ separate and joint faculty let us take 
an instance of the " Isaac Bickerstaff’’ papers in the Taller, which deals 
with London coffee-house “ talken and story-tellers ” and then a Sir Roger 
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de Coverley essay. The Tatler essay is No. 264, dated as BickerstafF s custom 
was “ from my own Apartment, December 15 ” (1710) : 

It was said of two ancient authors, who had very difierent beauties in their 
style, “ that if you took a word from one of them, you only spoiled his eloquence ; 
but if you took a word from the other, you spoiled his sense.” I have often applied 
the first part of this criticism to several of these cofiee-house speakers whom I 
have at present in my thoughts, though the character that is given to the last of 
those authors is what I would recommend to the imitation of my loving country¬ 
men. But it is not only public places of resort, but private clubs and conversa¬ 
tions over a bottle, that are infested with this loquacious kind of animal, especially 
that species which I comprehend under the name of story-teller. I would earnestly 
desire these gentlemen to consider, that no point of wit or mirth at the end of a 
story can atone for the half hour that has oeen lost before they come at it. I 
would likewise lay it home to their serious consideration, whether they think 
that every man in the company has not a right to speak as well as themselves ? 
and whetlier they do not think they are invading another man’s property, when 
tliey engross the time which should be divided equally among the company 
to their own private use ? 

This goes to illustrate the talking habit in the London coffee-houses, 
which is so nearly related to the colloquial art of the periodical essay. 

As for Sir Roger de Coverley, he was a joint creation. Steele first 
struck out the portrait in an admirable pastiche ; Addison went on and 
elaborated the knight’s adventures and London humours. The whole is 
an inimitable personal study ; a comedy in narrative, a story in essay 
form, which is a classic in the world-literature. This is Steele’s first sketch 
in his account of the Spectator Club : 

The first of our Society is a Gentleman from Worcestershire, of ancient Descent, 
a Baronet, His Name Sir Roger de Coverley. His great Grandfather was 
Inventor of that famous Country-Dance which is call’d after him. All who 
know that Shite are very well acquainted with die Parts and Merits of Sir Roger. 
He is a Gendeman that is very singular in his Behaviour, but his Singularities 
proceed from his good sense, and are Contradictions to the Manners of the World, 
only as he thinks the World is in the wrong. However, this Humour creates 
him no Enemies, for he does nothing with Sourness or Obstinacy ; and his 
being tmeonfined to Modes and Forms, makes him but the readier and the more 
capable to please and oblige all who know him. When he is in town he lives in 
Soho-Square ; it is said he keeps himself a Batchelor by reason he was crossed 
in Love, by a perverse beaudful Widow of the next County to him. 

Before this disappointment Sir Roger was what you call a fine Gendeman, 
had often supped with ray Lord Rochester and Sir George Etherege, fought a Duel 
upon his first coming to Town, and Kick’d Bully Dawson in a publick Coffee¬ 
house for calling him Youngster. But being ill-used by the above-mentioned 
Widow, he was very serious for a Year and a half; and though, his temper being 
naturally jovial, he at last got over it, he grew careless of bims^, and never dressed 
afterwards; he continues to wear a Coat and Doublet of the same Cut that were 
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in fashion at the Time of his Repulse, which, in his merry Humoun, he tells 
us, has been in and out twelve times since he first wore it. He is now in his Fifty 
sixth Year, cheerful, gay and hearty, keeps a good House botli in Town and 
Coun^ ; a great Lover of Mankind ; but there is such a mirthful Cast in his 
behaviour, that he is rather beloved than esteemed : his Tenants grow rich, his 
Servants look satisfied, all the young Women profess Love to him, and tlic young 
Men are glad of his Company : when he comes into a House he calls the Servants 
by their Names, and talks all the way up Stairs to a Visit. I must not omit that 
Sir Roger is a Justice of the Quorum ; that he fills the chair at a Quarter-Session 
with great Abilities, and three Months ago gain’d universal Applause by explain¬ 
ing a Passage in the Game-Act. 

The next is Addison’s account of Sir Roger’s visit to the Abbey, with a 
vivid London prelude, which together make what is perhaps the most 
famous single essay in English literature : 


As we went up the body of the church, the knight pointed at the trophies 
upon one of the monuments, and cried out: “ A brave man, I warrant him ! ” 
Passing afterwards by Sir Cloudesley Shovel, he flung his head that way and 
cried ; “ Sir Cloudesley Shovel ! A very gallant man ! ” As we stood before 
Busby’s tomb, the knight uttered himself again after die same manner ; “ Dr. 
Busby ! a great man ! he whipped my grandfadier; a very great man ! I 
should have gone to him myself, if 1 had not been a blockhead; a very great 
man ! ” 

We were immediately conducted into die httle cliapel on the tight hand. 
Sir Roger, planting himself at our historian’s elbow, was very attentive to every¬ 
thing he said, particularly to the account he gave us of the lord who had cut off 
die king of Morocco’s head. Among several other figures he was very well pleased 
to see the statesman Cecil upon his knees ; and concluding them all to be great 
men, was conducted to the figure which represents that martyr to ^ood house¬ 
wifery who died by the prick of a needle. Upon our interpreter s telling us 
that she was a maid of honour to Queen Elizabeth, die knight was very inquisi¬ 
tive into the name and family ; and after having regarded her finger for some 
time, “I wonder,” says he, "^that Sir Richard Baker has said nothing of her in 
his Chronicle.” 

We were then conveyed to die two coronation chairs, where my old friend, 
after having heard that the stone undemeadi, the most ancient of them, which 
was brought from Scodand, was called Jacob’s pillar, sat himself down in the 
chair ; and looking hke the figure of an old Godiic king, asked our interpreter, 
what authority they had to say diat Jacob had ever been in Scodand. The 
fellow, instead of returning him an answer, told him “ that he hoped his honour 
would pay his forfeit.” 1 eould observe Sir Roger a httle ruffled upon being 
thus trepanned ; but our guide not insisting upon his demand, the Iwght soon 
recovered his good-humour, and whispered in my ear ” if Will Wimble were 
with us, and saw diose two chairs, it would go hard but he would get a tobacco- 
stopper out of one or t’other of them. _ 

Sir Roger, in the next place, laid his hand upon Edward Ill’s sword, and 
leaning upon the pommel of it, gave us die whole history of the Black Prince ; 
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concluding, that in Richard Baker’s opinion, Edward III was one of the greatest 
princes that ever sat upon the English throne. 

We were then shewn Edward the Confessor’s tomb ; upon which Sir Roger 
acquainted us, that “ he was the first man who touched for the evil ” ; and after¬ 
wards Hcniy IV’s; upon which he shook his head, and told us “ there was fine 
reading in the casualities of that reign.” 

Our conductor then pointed to that monument where there is a figure of one 
of our English kings without a head ; and upon giving us to know that the head, 
which was of beaten silver, had been stolen away several years since ; “ Some 
Whig, I’ll warrant,” says Sir Roger : “ you ought to lock up your kings better ; 
they will carry off the body too, if you do not take care.” 

The glorious names of Henry V and Queen Elizabeth gave the knight great 
opportunities of shining, and of doing justice to Sir Richard Baker, “ vmo,” 
as our knight observed witli some surprise, “ had a great many kings in him 
whose monuments he had not seen in the abbey.” 

For my own part, I could not but be pleased to see the knight shew such an 
honest passion for tlie glory of his country, and such a respectful gratitude to the 
memory of its princes. 

I must not omit, that the benevolence of my good old friend, which flows 
out towards every one he converses witli, made him very kind to our interpreter, 
whom he looked upon as an extraordinary man ; for which reason he shook 
him by die hand at parting, telling him diat he should be very glad to see him 
at liis lodgings in Norfolk Buildings, and talk over these matters with him more 
at leisure. 

Of the later years of Steele and Addison it is unnecessary to say much. 
The Spectator was followed by the Guardian, to which Steele was die prin¬ 
cipal contributor, Addison writing about fifty of its papers. Both essayists 
passed to a great extent from literature to politics, Addison again becoming 
Chief Secretary for Ireland and Steele entering Parliament. Unfortunately 
their fricndsliip did not survive in these changes, and the painful rupture 
which occurred between them in 1718 was not healed. Addison, indeed, 
died in die following year, after tliree years of unhappiness with Sarah, 
Countess of Warwick, with whom he had made a showy but most unsuit¬ 
able marriage. He died at Holland House, June 17, 1719, at the early age 
of forty-seven. He is said to have sent the message to the young Earl of 
Warwick, whose tutor he had been : “ Come and see in what peace a 
Christian can die.” His body was buried at midnight in Westminster 
Abbey. Few nobler tributes have been written than those in which his 
old mend Thomas Tickell described the scene of his burial in the Abbey : 

Can 1 forget the dismal night that gave 
My soul’s best part for ever to the grave ? 

How silent did ms old companions tread. 

By midnight lamps, the mansions of the dead. 

Through breathing statues, then unheeded things. 

Through rows of warriors, and through walks of kings ! 

306 



POPE, ADDISON, STBEIE, SWIFT 

What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire ; 

The pealing organ, and the passing choir; 

The duties by die lawn-robed prelate paid : 

And the last words, that dust to dust conveyed ! 

While speechless o’er thy closing grave we bend. 

Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend. 

Oh, gone for ever ! take this long adieu ; 

And sleep in peace next thy loved Montague. 

Steele survived his old friend ten years—^years saddened by the loss 
of his wife, his “ dear Prue,” to whom he wrote letters full of tender 
gallantry. He died far from London, at Carmarthen, September i, 1729. 


§3 

JONATHAN SWIFT 

The name of Jonathan Swift is one of the very greatest names in English 
literature, and the Tale of a Tub and Gulliver’s Travels tlie greatest satires 
in the English language. 

Swift, though called “ the great Irish patriot,” was Irish only in the sense 
of having been bom in Dublin of English parents. He was educated at 
Kilkenny, the best school in Ireland, where he had Congreve for a school¬ 
fellow, and at Trinity College, Dublin, where he was “ stopped of his 
degree for dullness and insufficiency,” obtaining it finally as an act of special 
grace. He became the amanuensis of his motlier’s relative, the rich and 
urbane Sir William Temple, and resided for a term of years as a dependent 
at Moor Park, where he saw Esther Johnson (Stella) grow up from a deli¬ 
cate child of eight into “ one of the most beautiful, graceful, and agreeable 
young women in London—^her hair was blacker than a raven, and every 
feature of her face in perfection.” At Temple’s death he was already famous 
as a writer, having written A Tale of a Tub and The Battle of the Books. 
He was eventually recognised as the greatest of pamplileteers, and as a 
reward he obtained the Deanery of St. Patrick’s in Dublin, a piece of 
preferment which he regarded as die stepping-stone to far better things. 
But with the death of Queen Anne the party he served was not so much 
ruined as annihilated ; and, retiring to Dublin, he threw in his lot with the 
Irish, the Drapier’s Letters being the most splendid proofs of his whole¬ 
hearted patriotism. We see him in his fighting prime as a tall powerful 
man with a large unemotional face, in which ^hed eyes of a wondrous 
azure that could look lightning. He died “ from the top,” as he foretold, 
being harassed all his life by a kbyrinthine vertigo, and falling into mental 

307 



THE OUTLINE OP LITERATURE 


decay he gradually lost his faculties. He left his fortune to found a lunatic 
asylum in Dublin : 

And showed by one satiric touch 

No nation needed it so much. 

He was not a comfortable companion, except to the high-placed per¬ 
sonages whom he courted with an obsequiousness occasionally touched 
with insolence—for it was the place, not the man, he cultivated. At best, 
among his equals or inferiors, he was exacting, masterful; at worst, he 
was a brutal bully. Faulkner, his Dublin publisher, years after the Dean’s 
death was dining with some friends, who chaffed him for his odd way of 
eating asparagus. They laughed at him when he confessed that the Dean 
had told him it was the right way. Whereupon Faulkner, with a touch of 
choler, exclaimed : “ I tell you what it is, gentlemen ; if you had ever 
dined with the Dean, you would have eaten your asparagus as he bade you.” 
He had in him not a trace of courtesy wliich springs from the heart, and 
must be defmed as formal kindliness. He loved to humiHate those who, 
for this reason or that, were debarred from hitting back or were afraid to 
do so. Dining at a certain house, where the part of the tablecloth next to 
him happened to have a small hole in it, he tore the hole as wide as he could, 
and ate his soup through it; his reason for sucli behaviour being, as he said, 
to mortify the lady of the house and teach her to pay a proper attention 
to housewifery. 

A loathly man—^yet lovable, and beloved by one of the most deUghtful 
women in all Uterary history—the Stella who moves Thackeray to a sudden 
rapture : “ Fair and tender creature ! Pure and affectionate heart. . . . 
Gentle lady ! So lonely, so lovely, so unliappy . . . you are one of the 
saints of English story.” Whether or not he married this lady will never 
be known ; probably he did not, as his ruthless rejection of Vanessa, who 
wished to compel a marriage, proves that he was not a marrying man. 
There is some mystery and misery in Swift’s life which we shall never 
succeed in elucidating. This is why he reminds one of the most piteous 
and perplexing personahties in the history of EngUsh hterature. Flis bodily 
sufferings which ended in five terrible years of madness had doubtless some¬ 
thing to do with the character of his literary works. 

His hatred of mankind seems sincere enough ; a burning indignation, 
more vehement than Juvenal’s, consumes his vitals as he rages at the little¬ 
nesses, the treachery, and mean injustice of his fellow-animals. And, to 
add insult to injury, he thrusts at mankind’s armour of hypocrisy and self¬ 
esteem. In the terrible pages of Gulliver’s Travels he has packed all his 
venom, all his rage and woe. And what a strange vengeance posterity has 
taken on the most vindictive of satirists. His gospel of hatred has become 
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a book for the young and innocent, and has been eagerly read by generations 
of children. “ After all it is a kind place, this planet,” observes Mr. Birrell, 
commenting on this signal act of poetic justice ; “ the best use we have for 
our cynics is to let them amuse the junior portion of our population.” 

The problem of Swift’s relations with Stella is one of the most fascinat¬ 
ing in the history of literature. The portions of his letters to her, which 
impart news or views or both, arc written in a delightful gossiping style. 
Sometimes he makes little rhymes that have the air of being proverbs, 
such as ; 

Be you lords or be you earls. 

You must write to naughty girls. 

Swift’s letters seem to show that love for a charming child iiad grown 
into tlie tender adoration of a beautiful, wise, and witty woman. This at 
least is certain—^he loved her tenderly and truly, she was liis one earthly 
joy. And the very fact tliat we can never understand the nature of their 
intimacy is on the whole a tiling to be glad of—for it shows that Swift 
had the moon’s mysteriousness in that he had one face for tlie world and 
another, not to be seen save by her, for tlie woman he loved. 

It is not so easy to avoid condemnation of the man in examining his 
affair with Vanessa (Esther Vanhomrigh), who fell passionately in love 
with him. He tells the first part of the story himself in a charming poem 
entitled “ Cadenus and Vanessa,” which was not written for publication. 
This poem ends with the heroine’s promise to teach her world-wca^ 
and elderly counsellor the art of love, and there is the shadow of a promise 
in the final couplet: 

But what success Vanessa met 
Is to the world a secret yet. 

In the end he had to choose between Stella and Vanessa, and his dismissal 
of the latter, though all the circumstances ate not clear, strikes us as brutally 
abrupt. 

He was a poet of power (despite Dryden’s prophecy of failure), managing 
his octosyllabic line with the dexterity of a player at quarter-staff. But he 
is one of the very first masters of that English prose which is pithy rather 
than pittoresque and, based on a straightforward simpUcity, lends at times 
to words and phrases the mass and momentum of things and actions. In 
style his prose is beyond criticism ; in its matter it is the man in himself 
with all his odious faults, all the splendour of his genius, all his flashes of 
loving-kindness. George Saintsbury says: “ If intellectual genius and 
literary art be taken together, no prose-writer, who is a prose-writer mainly, 
is Swift’s superior, and a man might be hard put to it to say who among 
such writers in the plainer English can be pronounced his equal.” 
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A brief discussion of his verse may fittingly begin with a quotation 
from his lines “ On the Death of Dr. Swift,” neatly defined by Edmund 
Gosse as a maxim of La Rochefoucauld expanded in five hundred lines, 
full of the bitter-sweet irony of the writer in his milder moods: 

My female friends, whose tender hearts 
Have better leatn’d to act their parts. 

Receive the news in doleful dumps : 

” The Dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps ?) 

Then, Lord have mercy on his soul ! 

(Ladies, I’ll venture for the vole.) 

Six Deans, they say, must bear the pall: 

(I wish I knew what king to call.) 

Madam, your husband will attend 
The funeral of so good a friend ? 

No, madam, ’tis a shocking sight: 

And he’s engaged to-morrow night: 

My Lady Chib will take it ill. 

If he should fail her at quadrille. 

He loved the Dean—(I lead a heart) 

But dearest friends, they say, must part. 

His time was come : he ran his race ; 

We hope he’s in a better place.” 

He could make a phrase with a thorn to it, and define a character in a 
line (as when he defines a fop as “ stock’d with the latest gibberish of the 
town ”), but his verse lacks the memorablencss of Dryden’s and Pope’s. 
His poetry is not often quoted, and his very Hudibrastic lines upon petty 
critics arc probably the most familiar : 

The vermin only tease and pinch 
Their foes superior by an inch ; 

So, naturalists observe a flea 
Has smaller fleas that on him prey. 

And these have smaller still to bite ’em. 

And so proceed ad infinitum. 

Swift, however, would be forgotten to-day except by professors and 
professional critics, but for his prose satires. From the literary point of 
view his Tale of a Tub is the best of all; at the dismal ending of his life 
Swift is said to have exclaimed : “ Good God, what a genius I was when 
I wrote that book ! ” The title originated in the rumoured custom of 
throwing a tub to whales to play with to prevent them jostling a ship. 
After a whimsical dedication to “ Prince Posterity,” we have a dissertation 
on oratorical machines, and another on the humours of Grub Street—after 
which the serious matter begins, and we are introduced to the father who 
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dies and leaves legacies to his three sons, Peter (Church of Rome), Martin 
(Church of Engtod), and Jack (Dissent). 

His lesser works all show the satirical sparkle—sometimes bursting 
into a scorching dame of furious indignation—which was a new tiling in 
English prose. It is as though he had continued die verse epigrams of 
Dryden, say with the latter’s fluent easy prose in an absolutely novel form 
of composition. 

But his fame in these latter days rests on Gullivers Travels, which is a con¬ 
tinuation of the Utopian idea with diat of imaginary journeys burlesquing 
the old travellers’ tales. Manifestly the book, even in its bowdlerised form, 
is a satire, and a rudiless one at that. Swift is not content, however, 
with making a fable or allegory ; he develops the phases of Gulliver’s 
story with the skill of H. G. Wells, say, as shown in liis scientific fantasies, 
and uses every artifice— e.g. die details of Gulliver’s career, the maps, and 
so forth—to create an illusion of reality in the reader’s mind. That is why 
children, though they cannot grasp the satirical intention, read Gullivers 
Travels with delight as a story of wonderful, yet credible events and experi¬ 
ences. Each section of the book displays the pettiness of mankiiul from a 
different angle. 

In the “ Voyage to Lilliput ” we are shown ourselves as pigmies through 
the wrong end of a telescope, as it were. Our affairs, reduced to a minia¬ 
ture, seem diminutive and ridiculous—as a very small man docs in the eyes 
of men of average dimensions. As Hazlitt points out, Gulliver’s carrying 
off of the whole fleet of Blefuscu is “ a mortifying stroke, aimed at nations 
glory ”—for the pomp and circumstance of naval warfare are reduced to 
toyshop scale and so made mirth-provoking. 

Lying down behind a hillock, I took out my small perspective glass, and 
viewed the enemy’s fleet at anchor, consisting of about fifty men-of-war, and a 
great number of transports : 1 then came back to my house, and gave order 
(for which I had a warrant) for a great quantity of the strongest cable and bars of 
iron. The cable was about as thick as packthread, and the bars of the length and 
size of a knitting needle. I trebled the cable to make it stronger, and, for the same 
reason, 1 twisted three of the iron bars together, binding the extremities into a 
hook. Having thus fixed fifty hooks to as many cables, I went back to the north¬ 
east coast, ana putting off my coat, shoes, and stockings, walked into the sea. . . . 

The enemy was so frightened when they saw me, that they leaped out of their 
ships, and swam to shore, where tliere could not be fewer than thirty thousand 
souls. I tlien took my tackling, and, fastening a hook to the hole at the prow of 
each, I tied all the cords together at the end. While I was thus employed, the 
enemy discharged several thousand arrows, many of which stuck in my hands 
and face, and, besides the excessive smart, gave me much disturbance in my work. 
... I went on boldly in spite of the enemy’s arrows, many of wliich struck 
against the glasses of my spectacles, but without any other effect, farther than a 
little to discompose them. I had now fastened all the hooks, and, taking the 
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knot in my hand, began to pull, but not a ship would stir, for they were all too 
fast held by their anchors, so that the boldest part of my enterprise remained. 
I therefore let go the cord, and leaving the hooks fixed to the ships, I resolutely 
cut with my knife the cables tliat fastened the anchors, receiving above two 
hundred shots in my face and hands ; then I took up the knotted end of the 
cables to which my hooks were tied, and with great ease drew fifty of the enemy’s 
largest men-of-war after me. 

In Brobdingnag we look through the other end of the telescope. Gulliver 
is among giants who show a gigantic magnanimity, which contrasts with 
the pettiness of human beings. 

It is almost impossible to open Swift’s writings at any page without 
lighting upon some passage which has become a household word. Such, 
for instance, as the following : 

^■^d he gave it for his opinion, that whoever could make two ears of com, 
or two blades of grass, to grow upon a spot of ground where only one grew 
before, would deserve better of mankind, and do more essential service to his 
country, than the whole race of politicians put together. 

He had been eight years upon a project for extracting sunbeams out of 
cucumbers, which were to be put in phials hermetically sealed, and let out to 
warm the air in raw inclement summers. 

The reason why so few marriages are happy is because young ladies spend 
their time in making nets, not in m^ng cages. 

Swift is both a glory and a disgrace of world-literature. In his books, 
in his life, he expresses to the mind’s eye the lowest deeps and the loftiest 
heights of which the mutable spirit of man is capable. In him Reason, 
as me eighteenth century understood it, committed suicide. 
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THE RISE OF THE NOVEL 

§i 

DEFOB 

D aniel DEFOE, the virtual founder of the British novel, was born 
in Fore Street in the City of London in 1659. His father was a 
butcher, and when he was a boy John Milton was one of his neigh¬ 
bours. The elder Defoe was a pious Dissenter and his enterprise was to 
make his son a preacher. Daniel was well educated, and after he had deter¬ 
mined not to be a minister he set up for himself in business as an exporter 
of stockings in Freeman’s Yard, Cornhill. It is impossible here to sum¬ 
marise all the incidents of a crowded life, all the ups and downs of an 
infinitely varied and generally troubled career. Defoe was writing almost 
to the day of his death, and he died a broken old man in lodgings off Moor- 
fields in 1730. He was buried in the same graveyard as Bunyau and Isaac 
Watts tlie hymn-writer. 

The world remembers Defoe with gratitude as the author of Robinson 
Crusoe, and has forgotten most of the rest of his voluminous writing. He 
was, indeed, the author of two hundred and fifty books ! He wrote other 
novels besides Robinson Crusoe, of which the most interesting to-day are 
Captain Jack, Moll Flanders, and Roxana. They abound in intimate descrip¬ 
tions of London’s common hfe in that period. He wrote history and bio¬ 
graphy, books of travel and poems, treatises on the complete gentleman 
and the complete tradesman, manuals of conduct for parents and lovers, 
political pamphlets and satires. At one time in his life he wrote a news¬ 
paper with his own hand three times a week. He earned a great deal of 
money and lost it, and most of his life was spent in a very sea of trouble. 

Defoe was a man of amazing energy and originaUty. He was a Whig, 
honestly interested in supporting the Union of Scotland, in preserving the 
Protestant succession to the throne, and in die repeal of the laws that 
penalised Dissenters. He was certainly not over-scrupulous. At one time 
he secured an engagement on the staff of Tory papers in order to take out 
die sdng of attacks on the Whigs. But he did not live in a scrupulous age. 
Perhaps the most ironic incident in a career composed of irony was his 
writing of a burlesque attack on the Hanoverian succession, which was 
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read seriously by dull people and landed its author in prison. It is inter¬ 
esting to recall that so fertile was Defoe’s niind that among many modem 
enterprises foreshadowed in his works are a government register for sailors, 
agriciJtural credit banks, and national poor relief. 


§2 

Defoe was nearly sixty when Robinson Crusoe was published. The idea 
was of course taken from the story of the four solitary months that Alex¬ 
ander Selkirk spent on the island of Juan Fernandez in 1704. The character 
of Crusoe was to some extent die character of his creator—hi his industry, 
his refusal to be beaten, his courage, and his faith in God. Robinson Crusoe 
is a novel of “ human contrivance and homely wisdom.” There is no 
humour in it, no pathos, and no mystery. It is a simple story written for 
simple people by a great ni.istcr of narrative and descripdon, and the book 
has an addition^ interest for the workaday world because of its author’s 
Kiplingesque knowledge of the teclinicalities of half a dozen trades. Incred¬ 
ible as it may seem, Defoe had great difficulty in finding a pubUsher. He 
showed Robinson Crusoe to the booksellers of Lombard Street, the Strand, 
Westminster, and Litde Britain in vain. But WUliani Taylor, of the Ship, 
in Paternoster Row, who was young enough to be Defoe’s son, saw his 
chance and seized it. Between April, when it appeared, and August, four 
editions were called for, and even a hostile critic had to admit that it was 
“ famed from Tuttle Street to Limehousc Hole,” and that ” every old 
woman leaves it as a legacy with Pilgrim’s Progress, The Practice of Piety, 
and Cod’s Revenge Against Murther, to her posterity.” The charm of the 
story really Ues not in adventure, but in its picture of a man forced to hve 
the simple life, to build, to bake, to contrive, and to preserve his cheerful¬ 
ness and piety. Dickens remarked tliat in all its pages there b nothing to 
make a man laugh or cry ; and this is about true. Yet Robinson Crusoe 
stands alone ; it has been translated into countless languages, and has been 
read even by Arabs in the desert. 

The importance of Robinson Crusoe in Uterary history is that it is fiction 
dehberately intended to pass as fact. Charles Lamb said of Defoe’s stories: 
“ It is impossible to believe, while you are reading them, that a real person 
is not narrating to you everywhere nothing but what really happened to 
himself.” And Lamb adds diat Defoe’s success was largely due to “ the 
extreme homeliness of his style.” He was a reahst to the extent of making 
his characters speak as such people speak in real life, and, as most of his 
characters belong to the class of the unlettered, we have in Defoe, as botli 
Coleridge and Lamb have pouited out, “infinite repetition and an 
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over-acted exactness ” which merely add to the realism. Defoe’s greatest 
triumph in “ inventing truth ” is his Journal of the Plague Year, absolutely 
fiction, accepted as fact when it was published, and since often quoted by 
trustful historians as a record of actual events. Defoe had been only five 
years old in the year of the Plague. 

Robinson Crusoe may be properly regarded as an early attempt at realistic 
fiction, and in his Memoirs of a Cavalier Defoe invented the form of the 
historical novel, in which real and imaginary persons are both introduced, 
the method of Walter Scott and Alexandre Dumas. In all, Defoe wrote 
six novek, three of them picaresque stories of crime—in each case with 
well-emphasised morals, the tediousness of which docs not take away 
from the interest in the stories as vivid pictures of English life in the reign 
of Queen Anne. 


§3 

SAMUEL RICHARDSON 

Despite the success of the French novelists of the early eighteenth 
century, and we may mention Le Sage, the author of Gil Bias, and the Abbd 
Provost, author of Manon Lescaut ; despite Defoe and the earUer English 
experiments in fiction, the English novel, as we know it, was not created 
until Samuel Richardson’s Pamela, or Virtue Rewarded, was published in 
1740. Novel-reading has often been denounced by moralists, and it is, 
therefore, interesting to note that Pamela, “ in every strict sense the earliest 
English novel,” was written to inculcate morality and to protect the 
inexperienced. Richardson was a moralist above all other things. John¬ 
son said that he taught “ the passions to move at the command of virtue.” 

Samuel Richardson was bom in Derbyshire in 1689. Very litde is 
known about his boyhood, though he has told us that when he was 
eleven he took on himself to write an admonitory letter, full of Scriptural 
texts, to a backbiting widow of fifty, and that when he was thirteen he 
wrote love-letters for a number of young women who were acquaintances 
of his family. When he was seventeen he was apprenticed to a printer 
in Aldersgate Street, and in 1719 he began business for himself in a court 
off Fleet Street. Two years later he completed his resemblance to Hogarth’s 
industrious apprentice by marrying his old master’s daughter. Richardson 
was fifty years old when he first began to write Pamela. The heroine, a 
simple, innocent country girl, led astray by her dissolute master, conquers 
in the end, and is rewarded by becoming hk wife. Pamela was followed by 
Clarissa, or the Adventures of a Young Lady, in 1748, and by the History of 
Sir Charles Grandison in 1753 and 1754. Richardson was an eighteenth- 
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century middle-class cockney, sharing all the prejudices and limitations of 
his class. To quote Leslie Stephen ; “ He looked upon freethinkers with 
such horror that he will not allow even liis worst villains to be religious 
sceptics ; he shares the profound reverence of the shopkeepen for the 
upper classes who are his customers, and he rewards virtue with a coach 
and six. And yet this mild htde man, with the very narrowest intellectual 
hmitations, writes a book wliich makes a mark not only in England but 
in Europe, and is imitated by Rousseau in die book which set more than 
one generation weeping ; Clarissa, moreover, was accepted as the master¬ 
piece of its kind, and she moved not only Enghshmen but Germans and 
Frenchmen to sympathetic tears.” 

Richardson told his stories by means of letters, and in this way he was 
able to reveal much more of die minds of his cliaracters dian can be revealed 
by die autobiographical method of Robinson Crusoe. 

Judged from the modern point of view, Richardson is a tiresome 
mawkish sentimentalist. Leslie Stephen complains that he rubs die noses 
of his readers in the agony of his heroines, “ squeezing the last drop of bitter¬ 
ness out of every incident.” But it must be remembered diat Richardson 
wrote for his own time and particularly for die women of his own time, 
and apart from their importance in htcrary history, Richardson’s novels 
played a considerable part in the development of the democratic idea. It 
was a novel idea in the eighteenth century that a servant girl simply became 
a heroine of romance. From every point of view Clarissa is Richardson’s 
most important novel. Austin Dobson has admirably summarised its 
plot: 

Entangled hcncefortli in an inextricable network of lies, intrigue and decep¬ 
tion, the poor girl, alienated from her friends, and unsuspecting in her own 
goodness and purity, is decoyed into the company of some of the most worthless 
of her sex and finally betrayed wliilc under the influence of opiates. After 
various experiences in a spuuging-housc, and different hiding-places, she finally 
settles down, broken-hearted, to die. Her relations reject her ; and though Love¬ 
lace, in his intermittent moments of remorse, is willing to marry her, her pride 
and inherent nobihty of character, make such a solution out of die question. 
Serene in the consciousness of her innocence, “ unviolatcd (as she says) in her 
will,” but mortally wounded, Clarissa gradually fades away, and finally dies, 
leaving her suddenly awakened relatives distracted by remorse for her fate, 
while Lovelace, who has riclily deserved the gallows, is compassionately killed 
in a duel by her cousin and guardian. Colonel William Morden. 

Both Pamela and Clarissa were translated into French by the Abbe Provost, 
and Richardson’s novels had an enormous contemporary vogue on the Con¬ 
tinent. Diderot, the great eighteenth-century French philosopher, considered 
him the equal of Moses, Homer, Euripides, and Sophocles. He was warmly 

317 



THE OUTLINE OF LITERATURE 


admired by Mme de Stacl and by Rousseau, whose La Noufelle Hiloise 
was modelled on Clarissa ; and years afterwards Alfred de Musset, the French 
poet, declared tliat Clarissa was the greatest novel in the world. There 
is an amusing story of Madame de Stacl, a super-sentimentalist, journeying 
all the way from Paris to London to weep on Richardson’s tomb. She 
stopped at the Golden Cross Hotel and was foimd, the next morning, 
weeping bitter tears in St. Bride’s churchyard in Fleet Street on the tomb of 
the wrong Richardson, a worthy but uniiterary butcher. 


§4 

HENRY FIELDING 

If Richardson invented the English novel, Henry Fielding, tlie Hogarth 
of literature, gave it, for the first time, absolute Hterary distinction. When 
he began to write, Fielding had already acquired a comprehensive know¬ 
ledge of the life of his time. He had come into persond contact with all 
sorts and conditions of men. Fielding was not only a great writer, he was, 
in all essentials, a typical Englishman, as Leslie Stephen has written, “ the 
big, full-blooded, vigorous mass of roast beef who will stand no nonsense, 
and whose contempt for tlie fanciful and arbitrary tends towards the 
coarse and materialistic.” 

Henry Fielding was bom in 1707 near Glastonbury in Somerset. He 
was educated at Eton atid came to London in 1727, among other things, 
for the first time making the acquaintance of his famous second cousin 
Lady Mary Wortlcy Montagu. For some years Fielding gained a more 
or less precarious livcliliood by writing plays. His mother was dead, his 
father had married again, liis allowance from home was small and inter¬ 
mittent, and, as he himself said, he had to choose between being a hackney 
coachman or a hackney writer. He married in 1734, but this did not much 
modify his Bohemian life. He was called to the Bar when he was thirty- 
three and joined the Western Circuit. His first novel, Joseph Andrews, was 
published in 1742, for which he received from his pubhsher the sum of 
^83, IIS. It was intended as a burlesque of Richardson’s Pamela, and 
Fielding set out to ridicule Richardson by transferring Pamela’s embarrass¬ 
ment to her brother. The story is remarkable for the famous character of 
Parson Adams, the lovable country curate, as distinguished for his poverty 
as his learning ; his ignorance of the world, his zeal and virtuous simplicity, 
his absence of mind, his oddities and little predicaments, excite the mirth 
and win the love and esteem of every reader of Joseph Andrews. Goldsmith 
copied the character of Panon Adams when he wrote The Vicar of Wakefield. 
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In 1743 he published the History of the Late Mr. Jonathan Wild the Great. 
an ironic biography of the notorious tliief-taker, illustrating, as Austin 
Dobson neatly says, “ the general proposition that greatness witliout good¬ 
ness is no better than badness.” Tom Jones, or the History of a Pouttdling, 
was published in 1749, Fielding being paid ^^700 by his publisher. Amelia 
was published in 17JI, the author receiving ^1000. In 1748 Fielding was 
appointed a Justice of the Peace for Middlesex and Wcstniuister, an office 
which gave hini ;{j300 a year and a house in Bow Street. Despite constant 
ill-health he was assiduous in his legal duties, writing valuable pamphlets 
and striving hard to deal with die insistent roguery of eighteendi-century 
London, so vividly portrayed in liis own Jonathan Wild and in liis friend 
Hogarth’s drawings. In 1754 he became so desperately ill diat he resigned 
his office and left London for Lisbon, suffering horrible discomforts on 
the journey. The story of the voyage is told in the pamplilet Journal of a 
Voyage to Lisbon, published after its author’s death. Fielding reached Lisbon 
in August 1754. He died there two months later, and was buried in the 
Enghsh cemetery. 

Richardson wrote for women. Fielding wrote for men. Richardson 
was a supcr-sentimcntahst. Fielding was a realist. The two writers were 
antipathetic. In his famous eulogy of Fielding’s “ atliletic and boisterous 
genius,” Thackeray says: “ He couldn’t do otlicrwisc tlian laugh at the 
puny, cockney bookseller, pouring out endless volumes of sentimental 
twaddle, and hold him up to scorn as a mollcoddle and a milksop. His 
genius had been nursed on sack-posset, and not on dishes of tea. His muse 
had sung the loudest in tavern choruses, had seen the daylight streaming 
in over thousands of emptied bowls, and reeled home to chambers on the 
shoulders of the watchman. Ricliardson’s goddess was attended by old 
maids and dowagers, and fed on muffins and bohea.” 

Critical opinion has acclaimed Fielding’s genias. HazUtt said : “ As a 
painter of real life he was equal to Hogarth ; as a mere observer of human 
nature, he was Uttle inferior to Shakespeare.” Gibbon, the great historian, a 
man not given to fulsome eulogy, declared ; “ The successors of Charles V 
may disdain their brethren of England: but die romance of Tom Jones, 
that exquisite picture of human manners, will oudive the palace of the 
Escurial and the Imperial Eagle of Austria.” It has. The Escurial was 
pardy destroyed by fire in 1872. The imperial Eagle of Austria was cast 
into the dust in 1918. And the world still reads Tom Jones. Gibbon was 
a true prophet, and as Thackeray said : “ To have your name mentioned 
by Gibbon is like having it written on the dome of St. Peter’s. Pilgrims 
fi:om all the world admire and behold it.” 

Tom Jones is -without question Fielding’s masterpiece, and it remains one 
of the half-dozen greatest novek in die English language. It does not 
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contain so lovable a creation as Parson Adams in Joseph Andrews, but it 
bristles witli clearly defined characters as human and as good to know as 
the characters created by Dickens himself. Allworthy, that compound of 
coldness and excellence ; the yoimger Blifil, the hypocrite ; Squire Western, 
the boisterous, brutal, jovial Jacobite country gentleman of the Georgian 
era ; Parson Thwackum, the bigot; the immortal Partridge, of ignorance 
and vanity complete; Lady Bellaston, the fasliionable sensualist, who, as 
Austin Dobson has suggested, might well have been drawn by Balzac; 
Sophia Western herself “ the first unsentimentalised flesh and blood 
heroine.” The hero, Tom Jones, is a rake, fond of drink and play, scorn¬ 
fully described by Lady Mary Wordey Montagu as “ a sorry scoundrel.” 
But Tom Jones was brave, generous, and courteous, in his vices the child 
of his time, and, despite his vices, very much a man. 

A great writer, a great wit, a man of unconquerable spirit was “ manly, 
English, Harry Fielding.” 


§5 

LAURENCE STERNE 

Laurence Sterne, the author of Tristram Shandy, was born in Ireland in 
November 1713. His father was an ensign in a foot regiment wliich had 
served in Flanders and which was disbanded the day after Laurence was 
bom. For a year Laurence with lus father and inodier stayed with his 
grandmother in Yorkshire, and then, for nine years, the family led the 
uncomfortable wandering life of an eighteenth-century soldier, never 
staying for more than a few months in one place. Steme retained a con¬ 
siderable aifecdon for his father, who was to some extent the model of 
“ My Uncle Toby.” 

When he was eighteen he went, with the help of his reladves, to Jesus 
College, Cambridge. He took Holy Orders, and in 1738 obtained, through 
the influence of an uncle, the living of Sutton-in-the-Forest, near York. 
He married in 1741 and was presented to the neighbouring Uving of Stil- 
lington, doing duty at both places and also becoming a prebendary of York 
Cathedral. The first two volumes of Tristram Shandy were published at 
York in 1759, and diey at once made Sterne famous. Other volumes 
appeared in 1761, 1762, and 1765. He was honised by Loudon society, 
and incidentally presented widi the perpetual euracy of Coxwold. 

Edmund Gosse has described Tristram Shandy as an example “ of the 
kind of loosely strung reflective fiction wliich is hardly a narrative at afl.” 
In the strict sense of the word, Tristram Shandy is perlwps no more a novel 
than The Sentimental Journey. It is, however, the work of one of the great 
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English humorists, and it contains in Uncle Toby at least a character with 
a tight of place among the immortals. Tristram ShatttlY purposes to be the 
life of Tristram Shandy, but it is nothing of the sort. At the beginning of 
the book, the real hero is Shandy senior, who personifies theory run mad, 
and incidentally, in this fint part, there is a vivid sketch, none too compli- 
menury, of Yorick, the incumbent of die parish, who is Sterne himself. 
As the book proceeds, “ My Uncle Toby,” die old half-pay soldier, is its 
hero. Hazhtt has declared that “ My Uncle Toby ” is ‘ the most un¬ 
offending of God’s creatures ” and “ one of the finest compliments ever 
paid to human nature.” Walter Sichel has summarised “ My Uncle 
Toby ” as : “A man human in every vein, simple, serious, an amusing 
grown-up child whose long experience of war taught him to love man¬ 
kind more than glory or pleasure, and to find in die soldier’s temper the 
greatest surety for peace ; loyal, brave, modest, affectionate, reverent, 
who ‘ never spoke of the being and attributes of God but widi hesitation ’; 
considerate for all, eager to protect the lives and fortunes of the feuf from 
the plunderings of the many.” 

Carlyle compares Sterne to Cervantes. Other writers have found 
resembmee between him and Rabelais. But wliile Rabelais guffawed, 
Sterne sniggered. The coarseness and indecency of his writing cannot be 
accounted for by the fact that lie lived in a coarser age. It was somediing 
inherent in the man, sick in health and mean in mind, who, despite his gift 
of humour, was barred from real greatness by the qualities of his soul. 
He moved Thackeray to somediing like disgust. “ There is not,” wrote 
the author of Vanity Fair, " a page in Sterne’s writing but has something 
that were better away, a latent corruption—a hint, as of an impure presence. 

. . . The foul Satyr’s eyes leer out of the leaves constantly.’ And Cole¬ 
ridge declared that Sterne should be censured for “ using die best disposi¬ 
tions of our nature as the panders and condiments for the basest.” All this 
is true—but “ My Uncle Toby ” remains ! 

In 1765 Sterne made a long tour through Italy and France, the result of 
which was his famous Sentimental Journey. Three days after the pubheation 
of this book in 1768, Sterne died in his lodgings in Old Bond Street. 

On a March afternoon in 1768 a party sat at dinner in John Crawford’s 
rooms in Clifford Street. The Dukes of Roxburghe and Grafton were 
there, and Garrick and Hume. They all knew that in Bond Street, a stone’s- 
throw away, Laurence Sterne was lying ill, and by general consent a foot¬ 
man was sent to inquire how he did. That footman was the only person 
who saw the author of Tristram Shandy die. Sent upstairs by the landlady, 
he found the great author in extremis. Afterwards he wrote some curious 
memoirs, in which the scene is described : “ I went into the room and he 
was just a-dying. I waited ten minutes, and in five he said, ‘ Now it is 
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come ! ’ He put up his hands as if to stop a blow, and died in a minute.” 
Where this happened Agnew’s Art Gallery now stands. 

In addition to Tristram Shandy and The Sentimental Journey, Sterne 
published several volumes of sermons, which, according to modem divines, 
have many outstanding merits. The collection of his letters was published 
some seven years after his death. 


§6 

TOBIAS SMOUETT 

Tobias Smollett was bom in Dunbartonshire in 1721. He qualified as a 
doctor at Glasgow University and was apprenticed to a surgeon in that city. 
At the age of eighteen he made the journey south which every ambitious 
Scotch youth has made for generations, a journey which he afterwards 
described in the early chapters of his Roderick Random. In 1741 he obtained 
a position as surgeon’s mate on H.M.S. Cumberland. He served in the Navy 
until 1744, and then, having married the daughter of a Jamaica planter, 
he set up as a surgeon in Downing Street, failing, however, to make much 
of a living either as a doctor or as a playwright. The Adventures of Roderick 
Random was published in 1748, The Adventures of Peregrine Pickle in 1749, 
The Adventures of Ferdinand Count Fathom in 1753, The Adventures of Launcelot 
Greaves in 1762, and The Expedition of Humphrey Clinker in 1771. In addi¬ 
tion to these novels, Smollett wrote plays, travel books, poetry, medical 
pamphlets, and a history of England. 

The fmest of Smollett’s few poems is “ The Tears of Scotland.” It was 
written after the Battle of Culloden, which set all London “ mafficking.” 
The first and last of its seven stanzas arc these : 

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banished peace, thy laurels tom 
Thy sons, for valour long renowned. 

Lie slaughtered on their native ground. 

Thy hospitable roofs no more 
Invite the stranger to die door ; 

In smoky ruins sunk they lie. 

The monuments of cruelty. 

While die warm blood bedews my veins. 

And unimpaired remembrance reigns. 

Resentment of my country’s fate 
Within my filial breast shw beat; 
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And, spite of her insulting foe, 

My sympatliizing verse snail flow : 

“ Mount, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banished peace, thy laurels torn.” 

Le Sage was Smollett’s master, and in Roderick Random we have the 
same series of adventures more or less loosely linked together as we find in 
Cil Bias, the adventures being largely the autlior’s own, the result being 
“ a vigorous and swinging tale of adventure.” 

Peregrine Pickle has many resemblances to Roderick Random, and is even 
more autobiographical. One characteristic of Peregrine Pickle is tliat, for 
money down, Smollett put into his book the account of two living people 
who had notliing to do with the story, tlius, as Mr. Haiuiay says, com¬ 
bining journalism witli novel-writing. 

Sir Walter Scott considered that Humphrey Clinker is the “ most pleas¬ 
ing of Smollett’s novels ” ; and all the world agrees witli liim. Thackeray 
says : “ Humphrey Clinker is, 1 do tliink, the most laughable story that 
has ever been written since the goodly art of novel-writing began.” 

“ In Humphrey Clinker,” says George Saintsbury, “ we have the very 
best of all his works. It is written in the letter form, tlic scenes and humours 
of many places in England and Scotland arc rendered with admirable 
picturesqucncss, while the book has seldom been excelled for humorous 
character of the broad and farcical kind. Mattliew Bramble, tlie testy 
hypochondriac squire who is at heart one of the best of men, and in head 
not one of the foolishest; his sour-visaged and greedy sister Tabitha ; her 
maid Winifred Jenkins, who has learnt the art of grotesque missjielling 
from Swift’s Mrs. Harris, and has improved upon the teaching ; tlic 
Scotch soldier of fortune, Lismahago—these arc among the capital figures 
of English fiction.” 

Like Fielding, Smollett died and w.is buried in a foreign country—in 
Leghorn, in 1771. 


!^7 

MRS. RADCUFFE AND MISS EDGEWORTH 

Mrs. Radcliffe, the autlior of The Mysteries of Udolpho and otlier stories, 
was an ingenious writer, much admired by Scott, a good story-teller, 
unhampered by a sense of humour, whose style has been faithfully copied 
in the modem novelette. She dealt in the night side of life, in the mystery 
of desolate valleys and tapestried corridors, and in the art of making a 
reader’s blood run cold. As Sir Walter Scott, who respected her genius, 
said, her appeal was to “ tlic passion of fear, whether excited by natural 
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dangers or by the suggestions of superstition. ... To break off the narra¬ 
tive when it seemed just on the point of becoming most interesting—to 
extinguish a lamp just when a parchment containing some hideous secret 
ought to be read—to exhibit shadowy forms and half-heard sounds of woe 
—^are resources which Mrs. Radcliffe employed with more effect than any 
other writer of romance.” A contemporary wrote of her after her time : 

O Radcliffe ! thou once wert the charmer 
Of girls who sat reading all night! 

Thy heroes were striplings in armour. 

Thy heroines damsels in white. 

Such a girl was Jane Austen’s first heroine, Catherine Morland, through 
whom (in Northanger Abbey) she pokes fun at the Radcliffe tradition. 

In the year 1800 Maria Edgeworth pubHshed Castle Rackrent. Miss 
Edgeworth was essentially a moralist. She called her stories “ Moral Talcs,” 
and she was interested in tlic homely rather than in the heroic virtues. 
She was an Irishwoman, and when Scott wrote Waverley he professed that 
his ambition was “ in some degree to emulate the admirable Irish portraits 
of Miss Edgeworth.” Contemporary with Miss Edgeworth was the 
Scottish Susan Ferricr, whom Scott called his “ sister shadow,” a noveUst 
with a somewhat bitter wit more like Jane Austen than the “ moral ” 
Maria Edgeworth. 


§8 

JANE AUSTEN 

Witli Jane Austen, this survey of tlie beginning of modem fiction m.iy 
fitly end. 

How did Jane Austen excel ? The answer is prompt. She was a rcahst. 
And as a realist, within her own delicately drawn pen-and-ink circle, she 
was perfect—a word often applied too carelessly, but here most miracu¬ 
lously justified. She was the chronicler of that most breathless and fascinat¬ 
ing fairy-tale in the world, the fairy-tale of her own daily life. Jane Austen 
set down, for our infinite cosy content, the enthralling details of ourselves 
and our neighbours—for in essentials a century is lightly spanned—^walking 
and driving and conversing; eating, too, with greater or less appetite, 
according to the state of our affections. Minor differences there were, of 
course, between Jane Austen’s characters and ourselves. They set higher 
store on the outward observances of good breeding than we do nowadays. 
For the rest, they gossiped, and fell in love, and danced, and made mistakes ; 
and occasionally travelled a litde by post-chaise or carriage. And if they 
suffered, it was usually more annoyance than tragedy. 
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Jane Austen put it all down because it never struck her that it might 
not be interesting. She was not preoccupied with Form or Art or the 
Limitations of the Novel, or other inventions of the highbrow to hamper 
spontaneity. How marvellously Jane Austen, with her elfish talent for 
burlesquing a prevalent mania, which twinkles and stings in Lore and 
Friendship and Northanger Abbey, would have twinkled and stung at the 
expense of an English Hotel RambouiUct ! 

Yet, as Saintsbury has admirably said, “ simple as arc the plots, they 
arc worked out with extraordinary closeness and completeness, and the 
characters and dialogue are of such astonislung_/?nfs.se and life diat it would 
hardly matter if there were no plot at all. From first to last this hold on 
life never fails Miss Austen, nor docs the simple, suggestive, half-ironic 
Style in which she manages to convey her meaning. Not even Scott’s or 
Thackeray’s characters dwell in the mind more securely than Jolm Thorpe, 
the bragging, babbling undergraduate in Norlhaiigcr Abbey, and the feather¬ 
brained, cold-hearted flirt, his sister Isabella ; than the Bcnnct family in 
Pride and Prejudice, every member of which is a masterpiece, and Lady 
Catherine de Bourgh, the arrogant lady patroness, and Mr. Collins, her 
willing toady ; than Mrs. Norris, half sycophant, half tyrant, in Mansfield 
Park ; than the notable chatterer Miss Bates in Emma.'' 


§9 

Biographers regret that the definite facts which can be supplied about 
Jane Austen’s life and doings arc few. She was born at Steventon in Hamp¬ 
shire in 1775 ; her father was a clergyman of moderate means; she had 
five brothers, four older and one younger than herself; and one intimate 
and adored elder sister, Cassandra. Two of her brothers became sailors. 
Jane had a moderately sufficient education and went to school at Reading. 
She was attractive to look at, and accomplished in games of skill, drawing, 
music, and needlework ; graceful and “ finished ” in all her movements, 
and an animated correspondent. As for her literary career, it was, like her 
life, without extremes; she was neither left to pine in a garret nor feasted 
as a genius. In fact, she rarely visited London at all; after Steventon, her 
father moved with his family to Bath. After his dcatli, Mrs. Austen, with 
Jane and Cassandra, went to Uve at Southampton. 

When Jane Austen died at Winchester in 1817, at the age of forty-two, 
she was practically unknown in the hterary world. She had not put her 
name to her four published novels {Sense and Sensibility, Pride and Prejudice, 
Mansfield Park, Emma), though she had allowed her audiorsliip to be 
known among her friends. In an age of abounding literary society she had 
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met no famous writer or editor and had corresponded with none. She 
was never in touch with the book-market. Her novek usually lay in her 
desk a long time before they appeared, and they did not come out in the 
order in which she wrote them. Her earUest was sold to a Bath publisher 
in 1803 for £10, and he did nothing with it. A few years later she bought 
it back from him for the same sum, he Utde knowing that she was the 
author of four popular novels. This, the earhest of her stories, did not 
appear, however, until a year after her death, when it was accompanied 
tlirough the press by her latest. Persuasion. In all she had received £700 
for her novels at the time of her death. She was entirely without the money¬ 
making idea, and when she received ;(;i50 for Sense and Sensibility she 
considered this sum “ a prodigious recompense for what had cost her 
nothing.” 


§ 10 

The lack of facts in our knowledge of Jane Austen certainly need not 
mean a lack of intimacy. If we know Uttle, we also know everydiing. Her 
boob are there ; and surmising where two twos undoubtedly make five, 
is always a fascinating pastime. Thus we surmise tliat she was indolent, 
for she rarely troubled to invent situations or emotions, but utilised those 
that were handy, and within her easy reach and cognisance. The same jplot, 
what there was of it, served again and again. Therefore, we argue from 
analogy, she also did not invent her characters, but drew them from 
among her acquaintances. It is a pleasing reflection that Mr. Collins and 
Mrs. Allen and Selina with her “ barouche-landau,” were actual hving 
people. She had the rare vision to see what was already diere, and to 
enchant it into delicious immobility for our future benefit. Vision, but 
no imagination. That lack of imagination might account for her unseeing 
indifference to the lower classes ; she can sympatliise with straitened means 
—but her understanding halts and goes numb and blind at the possibility 
of no means at all. 

This, too, Jane Austen’s books have revealed to us about Jane Austen : 
that she lived her short life singularly free from fear. Fear breeds obsessions, 
and no obsessions have found an outlet in those six novels, so precious for 
their well-balanced outlook and serene philosophy ; except, perhaps, the 
fear of misunderstanding, and parting through misunderstanding ; this, 
indeed, occurs over and over again between her hero and heroine. Eliza¬ 
beth and Darcy are separated through Wickham’s misrepresentations; 
Catherine Morland and Henry Tilney through the inexphcable behaviour 
of the latter’s father; Emma and Knightly because he firmly beUeves 
Emma has given her heart to Frank Churchill; Elinor Dashwood and 
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Edward ... the list swells ; but perhaps the most feeling example is the 
long misundentanding between Anne Elliot and Captain Wentworth, 
owing to Anne’s submission to worldly persuasion that he was not a suit¬ 
able match. Persuasion was the last and most mature of Jane Austen’s books, 
and one cannot miss in it the depth of personal conviction in Anne’s ruined 
happiness—for twenty-seven was at that period a hopeless age for a woman 
to have reached witliout attaining matrimony. Who cares to, may read a 
hint of longing in Persuasion s final cljapters of perfect reconciliation between 
Anne and Wentworth : “ Thus it should have been—thus it might have 
been ... for me ! ” Were those the author’s secret thoughts at tlie time 
of writing ? Her biographers have traced, from various sources, tlie 
existence of one outstanding love-affair in Jane Austen’s life. Whether 
pride or circumstances or deatli prevented a happy conclusion, is not known. 
But the knowledge of it adds poignancy to tlie fact that her every last 
chapter is a summary of quiet rapture witli anticipations into a future of 
unbroken wedded felicity. 

In a letter to a friend Jane Austen compared her novels to “ a little bit 
of ivory, two inches thick,” on which she worked “ with a brush so fine 
as to produce little effect after much labour.” Never was there such 
exquisite maimcrs-painting ; but die plots arc of the slightest. For example, 
that of Sense and Sensibility is really a study of the opposing characters 
of Elinor Dashwood, who stands for “ Sense,” and of her sister Marianne, 
who is the embodiment of “ Sensibility ” ; while the plot is just the narra¬ 
tive of the widely different manner in which they act towards their lovers 
and their friends. In Pride and Prejudice there arc again two opposing 
characters, a priggish lover, Darcy, and a girl of sense and spirit, Elizabeth 
Bennet, and the plot, if so it can be called, tells only how they squabbled, 
came gradually to like each other, and were married and lived happily at 
last. Mansfield Park is the story of a young girl, Fanny Price, left penniless, 
who is adopted into the family circle of her cousins, two sisters, and a son, 
Edmond ; and the plot is little more than the way in which he falls in and 
out of love with Fanny and how they arc married in the end. But these 
gossamer threads of story arc woven into a fabric all a-glistcn with the 
lights and shades of life. 

Her principal themes were family Hfe, and—what is rarer in to-day’s 
realism, but evidently played an important part then—neighbourly life, 
its ebb and flow, actions and reactions, gossip, opportunities of match¬ 
making, and discussions as to the exact niceties of behaviour. The complica¬ 
tions which modem fiction creates out of temperament then .arose mainly 
from class distinction. Preoccupation with class distinction is so clearly 
the basis of all major and minor incidents and reflections in Jane Austen s 
books, that it cannot be ignored as mere personal snobbery on the part of 
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the author. Obviously the upper classes were tlien soaked to the bone in 
it. Jane could chuckle at the exaggerated snobbery of Mr. Collins, of Lady 
Catherine dc Bourgh, of General TUney and Sir Walter Elliott and Mr. 
Elton : but she was certainly not free from it herself; she deprecates 
marriage where there is any disparity of birtli; she converses most seriously 
on incomes, dowries, rank, and occupation ; a sUp of good manners in 
one of her creatures is at once shown up and dwelt upon at length. Emma 
talks pages of sheer rot to her protdgde, Harriett, about the “ consequence ” 
she will gain by entering a house like Hartfield on equal footing with its 
young mistress ; Darcy is condemned for jibbing at Elizabeth because 
some of her relations are in trade—and this, with Emma’s reluctance to 
honour the worthy Coles with her presence at dinner, proves that trade 
was then very far from mixing with gentility ; and that, in spite of the 
French Revolution, democracy was a long way from England. 

The mention of the French Revolution reminds us that although the 
actual society in which Jane Austen lived (and in which her characters 
may be assumed to have lived) was shaken to its foundations by the 
Revolution and the Napoleonic Wars, there is not the least indication of 
these events in the novels, save of one young man who rather vaguely 
goes a-soldiering. Her concern is entirely personal. 

Apparently, snobbery and prejudice were at this period, as eternally, 
peculiar to the older generation ; and the young folk, impatient of restric¬ 
tion, were just beginning to emerge from it, winning for themselves more 
freedom of thought and independence of movement than formerly. 

The theme which never alters ! The novelists of a hundred years hence 
will surely still be writing of it. 

But Jane Austen chiefly owes her fame to her exquisite and unparalleled 
gift of comedy. Posterity can never be sufficiently grateful for Mr. Collins, 
Mr. Woodhouse, Miss Bates, Lady Bertram, Mr. Rushworth, Isabella 
Thorpe, Miss Jennings, Mrs. Bennet. 

To the reader who asks that a novel shall take him “ out of himself,” 
Jane Austen’s appeal is small. But is that quality the test of a good novel ? 
Is not the true test its power to take us into ourselves—that is to say, into 
our human nature, of which the true and lively exhibition is the very pur¬ 
pose of all drama ? It is impossible to make truth look small. The map 
of Jane Austen’s world looks insignificant at a first glance, but, within it, 
all is truth, wit, sense, and proportion. The plot seems to be inevitable 
to the characters, and the characters tlie very natives of tlie plot. 
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THE EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY POETS 

CHATTBRTON AND SMART 

T homas CHATTERTON is the most pathetic and dramatic figure 
in the history of English poetry of die period between Pope and Bums. 
He was bom at Bristol in 1752. For generations his family had held 
the office of sexton in the church of St. Mary Redcliffe, and during the 
poet’s life hb uncle occupied the family position. His father, who died 
before his birth, was a musician, something of a poet, and a student of 
occultism. Chatterton spent lib childhood roaming about St. Mary’s, 
learning from hb uncle the story of the knights and ecclesiastics whose 
tombs arc in the church, and spelhng out old deeds and manuscripts which 
he found in the muniment room. 

He was a lonely precocious boy, writing clever satires before he was 
twelve, and Uving hb real fife in the bygone ages of chivalry and colour. 
While he was still at school he imagined the romance of one Thomas 
Rowley, a fifteenth-century monk and poet, whose patron was Master 
William Canyngc, a famous Bristol worthy. Chatterton’s persbtent study 
of old manuscripts and hb eerie understanding of mediaeval England 
enabled him to write a queer kind of old Englbh, the merit and beauty of 
which may be gathered from the following quotation from his “ The 
Storie of WiUiam Canyngc ” : 

Straight was I carried back to times of yore, 

Whilst Canynge swatlied yet in fleslJy bed, 

And saw all actions which had been before. 

And all the scroll of Fate unravelled ; 

And when the fate-marked babe acomc to sight, 

I saw him eager gasping after light. 

In all hb sheepen gambob and child’s play. 

In every merrymaking, fair, or wake, 

I kenn’d a perple light of wbdom’s ray ; 

He ate down learning with the wastel-cake : 

As wise as any of the aldermen. 

He’d wit enow to make a mayor at ten. 
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■The boy knew that if he admitted that he himself was the author of 
poems written in an archaic jargon, no one would read them. So he 
launched one of the most famous of all literary masquerades. He pretended 
that his poems were the actual work of Thomas Rowley, and that he had 
discovered the manuscript in a chest in St. Mary Redcliffe. In order to 
get his manuscript printed, he wrote to Horace Walpole, whose “ Castle 
of Otranto ” had just been published, and whose interest in mediaeval 
romance seemed to assure a measure of sympatliy and understanding. At 
first Walpole was interested ; but when Chatterton wrote to ask his help 
in obtaining congenial occupation in London, die ever-cautious Horace 
discovered that the boy’s poetry was really modem and coldly advised 
the poet to stick to his position in an attorney’s office and to postpone the 
writing of poetry “ until he should have made a fortune.” 

One of his most beautiful pieces of verse is the Minstrel’s Song in 
“ Aella,” from which we quote the first four verses ; 

O sing unto my roundelay ; 

O drop the briny tear with me ; 

Dance no more on holiday. 

Like a running river be ; 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed. 

All under the willow-tree. 

Black his hair as the winter night. 

White his neck as the summer snow. 

Red his face as die morning light. 

Cold he lies in the grave below : 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed. 

All under the willow-tree. 

Sweet his tongue as die throstle’s note. 

Quick in dance as thought can be ; 

Deft his tabor, cudgel stout; 

Oh ! he lies by the willow-trcc. 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed. 

All under the willow-tree. 

Hark ! the raven flaps his wing. 

In the briered dell below ; 

Hark ! the death-owl loud doth sing. 

To the nightmares as they go. 

My love is dead. 

Gone to his death-bed. 

All under the willow-tree. 
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In the spring of 1770 Chatterton came to London, where, for some 
months, he contrived to support himself by hack journalism, writing 
political tirades in the manner of Junius. Payment was bad indeed in the 
Grub Street of the eighteenth century : Chatterton received only a shilling 
for each of his articles and less than eighteen pence for his poems. Desperate 
and disappointed, too proud to accept charity or to go back home, Chatterton 
poisoned himself with arsenic on August 24, 1770, in his garret in Brook 
Street, Holbom. He was then seventeen years and nine months old. 

Chatterton was buried in the grounds attached to the Shoe Lane work- 
house in the parish of St. Andrew’s, Holborn. His actual achievements 
may be of small value, but of liis genius there can be no question, and one 
can only guess what he might have become had the circumstances of his 
life been happier. 

One other tragic genius of this period was the poet, Christopher Smart 
(1722-1770), author of one supreme poem, “ The Song of David.” Smart, 
a brilliant scholar at Cambridge, came to London to try his fortune at 
literature. As with Chatterton, the experiment was a failure ; and reckless 
and intemperate he eventually became so unbalanced that he was put into 
an asylum. Here, denied pen and paper, he indented on the wainscoting 
of his room the wonderful cadences of his poem. It remained unknown 
until Browning mentioned its author in his “ Parleyings with certain 
People of Importance in their Day,” and the enthusiasm of Rossetti who 
called it “ the only great accomplished poem ” of its period. Twentieth- 
century interest in mysticism, and even in the irrational, has again turned 
our attention to this solitary masterpiece, which has also been broadcast. 


§2 

THOMAS GRAY 

Gray was born in 1716, his mother being a milliner of Comhill, who had, 
however, sufficient means to send the boy to Eton, and afterwards to Cam¬ 
bridge, where he became Professor of Modem History. Gray was a first- 
rate scholar, and indeed, there is sometliing of the classic stamp on all 
his work. He wrote so Uttlc, and in the phrase of Horace, he used the 
file with such untiring patience, that it has been said of him that no man 
ever entered the company of the poets with so small a volume in his hand. 
Indeed, if we may take the pubUc verdict, that volume might as well con¬ 
tain a single poem, and no more : “ The Elegy written in a Country 
Churchyard ” ; while, if we choose to follow Dr. Johnson, even this tiny 
bulk must be diminished. “ Sir,” said the Doctor, “ there are but two good 
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stanzas in Gray’s poetry, which are in liis ‘ Elegy.’ ” He tlien repeated tlie 
stanza. 

For who, to dumb Forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing anxious being ere resigned. 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind ? 

He added, “ the other stanza I forget.” 

Which was the forgotten stanza ? Surely it was either 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark imfatbomcd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air ; 

or perhaps 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife. 

Their sober wishes never learned to stray ; 

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 
They kept tlie even tenor of their way. 

Everybody knows how Wolfe recited the “ Elegy ” before the battle 
of Quebec and how he declared that he would rather be the author of the 
poem than the conqueror of the city. And the truth is that, overwrought 
and artificial as a large proportion of Gray’s poetry appears to us to-day, 
we are still prepared to go a great deal further man the Doctor. To take but 
two examples, which may serve as types of many, “ The Bard ” contains 
those splendid lines : 

Ruin seize tliee, ruthless King ! 

Confusion on thy banners wait; 

Though famied by Conquest’s crimson wing. 

They mock the air with idle state. 

And passages of equal splendour can be found further on in the same poem, 
such as the well-known stanza : 

Fair lauglis the morn, and soft die zephyr blows. 

While proudly riding o’er the azure realm 
In gallant trim, the gilded vessel goes, 

Youdi on the prow and Pleasure at the helm. 

Nor is it quite the truth to say that all his lines are filed and cliisclled, 
works of art and not of nature. Where can be found a touch of melody 
mote spontaneous, sweet, and sensitive than such lines as these : 

There pipes the woodlark and the song-thrush there 
Scatters his loose notes on the waste of air. 
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If wc can hardly say that in Gray’s book of verses are “ infinite riches 
in a little room,” yet it is not without its diamonds of fine water and its 
pearls of lasting price. 

Both Thomas Gray and William Collins were rebels against the dead, 
trim artificialities that characterise the minor English poets who were 
influenced by Pope. Collins, who was bom in Chichester in 1721, is best 
remembered as the author of the “ Ode to Evening,” and of an ode written 
to the soldiers who were killed at Fontenay and CuUoden : 

How sleep the brave, who sink to rest 
By all their country’s wishes blest! 

When Spring, with dewy fingers cold. 

Returns to deck their haUow’d mould. 

She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung. 

By forms unseen dicir dirge is sung : 

There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 

To bless tlie turf that wraps their clay 
And Freedom shall awhile repair 
To dwcU a weeping hermit there ! 


§3 

JAMES THOMSON 

James Thomson’s “ The Seasons ” is not among the poems that arc 
for all time, but Thomson has an interesting place in literary history. He 
lived in an artificial age, and he revolted, mough not very successfully, 
against the stucco artificiality of which Horace Walpole was the great 
protagonist. Thomson wrote “ The Seasons ” in blank verse, reverting 
back to the manner of Milton—with, of course, none of his genius—and 
this verse is a relief to the fasliionable eighteenth-century rhymed couplets. 
Thomson knew the country and loved it. His love never found the dainty 
expression that has given Herrick immortality. But it was real, and despite 
the occasional and probably inevitable lapses into the artificial he certainly 
heard " strains of the fairy world and the fairy songs.” In a sense he was 
the forerunner of Scott and Wordsworth, though Wordsworth sneered at 
his “ false and sentimental commonplaces.” 

“ The Castle of Indolence,” winch took him fifteen years to write, is 
perhaps the most highly finished and poetical of his works. The following 
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extract will give a good idea of its style, which has much in it of Spenser’s 
charm and sweemess: 

A pleasing land of drowsyhead it was. 

Of dreams that wave before the half-diut eye ; 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass. 

Forever flushing round a summer sky : 

There eke the soft delights that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweemess tlirough the breast. 

But whate’er smack’d of noyance or unrest 
Was far, far off expeil’d from tliis delicious nest. 

Thomson was a Scot. He was bom in Roxburglishirc in 1700, and 
was educated at Edinburgh University. He was intended for the Church, 
but after the death of his father in an attempt to lay a ghost in a haunted 
house, he came to London to seek his fortune as a poet. “ Winter," the 
first part of “ The Seasons,” was published in 1726, and the poem was 
completed four years later. Thomson wrote other poems and several 
dramas, all of which are forgotten. Thanks to the good offices of the 
Prince of Wales, he was given the sinecure office of Surveyor-General 
of the Leeward Islands, with a salary of ^300 a year, and this witli his 
earnings as a poet enabled liim to live a pleasant, modest, and rather lazy 
life in his house at Kew Lane, where ms cellar was well stocked witli 
Scotch ale : 

The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 

Here laughed he careless in his easy seat; 

Here quailed encircled with die joyous train. 

Oft moralising sage ; his ditty sweet. 

He loathed much to write, nor cared to repeat. 

In “ The Seasons ” Thomson’s thought, as Coleridge said, is natural— 
and that was a great thing in the eighteenth century—even when his style 
is verbose and tiresome. The following description of a summer morning 
is Thomson at his best: 

With quickened step. 

Brown Night retires : young Day pours in apace. 

And opens all the lawny prospect wide. 

The dripping rock, tlic mountain’s misty top. 

Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 

Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine ; 

And from the bladed field ilie fearful hare 
Limps, awkward : while along the forest-glade 
The wild deer trip, and, often turning, gaze 
At early passenger. Music awakes 
The nadve voice of undissemblcd joy ; 

And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 

335 



THB OUTIINB OF LITERATURE 


Roused by the cock, the soon clad shepherd leaves 
His mossy cottage, where with Peace he dwells ; 
And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 
His flock, to taste the verdure of the mom. 

James Thomson died in 1748. 


§4 

WILLIAM COWPER 

William Cowper, who was bom in 1731, has been aptly described as a 
link between Thomson and Wordsworth—that is, he threw off the last 
traces of Pope’s artifice of style and the view of nature as a trim parterre. 
He hved the quietest of country fives ; he loved children, cats, hares, and 
flowers ; but, if he shared Wordsworth’s passion for the lakes, the moun¬ 
tains, and the starry heavens, it was rather for their external beauty than 
for the mysterious fife of things, the spirit that may be felt but not seen, 
which Wordsworth, in a still communion, drank into his soul. Yet many 
of Cowper’s best-known fines have a certain grandeur in simplicity which 
has kept them sweet and living. Such is the splendid hymn, “ God moves 
in a mysterious way,” and the dirge on the loss of the Royal George : 

Toll for the brave ! 

The brave tliat are no more ! 

All sunk beneath the wave. 

Fast by their native shore ! 

Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 

His last sea-fight is fought; 

His work of glory done. 

Weigh the vessel up. 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 

And mingle with our cup 
The tears tliat England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 

And she may float again. 

Full charged with England’s thunder. 

And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone. 

His victories are o’er ; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough die wave no more. 
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Nor can the lines on his Mother’s Portrait be easily surpassed. Many of 
the passages, so sweet and sad and simple, are such as, having once been 
read, can never be forgotten. 

Oh that those lips had language ! Life has passed 
With me but rougldy since I heard thee last. 

Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smile I see. 

The same tliat oft in childhood solaced me ; . . . 

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! . . . 

“ The Task,” his long poem in blank verse, undert.akcn at the suggestion 
of his friend Lady Austen, is a pleasant picture of ipiict domestic life ; 
but the six books suffer from a somewhat pedestrian, uninspired quality. 

Cowper suffered from hysteria, and was for a while shut up in a private 
asylum. After his recovery, religion became an obsession with him and 
coloured the rest of his life, sometimes obviously affording him comfort, 
and at other times filling him with hopeless despair. 

But it must not be forgotten that, although one of the most ntclancholy 
of poets, Cowper had his lighter hours. We need only call to mind “John 
Gilpin,” and lus letters to Mrs. Unwin, so full of gayest wit. 


READING LIST 

See the Section on the Poets in Thomas Seccombe’s The Age of Johnson 
(Bell) and also Edmund Gosse’s Eighteenth-Century Literature (Macmillan). 

There are volumes in the English Men of Letters Series (Macmillan) 
on the following : Goldsmith, Cowper, and Gray. 

Excellent editions of Cowper, Crabbe, Gray, and Collins (i vol.) ; 
and James Thomson are published by the Oxford University Press. 

The Oxford Book of Eighteenth-Century Verse, edited by D. Nichol 
Smith (Oxford University Press). 

The Book of Georgian Verse, edited by W. G. Braithwaite (Grant 
Richards) : an excellent selection, including Smart’s “ Song of David.” 

Wm. Cowper and the Eighteenth Century, by Gilbert Thomas (Allen & 
Unwin). 

The Stricken Deer, a study of Cowper by Lord David Cecil, gives a 
picture of the times and the man. From the same pen in the same manner 
is a portrait of Gray in Two Quiet Lives (both books by Constable). 

George Crahbe, by his Son (Cresset Press). 
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DR. JOHNSON AND HIS CIRCLE 

§i 

I T is curious rather than obvious that we should at this day refer so 
naturally to the mid-eighteenth-century period of our literature as the 
Age of Johnson. For Dr. Johnson cannot, except in a special sense, or 
without explanation, be called the greatest literary man of his time. He 
had none of Burke’s splendour of genius, none of Goldsmith’s excellent 
lightness of touch and “ legal tender ” of humour ; he was inferior to 
Gibbon in learning and staying-power ; Sheridan’s rapier wit and easy 
invention were quite beyond him; his poetry cannot be compared with 
Gray’s, nor was his prose half so Engusli and transparent as Wesley’s. 
Even Boswell, Iiis biographer, has recently outstripped him. Yet such 
were his personality and influence that we involuntarily give his name 
to his period. 

Samuel Johnson was born on September i8, 1709, at Lichfield. He 
was the son of Michael Jolmson, a bookseller of tliat small cathedral city. 
He was trained under his father to be himself a bookseller, and he could 
bind a book with his own hands. Probably he never attempted such a 
thing after he left Lichfield. In after life he preferred the risk of chemical 
experiments, and did not consider too narrowly whether the risk was his 
own or other people’s. But later in his life, when visiting Lichfield, he 
called at tlie bookshop of Mr. Major Morgan, who had in some degree 
succeeded to old Micliael Johnson’s business. Taking up one of the books, 
he “ recollected tlie binding to be the work of his own hands." Otherwise, 
Johnson was of little service to his fatlier ; he read books instead of selling 
them, and confessed afterwards that “ to supersede the pleasures of reading 
by the attentions of traffic was a task he could never master.” 

He inherited a taint of scrofula, and in early childhood was taken to 
London by his mother to be touched by Queen Anne for ‘‘ the king’s evil.” 
He inherited also, from liis father, what he called “ a vile melancholy.” 
He began his book-learning at a dame school in Lichfield, continued it at 
Lichfidd School, where he was taught Latin, and tlien at Stourbridge he 
spent a year as half schoolboy, half usher, miserably enough. After two 
years of idleness—which meant desultory reading in his father’s shop— 
he was entered as a Commoner of Pembroke College, Oxford, the expense 
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being defrayed by friends of his father. In his Oxford years he was alHicted, 
as few young men have ever been, by “ an horrible hypochondria, with 
perpetual irritation, fretfulness, and impatience,” a malady which he was 
never to outgrow. In 1731 he returned to Lichfield to see his father die 
and to face the world on his own account with unsettled aims and the sum 
of twenty pounds. 

He began his adult career as a sort of miscellaneous journahst in Bir¬ 
mingham, writing for a local paper, and translating Lobo’s yoyage to 
Abyssinia for a bookseller, thus absorbing the background of liis allegorical 
tale Rasselas. On slender means and with a future that was all vague he 
married, at the age of twenty-six, a widow, EUzabeth Porter, who was 
twenty years his senior and was possessed of £1000. They set up a small 
country school. But in 1737 Johnson started for London to lead tlie 
literary life as it could then be lived. 

His first employer in London was Edward Cave, tiic proprietor of the 
then young but well-established Centlemans Mai’aziiie. His principal task 
was to report by hearsay, or from his own imagination, the principal 
speeches in the parliamentary debates. We liear of no raptures in his 
contemplation of London. On the contrary, lie lost little time in writing 
and publishing his satire, “ London,” imitated from Juvenal, in which, 
with more than a httle pose, he lashed the vices and social conditions of 
the town—which he was to live in and love for the rest of his days—even 
to the point of exclaiming : 

Who would leave, unbrib’d, Hibernia’s land. 

Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand ? 

He received ^10 for the poem and, what was more valuable in the end, 
the praise of Pope. His career had begun. 

Odds and ends of “ Grub Street ” work occupied his next years apart 
from his contributions to the Gentleman’s Magazine. Miscellaneous essays 
and translations followed each other. But in 1744 he wrote, “ at a white 
heat,” his Life of Richard Savage, the wastrel poet, who had been his carhest 
companion in London. This will be referred to later. It did much to estab¬ 
lish his reputation in 1744. In 1749 appeared lus fine poem “ The Vanity 
of Human Wishes.” He was no longer unknown or in extreme poverty. 
Moreover, he was about to embark, at the suggestion of Robert Dodslcy, 
the bookseller, on the greatest work of his life. This was liis Dictionary of 
the English Language, to which we had best come at once. 

After occupying a succession of lodgings in and about London, Johnson 
and his wife had settled in the house. No. 17 Gough Square, Fleet Street, 
which is now his London “ shrine ” and the home of the Johnson Club. 
Here he took off his coat, so to speak, to his great task. 
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Johnson did not, of course, work single-handed. He employed no fewer 
tlian six amanuenses in the long top front garret of his house. In this garret 
the meetings of the Johnson Club are now held. His assistants were the 
two Macbeans ; Mr. Shiels, who afterwards helped with the Lives of the 
Poets; Mr. Stewart, a son of an Edinburgh bookseller ; a Mr. Maitland ; 
and a Mr. Peyton. Johnson’s payments of twenty-three shillings a week 
to each of these assistants reduced his agreed remuneration of £,iS7S to 
an inconsiderable residue, and die work made the heaviest demands on his 
time and strength. Dr. Birkbeck Hill thinks that he had in view his own 
experience of big literary undertakings when, referring to Pope’s slow 
progress in translating the Iliad, he wrote : “ Indolence, interruption, 
business, and pleasure all take dieir turns of retardation ; and every long 
work is lengthened b^ a thousand causes that can, and ten thousand that 
cannot, be recounted.^’ 

But the work went on. Johnson began as the makers of our own 
New English Dictionary began—by collecting quotations. Against each, in 
die margin, he wrote the first letter of the word under which it was to 
occur. His clerks transcribed all these sentences on separate slips. With 
these in hand he dictated his definitions, and supplied the etymologies 
from whatever sources were available. He had hoped to be done in three 
years. But the three years became seven, and we have the well-known 
story of Andrew Millar, the actual publisher, saying, when he received the 
last sheet, “ Thank God, I have done with him,’’^ and Johnson’s smiling 
comment, “ I am glad diat he thanks God for anything.” 

A fairly long list could be made of words to which, in sport or petu¬ 
lance, Johnson attached indefensible meanings. But some of die humours 
of the Dictionary were not of this class, being unconscious. Thus he defined 
“ pastern ” as “ die knee of a horse.” Asked by a lady how he came to 
do this, he replied with admirable frankness, “ Ignorance, Madam, pure 
ignorance.” Similar frankness, on another occasion, was more injurious 
to his interviewer. Soon after die Dictionary appeared, Garrick, being 
asked by Johnson what people said of it, replied mat among other things 
it was objected that he had quoted authors whose style was beneath the 
dignity of such a work, as, for instance, Samuel Richardson. “ Nay,” 
said Johnson, “ I have done worse diaii diat; I have cited thee, David.” 

The work appeared on April 15,1755, in two folio volumes, at the price 
of ;04, los., and was received with wonder and acclamation. “ I may 
surely,” he wrote, “ be contented without the praise of perfection, which if 
I could obtain in diis gloom of sohtude, what would it avail me ? I have 
protracted my work till most of those whom I wished to please have sunk 
into die grave.” But there was some morbid exaggeration here. 

The Dictionary did not absorb all Johnson’s energies between 1748 and 
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1755. On March 20,1750, the first essay of his Rambler appeared. Follow¬ 
ing the model of Addison’s Spectator, Johnson came forA, says Boswell, 
as ” a majestick teacher of moral and rcUgious wisdom.” It is worth noting 
that Just as the Spectator and Tatler had been largely inspired by the talk 
of the Queen Anne coffee-houses, Johnson’s essays reflected in some measure 
the conversations he enjoyed in the Club he Ih-id founded in Ivy Lane, 
Paternoster Row. During Just two years Johnson wrote two essays a week 
for publication on Tuesdays and Fridays. He invariably supplied his copy 
at the last moment, and he rarely read a proof; but he revised all the essays 
carefully for the collected edition. The success of the production was not 
great. As author Johnson received four guineas a week, which worked 
out at a guinea per thousand words; and tlic sales, at twopence, did not 
reach five hundred copies a day. But tliere were compensations. Mrs. 
Johnson said to him : “ I thought very well of you before, but I did not 
imagine you could have written anything equal to this.” Nor was self- 
approval wanting : Joiinson said to a friend, “ My other works arc wine and 
water, but my Rambler is pure wine.” 

Of the 208 Rambler essays Johnson wrote all but four or five. A general 
idea of their subject-matter may be conveyed by giving a few typical 
titles. Such as: 

Folly of Anger : Misery of a Peevish Old Age. 

Various Arts of Self-Delusion. 

Advantages of Mediocrity : An Eastern Fable. 

Reasons Why Advice is Generally Ineffectual. 

A Proper Audience Necessary to a Wit. 

A Critical Examination of “ Samson Agonistes.” 

Cruelty of Parental Tyranny. 

Directions to Authors Attacked by Critics. 

History of a Legacy-Hunter. 

Effect of Sudden Riches upon the Manners. 

Titles of essays, however, convey litde ; treatment is all. Johnson’s 
style as an essayist was as heavy-handed and turgid as Steele’s or Addison’s 
was light, limpid, and resourceful. Indeed, he criticised his work in a 
phrase when, says Boswell, “ having read over one of his Ramblers, 
Mr. Langton asked him how he liked that paper ; he shook his head 
and answered, ‘ too wordy.’ ” The same verdict may be passed on his 
later Idler essays, though in these a livelier fancy and an easier style are 
sometimes visible. 

Augustine Birrell has compared the march of Johnson’s sentences to 
the measured tread of a well-drilled company of soldiers. His style is well 
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suited to the expression of iarge verdicts and sombre reflections. Take 
this declaration of Shakespeare’s permanence ; 

The sand heaped by one Hood is scattered by another, but the rock always 
continues in its place. The stream of time, wiiich is continually washing the 
dissoluble fabricks of other poets, passes without injury the adamant of Shake¬ 
speare. 

Or the famous passage in his last Idler essay : 

There arc few tilings, not purely evil, of which we can say, without some 
emotion of uneasiness, this is tlie last. Those who never could agree together 
shed tears when mutual discontent has determined them to final separation ; of 
a place which has been frequently visited, though without pleasure, the last look 
is taken with heaviness of heart; and tlie Idler, with all his chilliness of tranquillity, 
is not wholly imaffcctcd by the thought that his last essay is before him. 

The secret horror of the last is inseparable from a thinking being, whose 
life is limited, and to whom death is dreadful. We always make a secret com¬ 
parison between a part and the whole ; the termination of any period of life 
reminds us tliat life itself has likewise its termination ; when we have done 
anytliing for the last time we involuntarily reflect that a part of the days allotted 
to us is past, and tliat as more is past there is less remaining. 

Johnson’s last year in Gough Square was clouded by the death of his 
mother, at the age of ninety. In the Idler (No. 41) he referred to tins event 
in those words of sombre beauty : “ The last year, the last day, must come. 
It lias come, and is past. The life which made my own life pleasant is at 
an end, and the gates of death are shut upon my prospects.” To reheve liis 
heart, and to pay liis mother’s funeral expenses, he sat down and wrote his 
allegorical story on the theme ” Vanitas vanitatum,” Rasselas, in the even¬ 
ings of a single week in tlie spring of 1759. He received ^75 for it, and 
j(j25 for its second edition. It is constantly stated that Rasselas was written 
ill Johnson’s next residence, in Staple Lm, Holborn, but an examination 
of relevant dates in Boswell’s Life shows that this is impossible. It is certain 
that Rasselas was written in Gough Square. There, from night to night, 
tile princely wanderers from the happy valley in Abyssinia travelled on in 
their vain search for greater happiness; there Imlac grew eloquent and 
Pekuah timid, tlie Pyramids were measured, and the Astronomer rescued 
from the mists of his distraught imagination ; and there Johnson penned 
that quiet “ Conclusion, in which nodiing is concluded,’’ save omy that 
“ they dehberated a while what was to be done, and resolved, when the 
inundation should cease, to return to Abissinia.” Rasselas gives us the 
morahsadons of the Rambler and the Idler thinly connected by a story. It is 
now the most widely read of Johnson’s prose-writings, while it has a close 
affinity, in mood and motive, to the best of his poems, written ten years 
earUer, “ The Vanity of Human Wishes.” A low thunder of melancholy 
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reflection on the transitoriness of human glory and the ironies of fate is 
heard in every line of this poem. A famous passage is that in which 
Johnson refers to the hard lot of the writer and the scholar : 

Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 

Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee : 

Dcim on the passing world to turn thine eyes. 

And pause a while from learning, to be wise ; 

There mark what ills the scholar’s life assail. 

Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 

See nations, slowly wise, and meanly just. 

To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 

In dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 

Hear Lydiat’s life, and Galileo’s end. 

Equally memorable is the passage in which he draws conclusions from the 
fate of Charles of Sweden, sunk from splendour into exile : 

His fall was destined to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name at which tlic world grows pale. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

Another literary labour begun by Johnson in Gough Square was his 
annotated edition of Shakespeare. He had projected it as early as 1744. 
It was not until 1756, when the Dictionary was off his hands, that he began 
his task, which continued to be a comedy of delay. He announced, so to 
speak, with tucked wrist-bands, that the edition would be ready by die 
Christmas of the following year. Subscriptions flowed in. He finished 
it in just nine years ! His industry had to be stoked with guineas, and the 
stoking was perhaps done by his publisher with too little science. 

In 1777, in liis last Fleet Street house, in Bolt Court, Johnson began his 
fme scries of critical biographies, the Lives of the Poets, written originally 
to be prefaces to an edition of the English poets published by a group 
of booksellers in 1779-1781. The Lives is his best and most enduring work. 
It exhibits at once the narrowness of his conceptions of poetry and literature, 
and the force and acuteness of his understanding within its range of interests. 
He had little feeling for any poetry but that of his own period. But against 
this fact may be set Augustine Birrcll’s remarks: “ Johnson is every bit 
as interesting when he is writing about Sprat, or Sniidi, or Fenton, as when 
he has got Milton or Gray in hand. He is also much less provoking. My 
own favourite life is that of Sir Richard Blackmore. The poorer the poet 
the kindlier is the treatment he receives. Johnson kept all his rough words 
for Shakespeare, Milton, and Gray.” 

The longest of die Lives is the best from the biographical standpoint, that 
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of his early friend Savage, who has already been mentioned ; and the best 
critical essays arc those of Dryden, Pope, and Cowley. With ^ their 
faults the Lives abound in passages of acute discernment and vigorous 
common sense. The biographical parts of the work gave Johnson a great 
deal of trouble in the collection of facts. His information was drawn from 
many and varied quarters, “ from books, and partly from sources which 
had long been closed; from old Grub Street traditions ; from the talk 
of forgotten poetasters and pamphleteers who had long been lying in 
parish vaults.” Happily he simplified his style in sympathy with his 
subjects. 

If so many moderating judgments have to be passed on Johnson’s writings 
it may fairly be asked. How came his vast ascendancy in the literary world 
of his age, and why do his name and fame persist as they do ? For it can 
be said, without much risk of dispute, that the three names in our literature 
which, above all others, have “ got through ” to the simplest and least 
literate minds in this country are those of Shakespeare, Dr. Johnson, and 
Charles Dickens. It may even be ventured that Dr. Johnson’s name, brought 
into an argument in a village inn or a London cabmen’s shelter, is accepted 
more readily than Shakespeare’s. This lasting potency rests firstly on 
Johnson’s Dictionary. For although this was not by any means the first 
English work of its kind, it counts as the first in the popular mind and, in 
a sense, it counts also as the last. To ask or doubt the meaning of a word 
is still, by tradition, to invite an appeal to Dr. Johnson, and since the need 
to define words and terms is ever recurrent, the lexicographer’s name is 
for ever enmeshed in the inquiry. Secondly, the prowess of Johnson in 
talk and argument has appealed to the common mind. A fist heavily brought 
down on a tavern table with the name of Dr. Johnson uttered will stUl carry 
weight and secure a pause in the argument. This is the very spell which 
the Doctor exercised over his friends, acquaintances, and distant admirers 
in his lifetime. To his talk far more than to his writings, he owed the title 
of literary dictator, given to him by Chesterfield, and that of the Great 
Cham of Literature first bestowed on him, probably, by Tobias Smollett. 
Bacon said : “ Reading maketh a full man ; conference, a ready man ; and 
writing, an exact man.” Johnson read deeply, conferred much, and wrote 
in varying degrees of industry. Yet with all this equipment he might not 
have been the genius he was in conversation. He might never have been 
able to impress men and women by his talk as he did in the remotest districts 
of Scotland, where they fell prostrate under his spell. “ He is a dungeon 
of wit,” said Lady Lochbuy. “ It is music to hear this man speak,” was 
the verdict of Ulinish when Johnson had explained—the entire process of 
tanning ! 

The chief ingredients of his talk were wit, sense, and information; 
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his secret was that he had these in overwhelming abundance and was never 
at a loss. Often wrong, he was never weak. If he liad not been often 
and impressively in the right he could not have become the literary dictator 
of his age. He talked for victory. He did not discourse loncsoinely and 
at large, like Coleridge. He talked because he was talked to, and his aim 
was to set right what he thought had been said amiss ; one foe crushed, 
one fallacy exposed, he was ready for the next. “ May there not,” pleaded 
Boswell with him one day, “ may there not, sir, be very good conversation 
without a contest for superiority ? ” Johnson replied, “ No ammaied 
conversation, sir.” Nothing but animated talk served him. Boswell 
once found him liighly satisfied witli his prowess on tlie preceding evening. 
“ Well, we had a good talk.” “ Yes, sir,” said Boswell, “ you lossed and 
gored several persons.” 

As Mr. Birrell says, “ They came to be tossed and gored. And, after 
all, are they mucli to be pitied ? They have our sympathy, and tlie Doctor 
has our applause.” 

One’s sympathies, indeed, are with old Moser, the Swiss Kee]>cr of the 
Royal Academy, who so annoyed Goldsmith by exclaiming, ” Stay ! 
Stay ! Toctor Shonson is going to zay zoniething.” The interrupter is 
stiU laughed at, yet his behaviour crystallises Johnson’s extraordinary 
ascendancy in conversation. Men did listen to him like that. 

James Boswell, to whom we owe the greatest and most entertaining 
biography in our literature, perhaps in any literature, survived his great 
master and subject. Dr. Johnson, by eleven years. Boni at Auchinlcck, in 
Ayrshire, he came of an old Scottish legal family and was himself a pro¬ 
spective lawyer at the Scottish Bar. But for Boswell the world was ‘ full 
of a number of things,” and it is difficult to conceive that he could ever have 
toiled to success in the law. He had a genius for being interested, and an 
insatiable appetite for general information and lively human intercourse. 
Johnson summed up a great deal of Boswell when he described him as 
“ the best travelling companion in the world.” He was enjoyable because 
he enjoyed, and interesting because he was interested. This is the only 
reasonable explanation of his extraordinary triumph as a biographer. His 
self-indulgence, his vanity, his often foohsh candour, and his lust for 
notoriety do not count much against his alertness of observation, his bound¬ 
less good-humour, and his enviable self-satisfaction. 

Even at twenty Boswell yearned for London and important acquaintance 
in the literary world. It was in his second vbit to London, at twenty-three, 
that he realised his consuming ambition to meet the Dictator. His intro¬ 
ducer was Tom Davies, the bookseller, and the scene was the back parlour 
of Davies’s shop in Russell Street, Covent Garden, and the date—the 
most memorable in Boswell’s life—was May l6, 1763, when Johnson 
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was aged fifty-four. Boswell describes what happened with his usual 
frankness: 

At last, on Monday the idtli of Mav, when I was sitting in Mr. Davies’s 
back parlour, after liaving drunk tea with him and Mrs. Davies, Joluison unex¬ 
pectedly came into the shop. Mr. Davies, having perceived him through the 
glass door in the room in which we were sitting, advancing towards us, he 
announced his awful approach to me, somewhat in the manner of an actor in 
the part of Horatio, when he addresses Hamlet on the appearance of his father’s 
ghost, “ Look, my lord, it comes.” 

Thenceforward, with interruptions due to Boswell’s intermittent legal 
studies, his eccentric travels, his marriage and return to Scotland, the two 
were constantly together. Johnson’s intimates soon observed the alliance 
and were inclined to resent it. “ Who is this Scotch cur at Johnson’s 
heels ? ” someone asked. “ He is not a cur,” replied Goldsmith, “ he 
is only bur. Tom Davies flung him at Johnson in sport and he has the 
faculty of sticking.” Johnson, it was, who forced his election to the 
Literary Club. It was Boswell, on the other hand, who forced Johnson 
by sheer cajolery and not a little plotting into his tour through Scotland 
and the Hebrides. Throughout Johnson thoroughly understood that he 
was being “ boswcllised ’ by Boswell; indeed, he encouraged liim in 
his task. 

The true merit and wonder of Boswell’s great work lies in a blend of 
sympathy, imagin.ative insight, and enterprise which was peculiarly his 
own .ind which has never been equalled shice. 

Boswell always keeps his eye on the object, is never wandering or 
tedious, and his style is unaffected and clear. He fairly took charge of his 
subject and resolved to present it truthfully. To Hannah More, who begged 
him to soften his portrait, he replied, “ I will not make my tiger a cat to 
please anybody.” 

After Jolmson’s death, in 1784, Boswell sat down to write his 
Journal of a Tour to the Hebrulcs with Samuel Johnson, LL.D. It had a 
mixed reception ; caricaturists and critics found plenty of material in it 
for tlieir wit, Horace Walpole calling it “ the story of a mountebank 
and his zany.” But tlie Tour is of tlie very stuff of the Life. The Life 
itself appeared in M.iy 1791, and despite much criticism became immedi¬ 
ately popular. The first edition (of 1700 copies) was followed by a second 
in 1793. 

In 1789 Boswell had lost liis wife, and thereafter his life became 
more and more irregular. He died in London after a short illness. 
May 19, 1795. 

Comparatively recent discoveries of manuscripts, notes and jottings 
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by Boswell, first at Fettercaim House, in Scotland, and later at Malahide 
Castle, promise to expand our knowledge of Boswell, his circle, and his 
period, and to cause us to see him not only as the biographer of Johnson. 
This mass of material has gone to America, and is now being edited and 
gradually published by American scholars. “ I have a kind of strange 
feeling,” he says in one of the notes, “ as if I wished nothing to be secret 
that concerns myself.” He really worked to that theory, as this new 
material indicates, and as the first volumes emerge we realise that we have 
an English Rousseau in self revelation and something of a new I’epys in 
his picturing of his age. 

The story of the discoveries of this truly enormous mass of Boswell’s 
writings is itself a detective romance of literature which has caught the public 
imagination. Their intrinsic value bids fair to exalt Boswell to a foremost 
place among writers of the period. The publication in 1950 of tlie first of 
these Journals under the title Bosirell in London was a sensation. It took 
his story only up to the famous meeting with Johnson, told of his ambitions, 
his raffish life in town, his meetings with people of importance, and more 
especially of his inmost thoughts, his most private actions—truly “ ,as though 
he wished nothing to be secret which concerns myself” It became an 
immediate success. The second volume in the sequence, lioswoll in llolhind, 
was a slight anticlimax, for the actual journal had been lost by the messenger 
bringing it from Holland. So the book hail to be reconstructed by Frof 
Frederick A. Pottle of Yale University, who with Professor C. Abbott of 
Britain is editing tlic papers. It was made up from odd scraps, notes and 
letters among the Boswell MSS. Ncvertlielcss it continues the wonderful 
record, and the years ahead, as the other sections of the Journal are succes¬ 
sively freed, arc likely to sec James Boswell firmly established in a niche of 
lasting fame on his own account as well as that of biographer to Johnson. 


§2 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH 

It is time, indeed, to bring Oliver Goldsmith on the scene. He was 
Johnson’s junior by nineteen years, and we have no precise record of tlieir 
first meeting. No two men of the eighteenth century have been so familiar¬ 
ised to us by biographers. Goldsmith was the son of a poor Irish vicar, 
the Rev. Charles Goldsmith, and was bom in his father’s vicarage at Pallas, 
in the county of Longford. Two years after his birth the family removed 
to the village of Lissoy, in the county of Westmeath, where the vicar had 
obtained a more lucrative living. It is practically certain that the homely 
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everyday sights and some of the personaUties of Lissoy were haunting him 
when, in 1770, lie wrote his finest poem, “ The Deserted Village.” Its 
first lines are full of wistful memory : 

Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain, 

Where health and plenty cheered the labouring swain ; 

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid. 

And parting summer s lingering blooms delayed. 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease. 

Seats of my youth, where every sport could please ; 

How often have I loitered o’er tliy green. 

Where humble happiness endeared each scene ! 

The portrait of the old village parson includes a very beautiful simile. 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given. 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form. 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm. 

Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread. 

Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

But the most tender lines of all are those in which the storm-tossed 
man of letters in London tells of liis unfulfilled dream of ending his Ufe 
amid the scenes in which it had begun. And here again is another beautiful 
simile. 

In all my wanderings round this world of care. 

In all my griefs—^and God has given my sliare— 

I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown, 

Amid these humble bowers to lay me down, 

To husband out life’s taper at the close. 

And keep the flame from wasting, by repose. 

And as an hare whom hounds and horns pursue. 

Pants to the place from wliich at first she flew, 

I still had hopes my long vexations past. 

Here to return—and die at home at last. 

In 1745 Goldsmith entered Trinity College, Dublin, as a poor sizar, 
exposed to many humUiarions. To earn a little money he wrote street 
ballads, for which he obtained five shillings each. In 1747 he gained an 
exhibition, and to celebrate his success he invited friends of both sexes to 
a dance in liis rooms, which was violently interrupted by his outraged 
tutor. His college career remained stormy and unhappy, but he took his 
B.A. degree in 1749. Two years were spent by him at liis mother’s cottage 
at Ballymalion. Then he meditated emigration to America, but thought 
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better of it, and in 175a he went to Edinburgh to study medicine, helped 
by funds supplied by his Uncle Contarinc. His restless spirit drove him 
aWad in 1754, and during two years he was lost in mysterious wanderings 
which took him to Paris, Strasburg, Padua, Switzerland, and various parts 
of France, thus storing the impressions and sentiments which ten years later 
were to establish his wme as a poet on the pubUcation of “ The Traveller.” 
He sent the fint sketch of it home to his brother Henry, to whom he wrote 
the exquisite lines: 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 

Bless’d be that spot, where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 

Bless’d that abode, where want and pain repair. 

And every stranger finds a ready chair ; 

Bless’d be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd, 

Where all tlie ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks tliat never fail, 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 

And learn the luxury of doing good. 

From all this wandering and reflecting—so mysteriously financed— 
Goldsmith returned to England, without invitation or engagement, and, 
practically, without a penny in his pocket. He landed at Dover on February 
I, 1756, with a medical degree of wliich he never gave a clear account, 
and wlfich was never authenticated. Not long afterwards he became an 
usher in a school kept by one Dr. Mihier, at Pcckham. That is why there 
is a “ Goldsmith Road ” in Peckham to-day. Through tlie Milners, how¬ 
ever, he was introduced to Griffiths, the “ bookseller ” (i.e. eightceiitli- 
century publisher) and thus to the literary world. 

In 1757 he became Griffiths’s tame author, living in a house in Pater¬ 
noster Row, on a salary from Griffiths, and under the thumb of Mrs. 
Griffiths, who revised all he wrote. It was a bad time for friendless authors. 
As John Forster says, “ the patron was gone, and the pubhc had not come.” 
Griffiths owned and published the Monthly Review, and Goldsmith did 
hack reviews for it. In the year mentioned he wrote tliat he was 
making sliift to live by “ a very little practice as a physician and a very 
little reputation as a poet.” His first definite success was not his laborious 
and now unread Enquiry into the Present State of Polite Learning in Europe 
(which, however, cannot be neglected by literary aiuialists), but his admir¬ 
ably humorous and pungent “ Chinese Letters ” written for John New- 
bery’s Public Ledger in 1760, and afterwards published in volume as The 
Citizen of the World. Following a Uterary vogue of the time he identified 
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himself witli a Chinese savant, visiting London and sending to a Pekin 
friend a scries of letters containing his impressions of London and English 
life generally. This was a mere pose, and in reality Goldsmith wrote 
The Citizen in liis own character, and in it expressed, or insinuated, his own 
opinions. The Citizen of the World can, with judicious skipping, be read 
to-day with delight, particularly for its delineation of such characters as 
Beau Tibbs and the “ Man in Black.” 

Goldsmith’s way of hfe had hitherto been that of the hack-writer in 
the garret; but now fortune began to smile on him sufficiently to warrant 
a change of residence. No longer a starveling garreteer, he is discovered 
in decent lodgings in Wine Office Court, Fleet Street. Dr. Johnson, who 
had certainly met him before, becomes his visitor and closer friend. And 
here on a memorable evening Goldsmitli entertains him and Mr., after¬ 
wards Bishop, Percy. The Doctor came to Goldsmith’s dressed more 
neatly and respectably than he was wont to be seen, and, on Percy remarking 
the change, said, “ Why, sir, I hear tliat Goldsmith, who is a very great 
sloven, justifies his disregard of cleanliness and decency by quoting my 
practice; and I am desirous tliis night to show him a better example.” 
Thus was inaugurated one of the finest friendsliips in hterary history. 
It was cemented in 1764, when Johnson rescued his friend from the hands 
of bailiffs and die dircat of prison. What happened was told by Johnson 
himself to Boswell: 

I received one morning a message from poor Goldsmith that he was in great 
distress, and, as it was not in his power to come to me, begging that I would 
come to him as soon as possible. I sent him a guinea, and promised to come to 
him directly. I accordingly went as soon as I was dressed, and found that his 
landlady had arrested him for his rent, at which he was in a violent passion. 
1 perceived tliat he had already dunged my guinea and had got a bottle of 
Madeira and a glass before him. I put the cork into the bottle, desired he 
would be calm, and began to talk to him of the means by which he might be 
extricated. He tlien tofd me that he had a novel ready for the press, wliich he 
produced to me. I looked into it, and saw its merit; told die landlady I should 
soon return ; and, having gone to a bookseller, sold it for f^6o. I brought Gold¬ 
smith die money, and he discharged liis rent, not without rating his landlady in 
a high tone for having used him so ill. 

It was Goldsmidi’s employer, John Newbery, of St. Paul’s Churchyard, 
who bought the Vicar. But he did so only on Johnson’s advice, and kept 
the manuscript two years before he published it. 

In the details of its plot. The Vicar of Wakefield is not a great novel. 
Goldsmidi wrote in liis “ Advertisement ” to the book, “ There are a 
hmidred faults in diis Thing,” and this is true. The beauty of the book lies 
in its incidental comedy, and in its exquisite touches of simple human 
nature. It touched the hearts of Englidi, German, and French readers 
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Goldsmith’s genius for light and natural comedy b equally shown in 
his plays, The Good-Natured Man and She Stoops to Conquer. The scene, in 
the latter, in which the squire driUs his men-servants in proper behaviour 
before thev wait on his guests at dinner, is one of the best in British comedy. 

In the last five or six years of liis life Goldsmitli was not poor, tliough 
neither was he rich. He was a greatly loved member of the famous 
Literary Club founded by Joluison. He died in liis Temple cliambers in 
Back Court on April 9,1774. When the news came to Sir Joshua Reynolds 
he put aside his brush for die day. Edmund Burke burst into tears. To-day 
Goldsmith’s gravestone in the Temple, which marks only approximately 
the place of his burial, is visited by lovers of his character and genius. 


§3 

EDMUND BURKE 

Intellectually Burke was the greatest man in die Joluison Circle. 1 Ic 
is vividly figured for us by BosweU and others. Edmund Burke was 
essentially a political diinker who used literature to embellish his speeches 
and writings. His early work, the Philosophical Inquiry into the Origin of 
our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful, is now little read, but Lord Morley 
points out its enduring merit: “ It was a vigorous enlargement of the 
principle, which Addison had not long before timidly illustrated, that 
critics of art seek its principles in the wrong place, so long as they limit 
their search to poems, pictures, engravings, statues, and buildings, instead 
of first arranging the sentiments and faculties in man to which art makes 
its appeal.” 

Lord Morley, too, affirms that three of Burke’s publications, die Speech 
on American Taxation, the Speech on Conciliation tvith America, and the 
Letter to the Sheriffs of Bristol, form “ the most perfect manual in our litera¬ 
ture, or in any literature, for one who approaches the study of public affairs.” 

Burke’s writings stretch the reader’s mind, as his talk stretched Johnson’s. 
His prose is one of the richest literary fabrics in the language, abounding in 
brilliant analysis and noble imagery. “ It was Burke’s pecuUarity and his 
glory,” says Augustine Birrell, “ to apply the imagination of a poet to die 
first order of die facts and the business of life. Arnold says of Sophocles, 

‘ He saw life steadily, and saw it whole.’ Substitute for the word ‘ life ’ 
the words ‘ organised society,’ and you get a peep into Burke’s mind. 
There was a cathoUcity about his gaze. He knew how the whole world 
hved. . . . Wordsworth has been called the High Priest of Nature. Burke 
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may be called the High Priest of Order—a lover of settled ways, of justice, 
peace, and security. His writings arc a storehouse of wisdom, not the cheap 
shrewdness of the mere man of the world, but the noble animating wisdom 
of one who has the poet’s heart as well as the statesman’s brain.” The work 
in which these qualities of Burke can be most profitably and enjoyably 
studied by the general reader is of course his Reflections on the French Revolu¬ 
tion, chat great plea for order and continuity in human government, and 
for justice and sympathy between nations and citizens. The following 
vision of Marie Antoinette illustrates the splendours of prose to which 
Burke rose with ease. 

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw the queen of France, then 
the dauphiness, at Versailles; and surely never lighted on this orb, whidi she 
hardly seemed to touch, a more delightful vision. I saw her just above the horizon, 
decorating and cheering the elevated sphere she just began to move in, glittering 
like the morning star, full of life, and splendour, and joy. Oh ! what a revolu¬ 
tion ! and what a heart must I have to contemplate without emotion that eleva¬ 
tion and that fall ! Little did I dream when she added titles and veneration to 
tliose of enthusiastic, distant, respectful love, that she should ever be obliged to 
catty the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed in that bosom ; little did I 
dream tliat I should have lived to see such disasters fallen upon her in a nation of 
gallant men, in a nation of men of honour, and of cavaliers. I thought ten thousand 
swords must have leaped from their scabbards to avenge even a look that threatened 
her with insult. But the age of chivalry is gone. That of sophisters, economists, 
and calculators has succeeded ; and the glory of Europe is extinguished for ever. 
Never, never more shall we behold that generous loyalty to rank and sex, that 
proud submission, that dignified obedience, that subordination of the heart, 
which kept alive, even in servitude itself, the spirit of an exalted freedom. The 
unbought grace of life, the cheap defence of nations, the nurse of manly senti¬ 
ment and heroic enterprise, is gone ! It is gone, that sensibility of principle, 
that chastity of honour, whicli felt a stain like a wound, which inspired courage 
whilst it mitigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it touched, and under 
which vice itself lost half its evil, by losing all its grossness. 

Many other members of what may be called the Johnson Circle— 
Samuel ILichardson, Sheridan, Gibbon, and others—arc dealt with in otlier 
and more appropriate chapters. It should be remembered Jolinson linked 
himself to die liistory of English fiction not only by his admiration of 
Richardson, who, he said, “ enlarged the knowledge of human nature, 
.and taught die passions to move at the command of virtue,” but by his later 
fadicrly encouragement of Fanny Burney (afterwards Madame d’Arblay), 
the first really notable English woman noveUst. Her Evelina, pubUshed in 
1778, was an instant success. Dr. Jolmson declared that passages in it were 
wordiy of Richardson ; and Burke, Gibbon, Reynolds, and Sheridan 
swelled the applause. Fanny Burney never quite repeated this success, 
diough her novel, Cecilia (1782), can be read t(^ay with delight. Saints- 
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bury thus characterbes her four novels : “ Evelina, delectable ; Cecilia, 
admirable; Camilla, estimable ; The Wanderer, impossible.” Her Diary 
and Letters are wonderfully vivacious records of the court of George III, 
and of the literary society which she enjoyed. They form a great contribu¬ 
tion to our knowledge of her period, which extended to die first three 
yean of the Victorian age. 
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EDWARD GIBBON AND OTHER EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY 
PROSE-WRITERS 

GIBBON 

I T docs not come within our province to trace here the development of 
historical writings. Such writing came early into existence and lias 
continued through the ages. For English readers, four historians are 
of greater importance than all others—Gibbon, Macaulay, Carlyle, and 
Froude, and we might add John Richard Green. 

Towards the middle of the eighteenth century the first remarkable 
development in the writing of liistory in England showed itself. David 
Hume was both philosopher and historian, but neither his philosophy nor 
his history can be dealt with in this Outiinb of Literature. Taking all 
things into account, many of us would be prepared to agree widi Frederic 
Harrison that Gibbon is tlie supreme historian of all lands and ages. Yet 
that would not prevent our also concurring with Lord Acton that Macaulay 
is the greatest of all writers of History. Nor would this verdict preclude 
us from asserting that, for sheer beauty and ease of style, Froude remains 
unequalled. Finally, we would gladly acknowledge that in historical 
intuition, and in die power of delineating cliaracter by a plirase, no man 
since Tacitus has ever rivalled Thomas Carlyle. 

Edward Gibbon was bom in 1737 at Putney. His school and college 
career gave Utde promise of the eminence to which he was to attain. After 
a few years profitably employed in acquiring a grounding in the classical 
languages at Westminster School, he proceeded, at the then not unusual 
age of fifteen, to Magdalen College, Oxford. There he spent what he 
himself, in his interesting Autobiography, calls “ fourteen unprofitable 
months.” It was the dark age of the old Universities ; and Gibbon seems 
to have received not the slightest assistance or encouragement in his studies 
from the tutOK of the place. But he read voraciously. Soon he gave up 
his Anghcan creed, and after remaining for some time undecided between 
Mohammed and the Pope, eventually made his choice in favour of the 
Roman Church. These religious vagaries of his youthful son so alarmed 
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the elder Gibbon that he decided to break short his University career, and 
to send him into exile at the home of an amiable and cultured Swiss pastor 
at Lausanne. 

This proved to be the turning-point in the historian’s life ; for during 
some of the most formative years he was thrown among French influences, 
just when those influences were most powerful. It was die age of the Ency- 
clopaidia, of Diderot, Condorcet, Voltaire, and Rousseau. Of dicsc two 
last Rousseau had been born at Geneva ; and die rugged peaks at wliich 
Gibbon gazed across the lake looked down upon the waters of Annecy, 
where the Frenchman’s genius began to unfold itself. Voltaire had retired 
to his casde at Femcy, wdtliin easy distance of Lausanne. From these facts 
two things resulted—Gibbon was converted from Catholicism, not to 
AngUcanism, but to scepticism, and he became really more French than 
English. 

While at Lausanne, for the only rime in his life, he fell in love. The 
object of his affections was a Swiss girl called Suzanne Curchod. But die 
Fates were not propitious. His father was again alarmed, and sent stringent 
injunctions to liis son to abandon the courtship. 

We should, perhaps, think more higlily of Gibbon had he persisted ; 
but he did not. To quote liis own words, he “ sighed as a lover and obeyed 
as a son.” Suzanne, some time later, became the wife of Nccker—the able 
financier who strove to save France from bankruptcy in 1789—and the 
mother of the famous Madame dc Stael. 


§2 

The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire is probably the greatest history 
of all time. It was as he sat among the ruins of the Capitol in 1765, watch¬ 
ing the sun going down over the Eternal City, that Gibbon conceived 
the colossal and magnificent scheme of narrating the history of die decay 
of the power of Rome, beginning widi the great age of the Antonines, 
and ending with the capture of Constantinople by the Turks. Fourteen 
centuries were comprised in the vast panorama, among them some of the 
most vital epochs in the history of the world. He had to deal in turn with 
the decline of the Roman State, the rise and triumph of Christianity, die 
fotmding of the Byzantine Empire, the victories of Mohammedanism, the 
rehgious and pohtical difierences and cleavages of the Middle Ages, the rise 
of national states in the West, and die great duel between die Empire 
and the encroaching Turks in the East. Here was labour for a veritable 
Hercules—to examine and digest all die extant authorities; afterwards to 
select the material from the immaterial; dien finally to tell the whole 
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long Story, nialdng each personage and every fact fall into its proper place 
so as to give unity and penpective to the whole. This most difficult task 
Gibbon triumphantly accomplished. Scholarship has made immense 
strides since his day, yet it is surprising how seldom he is caught in any 
serious error. The hterary effect is superb. The work rises before us like 
a majestic Greek temple, firmly built upon a rock, strong, symmetrical, 
and beautiful. 

The elements which went to make the Decline and Pall what it is, as 
Augustine Birrell has said, are “ the noble conception, die shaping intellect, 
the mastered learning, the stately diction, and the daily toil.” In the same 
essay Birrell says : “To praise Gibbon is not wholly superfluous ; to com¬ 
mend his liistory would be so. It is now well on its second century. Time 
has not told upon it. It stands unaltered and with its authority unimpaired. 
It would be invidious to name the histories it has seen bom and die. Its 
shortcomings have been pointed out—it is well; its inequahtics exposed— 
diat is fait; its style criticised—that is Just. But it is still read. ‘Whatever 
else is read,’ says Edward Freeman, ‘ Gibbon must be.’ ” 

Gibbon Uved in an age of criticism, cold, sceptical, questioning. He 
shared the prevaiUng point of view to the full. His magnificent intellect 
sheds the most dazzling hght; but it never warms. He traverses the ages 
with the firm tread of one who is complete master of his material; but 
also with the sneer of the cynic, to whom the greatest men appear gro¬ 
tesquely small, and to whom the great movements that have swayed the 
hearts of nations appear to have been built largely upon delusions. 

The weapon which Gibbon uses most frequently and successfully is 
irony. He hved in an age when it was still dangerous to cast doubt upon 
the miraculous element in the propagation of Christianity in the first three 
centuries. But what could not be done openly could be insinuated ironically. 
Indeed, wherever Gibbon has to deal with ecclesiastical affairs, an over- 
indulgence in tliis mocking tone mars the effect of the writing. 

He behttled Christianity in particular. “ The tone he thought fit to 
adopt towards Christianity,” says Birrell, “ was, quite apart from all par¬ 
ticular considerations, a mistaken one. No man is big enough to speak 
shghtingly of the construction his fellow-men have from time to time 
put upon the Infinite. And conduct which in a philosopher is ili^udged, 
is in an historian ridiculous. Gibbon’s sneers could not alter the fact that 
his History, which he elected to style the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, 
might equally well, as Dean Stanley has observed, have been called the 
* Rise and Progress of tlie Christian Church.’ . . . We have Cardinal 
Newman’s authority for the assertion that Gibbon is the only Church 
historian worthy of the name who has written in English.” 

Gibbon’s style fails short of the very highest. He is always dignified ; 
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but, at his worst, he is affected and pompous. His diction, though less 
satirised than that of his friend Dr. Johnson, is far less pure than that ofGold¬ 
smith or of Burke. He is not an autlior from whom it is easy to quote 
short passages ; the following sentences give some slight idea of the stately 
flow of his narrative : 

The martial and ambitious spirit of Trajan formed a very singular contrast 
with the moderation of his successor. The restless activity of Hadrian was not 
less remarkable when compared with the gentle repose of Antoninus Pius. The 
life of the former was almost a perpetual journey ; and as he possessed tlic various 
talents of the soldier, the statesman, and the scholar, he gratified his curiosity 
in the discharge of his duty. Careless of the differences of season and of climates, 
he marched on foot, and bareheaded, over the snows of Caledonia, and in the 
sultry plains of the Upper Egypt; nor was there a province of the empire 
which, in the course of his reign, was not honoured with the presence of die 
monarch. 

The following description of Mohammed is from the Decline and Fall : 

According to the tradition of his comp.anions, Mahomet was distinguished 
by the beauty of his person—an outward gift which is seldom despised, except 
by those to whom it has been refused. Before he spoke, the orator engaged on 
his side the affections of a public or private audience. They applauded his com¬ 
manding presence, his majestic aspect, his piercing eye, his gracious smile, his 
flowing beard, his countenance that painted every sensation of the soul, and his 
gestures that enforced each expression of the tongue. In the familiar offices of life 
he scrupulously adhered to the grave and ceremonious pohtcness of his country : 
his respectful attention to the rich and powerful was dignified by his conde¬ 
scension and affability to the poorest citizens of Mecca: the frankness of his 
manner concealed the artifice of his views ; and the habits of courtesy were 
imputed to personal friendship or universal benevolence. His memory was 
capacious and retentive, his wit easy and social, his imagination sublime, his 
judgment clear, rapid, and decisive. He possessed the courage both of tliought 
and action; and although his designs might gradually expand widi his success, 
the first idea which he entertained of his divine mission bears tlie stamp of an 
original and superior genius. 

The son of Abdallah was educated in the bosom of the noblest race, in the 
use of the purest dialect of Arabia ; and die fluency of his speech was corrected 
and enhanced by the practice of discreet and seasonable silence. With these 
powers of eloquence, Mahomet was an illiterate barbarian ; his youth had never 
been instructed in die arts of reading and writing ; the common ignorance 
exempted him from shame or reproach, but he was reduced to a narrow circle 
of existence, and deprived of those faithful mirrors which reflect to our mind 
the minds of sages and heroes. Yet the book of nature and of man was open to 
his view; and some fancy has been indulged in the pohtical and philosophical 
observations which are ascribed to the Arabian traveller. He compares the nations 
and religions of the earth ; discovers the weakness of the Persian and Roman 
monarchies ; beholds widi pity and indignation the degeneracy of the times ; 
and resolves to unite, under one God and one king, the invincible spirit and 
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primiave virtues of the Arabs. Our more accurate inquiry will suggest, that 
instead of visiting the courts, the camps, the temples of the east, the two journeys 
of Mahomet into Syria were confined to the fairs of Bostra and Damascus ; that 
he was only thirteen years of age when he accompanied the caravan of his unde, 
and that his duty compelled him to return as soon as he had disposed of the 
merchandise of Cadijah. In these hasty and superficial excursions, the eyes of 
genius might discern some objects invisible to his grosser companions ; some 
seeds of knowledge might be cast upon a fruitful soil; but his ignorance of the 
Syriac language must have checked his curiosity, and I cannot perceive in the 
hfe or writings of Mahomet that his prospect was far extended beyond the limits 
of the Arabian world. From every region of that soUtary world, the pilgrims 
of Mecca were annually assembled, by the calls of devotion and commerce; 
in the free concourse of multitudes, a simple citizen, in his native tongue, might 
study the political state and character of the tribes, the theory and practice of 
the Jews and Christians. Some useful strangers might be tempted or forced to 
implore tlie rites of hospitaUty ; and the enemies of Mahomet have named the 
Jew, tlie Persian, and the Syrian monk, whom they accuse of lending their secret 
aid to the composition of the Koran. Conversation enriches the understanding, 
but solitude is the school of genius; and the uniformity of a work denotes the 
hand of a single artist. From his earliest youth Mahomet was addicted to religious 
contemplation : each year, during the month of Ramadan, he withdrew from 
the world and from the arms of Cadijah : in the cave of Hera, three miles from 
Mecca, he consulted the spirit of fraud or enthusiasm, whose abode is not in the 
heavens but in die mind of the prophet. The faith which, under the name of 
Islam, he preached to his family and nadun, is compounded of an eternal truth 
and a necessary fiction—that there is only one God, and that Mahomet is the 
aposdc of God. 

“ His effect,” as Saintsbury expresses it, “ lies mainly in a peculiar 
roll of sentence, conducted throughout with a wavelike movement, and 
ending with a sound so arranged as to echo over the interval of sense and 
breath till the next is well on its way." 

From the literary standpoint Gibbon’s interesting Autobiography is the 
most important of his writings, but it has been completely overshadowed 
by the seven massive volumes of the Dedine and Fall, the first volume of 
which appeared in 1776 and the last in 1788. He died suddenly in London 
on January i6,1794. 

Gibbon was a man of a calm and cool temperament. He was vain and 
affected in his maimers, but a brilliant conversationalist. “ It has been 
wittily said of him that he came at last to beheve that he was the Roman 
Empire, or, at all events, something equally majestic and imposing.” 

As Gibbon represents the detached and dignified scepticism of the 
eighteenth century, so Horace Walpole is the supreme English example 
of its artificiality and its joy in the things that do not matter. Horace 
Walpole’s letters are one of the most illuminative documents of the century. 
Lord Chesterfield’s famous letters to his son are also a revelation of the 
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mind of his time, as arc, to a lesser extent, tlic letters of Lady Mary Wortlcy 
Montagu. 

Among other notable prose-writers of tlie period are David Hume, the 
historian, Adam Smith, die economist and author of Wealth of Nations, 
and Jeremy Bentham, the polidcal philosopher, who, in what was eminently 
an age of reason, carried on the great English philosophical tradition derived 
from Bacon, Hobbes, and Locke. 


§3 

No contrast could be more striking than that between Izaak Walton 
and the next of the great English country writers, Gilbert White. Born 
in die village of Sclborne in Hampshire, in 1730, it was not until sixty-eight 
years later that he published the little book which was to make his birth¬ 
place famous. Socially and culturally, Gilbert Wliite typified the educated 
Englishman of die eighteenth century. He was a fellow of his college, 
and settled dovra, unmarried, to the duties of a country clergyman in his 
native place. When he began, in 1767, to write liis Natural History of 
Selhorne, in the form of personal letters to a naturalist of his acquaintance, 
he had not the slightest idea of its ever appearing in printed form. To 
this, undoubtedly, much of die quiet charm of the book is due ; for no 
book of equal repute can compete with it in unaffectedness and unforced 
simplicity of manner. 

It is the very first book to present the facts of natural history, free from 
the Latin and the pedantry, to say nothing of the legendary traditions, 
with which all previous writings on die subject had been loaded. It is 
completely free from unicorns of every kind ; the birds and animals 
with which it deals being as homely and familiar as was the author. The 
Natural History of Selhorne has none of the passion which infuses all the work 
of Richard Jefferies or of the philosopliising which marks the work of 
Thoreau. Nor has it much of me poetry or romance so characteristic of 
Walton’s Compleat Angler. Placid, serene, scholarly, and leisurely, it is 
definitely a pedestrian book, yet one with a dignified step. One is not at 
all surprised to learn that its author might often be observed on his walks 
taking a cloth from his pocket and flicking the dust from his boots. This 
note of particularity runs through the whole volume. It is observation 
and reflection that lends interest and charm to the whole of diis celebrated 
book. 

§4 

There is one other writer who, by the mystery attending his person prob¬ 
ably as much as by his literary efforts, has attracted considerable attention. 
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In the columns of the Public Advertiser &om January 21, lydp, to January 
31, 1772, there appeared a series of open letters, violently attacking the 
King and the Government of the Duke of Grafton, which live in literary 
history as the of Junius. The identity of the writer was for many 

years a matter of speculation, and, among other people, they were attributed 
to Burke, ChaAam, Wilkes, Chesterfield, Home Tooke, Horace Walpole, 
and Gibbon. There is, however, no reasonable doubt that they were the 
work of Sir Philip Francis, a freakish politician, who fought a duel in India 
with Warren Hastings, was concerned in a notorious divorce action, and 
supported Wilberfbrce in his crusade against the slave trade. Junius was a 
supcrfidal politician, but the vividness and vehemence of his invective 
make it almost comparable to Swift’s, and there is no other polidcal writing 
in English literature after his time that has the same forcefulness, except 
the famous Runnymede Letters, written by Disraeli. 

The characteristics of the Junius Letters have been summed up by Pro¬ 
fessor Saintsbury. “ An affectation of exaggerated moral indignation, 
claptrap rhetorical interrogations, the use, clever enough if it were not so 
constant, of balanced antidieses, a very good ear for some, though by no 
means many, cadences and rhythms, some ingenuity in trope and metaphor, 
and a cunning adaptation of that trick of speciahsing with proper names 
with which Lord Macaulay has surfeited readers for the last half-century— 
these, tliough by no means all, are the chief features of the Junian method.” 

The following extract from a letter addressed to the Duke of Grafton 
with its insinuated attack on George III is characteristic of the method and 
the style of Junius : 

With any other prince, the shameful desertion of him in the midst of that 
distress, which you alone had created, in the very crisis of danger, when he 
fancied he saw the throne already surroimdcd by men of virtue and abilities, 
would have outweighed the memory of your former services. But his Majesty 
is full of Justice, and understands the doctrine of compensations ; he remembers 
with gratitude how soon you had accommodated your morals to the necessities 
of his service, how cheerfully you had abandoned the engagements of private 
friendship, and renounced the most solemn professions to the public. The sacrifice 
of Lord Chatham was not lost on him. Even the cowardice and perfidy of 
deserting Iiim may have done you no disservice in his esteem. The instance 
was painful, but die principle might please. 

Sir Pliilip Francis died in 1818. 
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ROBERT BURNS 

KOBERT BURNS 

T here b, in the tiny village of Alloway, about two miles from the 
town of Ayr, a two-roomed cottage, in which, on the 2jth of 
January, 1759, Robert Bums was bom. Local scepticism as to the 
authentic “ clay biggin’ ” having survived so long has never been seriously 
regarded by the poet’s biographers, and tliis humble dwelling, preserving, 
no doubt somewhat artfully, every feature of tlie peasant domesticity of 
eighteenth-century Scodand, is a national shrine which for several genera¬ 
tions has attracted not only fervent Scots but notable visitors from many 
and far-distant parts of the world. 

The poet’s father, William Bumes or Burness (for so alternately he 
spelled his name) had been a labouring gardener near Edinburgh, and came 
to Ayrsliire as gardener and overseer to a gentleman of small estate on the 
bantu of the Doon. He leased, from another proprietor, a few acres of 
his own, and married Agnes Brown, who, though she had no education 
in the conventional sense of the term, was a woman of bright intelligence, 
with that oral culture in tale, tradition, and poetry not uncommon in the 
country women of her period. From his mother, it is generally assumed, 
Robert Bums, the eldest of a family of seven, took his temperament, his 
fancy, and imagination. He was, in features, philosophy, and character, 
a very different type of man from his father, who, however, had a marked 
and admirable individuality of liis own. 

Of professional teaching, Robert Burns, in truth, had but a limited and 
erratic experience. His fatltcr and a few neighbouring householders 
engaged between them for two years a young itinerant teacher for the 
tuition of their children, and on this excellent dominie’s removal elsewhere 
the father taught the boy at home. A precocious passion for reading was 
evoked ; Pope’s works and a collection of letters by the best prose-writers 
of Queen Anne’s time set young Bums assiduously scribbling at the age 
of twelve. At thirteen he went for a few weeks to a school in Dalrymple 
to improve his penmanship ; at fourteen a like brief period was spent 
with hb first tutor, in Ayr, in tlic study of English, French (which in course 
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of time he could read with some facility), and Ladn, in which he never 
got beyond the rudiments. At seventeen he attended a school at Kirk- 
oswald for the study of mensuration, and die few months spent there 
completed all the orthodox education he was ever to have. 

Its spasmodic character was unavoidably due to the straitened circum¬ 
stances of the Bumes family. Ill-fortune attended every effort of William 
Bumes to improve his social condition ; having left the Alloway cottage 
and croft to lease, in succession, the farms of Mount Ohphant and Lochlea, 
he failed with both, and in 1784 died of consumpdon. 

Anticipating the failure with Lochlea, Robert and his brother Gilbert, 
three mondis before their father’s death, took the farm of Mossgiel, wliich 
was stocked with the individual savings of the whole family, who 
wrought upon its cold and grudging acres for four years, during which 
the two brothers allowed themselves each only ^7 per annum of wages. 

If Mossgiel gave a wretched retunj to husbandry, it was fertile enough 
in poetry. Bums was now twenty-five years of age. For ten years, in 
his hours of remission from hard manual labour on his father’s holdings, 
he had read widely and wisely. He had shone in the rustic debates of 
young men’s “ mutual improvement ” societies, had been shedding his 
native shyness and gaucherie at masonic gatherings and village dances; 
had gained self-assurance from manifold opportunities for pitting his 
native wit and logic against the academic dogmas of many social superiors. 
From early manliood he had manifestly been an ideaUst and a sentimentahst, 
acutely responsive to feminine charms, and his first verses were a tribute at 
fifteen years of age to a girl whose singing in the harvest field had enrap¬ 
tured him. A second platonic charmer, when he was but seventeen, had 
“ overset his trigonometry and sent him off from his studies at a tangent.” 
At twenty-two he was more genuinely in love with Alison Begbic, a servant- 
maid on a neighbouring farm ; wrote three poems to her, proposed to 
marry her, and was rejected. 

The heroine of “ Sweet Afton ” is supposed to have been Mary Campbell, 
the poet’s “ Highland Mary.” 

Flow gently, sweet Afton ! among thy green braes; 

Flow gently. I’ll sing thee a song in thy praise ; 

My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro’ the glen. 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds, in yon thorny den. 

Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear ; 

I charge you, disturb not my slumbering Fair. 

To the untimely death of Mary Campbell we owe his “ Address to 
Mary in Heaven,” written on the third anniversary of her death. The 
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poet’s wife noticed that towards the darkening he grew sad and wandered 
into the barnyard, “ where his Jean found him lying on some straw with 
his eyes fixed on a shining star. Immediately on entering the house he 
sat down and wrote the Imes, ‘ To Mary in Heaven,’ and gave them to 
his wife.” 

Thou ling’ring star, with less’ning ray. 

That lov’st to greet the early morn. 

Again thou usher’st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 

Sce’st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 

That sacred hour can I forget. 

Can I forget the hallow’d grove. 

Where, by the winding Ayr, we met. 

To live one day of parting love ! 

Eternity can not efface 
Those records dear of transports past. 

Thy image at our last embrace. 

Ah ! little thought we ’twas our last ! 

The wcU-known plaintive song, “ The Banks o’ Doon,” was suggested 
by an unhappy love-affair which, however, was not one of the poet s own. 

Ye banks and braes o’ bonic Doon, 

How can ye bloom sac fresh and fair ? 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sac weary, fu’ o’ care ? 

Thou’lt break my heart, tliou warbling bird, 

That wantons thro’ the flowering thorn : 

Thou mindst me o’ departed joys, 

Departed never to retuni. 

Aft hae I rov’d by bonie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 

And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve, 

And fondly sae did I o’ mine ; 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree ! 

And my fause Luver staw my rose. 

But ^ ! he left the thorn wi’ me. 

His local renown, however, began with no love-lyrics, naturally not 
for general circulation, but with satirical onslaughts upon the Calvinistic 
bigotry which at the time, not in Ayrshire only, but all over Scotland, 
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denied to the faithful the very elements of culture and intellectual freedom, 
and set the country half-mad with polemical controversies. 

“ The first of my poetic offspring that saw the light," wrote Bums in 
after years, “ was a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel between two reverend 
Calvinists, both of them dramatis person* in my ‘ Holy Fair.’ ’’ This was 
“ The Holy TuLde ” or “ Twa Herds,” a daring enough intrusion on the 
sacred precincts of the Kirk, but being purely penonal in its application 
it was not as irritant in its effect as the satire which followed—“ Holy 
Willie’s Prayer ’’—in which, wliile one real man alone was pilloried, he 
was obviously portrayed, in all his pietistic hypocrisy, as typical of a class 
which too often ruled the Kirk Sessions. The dovecots of the Kirk were 
ruffled even more by “ The Holy Fair ’’ which followed—a Teniers-like 
depictation of unseemly features attending the rustic festival to which the 
annual celebration of the Lord’s Supper had, in certain parishes, degenerated. 

Lockhart, in his incomparably fine Life of Bums, would seem to deplore 
the ruthless irreverence with which the poet dealt with those ugly aspects 
of life among the orthpdox about him. But Lockhart was a son of the 
manse, to that extent prejudiced against its criticism, and not yet far enough 
removed from tlie period of wliich Burns wrote to recognise, as Scotland 
universally does to^ay, that the poet in truth was doing die Christian 
Church, though rudely, a cleansing service. 

Bums, essentially, was a man of religious temperament, which docs 
not always imply perfect Christian practice. Atheism, and a materialistic 
conception of the universe, seem never to have entered into his mind ; 
and piety manifest in humility and tenderness, in upright walk and earnest 
conversation, in the Covenanters’ martyrdom, or the devotion of family 
wonhip, in him found always chords responsive. “ That the same man 
should have produced ‘ The Cottar’s Saturday Night ’ and the ‘ Holy Fair ’ 
about the same time will ever continue to move wonder and regret,” says 
Lockhart, whose assurance on this point looks curiously ill-founded to-day. 

It was, without question, an unorthodox and fairly fiec-living section 
of the Ayrsliire bourgeoisie which most applauded these early satires of 
the poet, and included die closest of his friends. It was probably as the 
mordant critic of the “ unco’ guid ” they understood him best, and laid 
the foundation of liis renown ; other aspects of Bums could only have 
appeared to them, if at all with approval, when he published his first book. 


§2 


In 1786, when he was twenty-seven years of age, convinced that Mossgiel 
could at its best give only a meagre substance to so large a family. Burns 
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decided to abandon the plough and try his fortune in the West Indies, 
where many of his countrymen were plantation managers. A post was 
secured for him, but he had not sufficient money to pay his passage to 
Jamaica, and to secure this he set about publishing his first book from the 
press of a Kilmarnock printer. Three hundred subscribers were got, and 
an edition of six hundred copies was printed and sold at three shillings. 
Copies of this Kilmarnock edition have, in recent times, sold at remark¬ 
able prices : in one case at least at ;{^iooo. Bums from the entire sales 
made about ^20, with which he was by no means ill-satisfied. 

In this Kilmarnock edition, almost every literary faculty of the poet 
was manifest; had it never had a successor it would have been sufficient 
to secure his permanent reputation in Scotland as a real bardic singer in 
the authentic national tradition. It was unmistakably a work of genius, 
of extraordinary technical accomplishment, and brilliant enough to warrant 
all the applause it met with. There was in it not only far more vital human 
stuff than in any Scottish poet who had gone before him, but a fresh spirit 
peculiarly acceptable to his times. 

There was much of a journalist in Bums’s composition (indeed, he was 
once offered a joumaUstic post in London !), and his lighter verse, like much 
of Byron and Pope, was topical, for its appeal depending on the whims, 
events, and passions of the hour. 

What charmed his compatriots most in the Kilmarnock edition, there 
is no question, was its outspokenness, which spared no social sham, no 
pohdcal injustice, derided the pompous “ elected person,” proclaimed the 
dignity of the humblest kind of labour, shot thunderbolts of sly invective and 
idealism across a landscape sombre with superstitions social and ecclesiastic. 


Is there for honest Poverty 
That hings his head, an’ a’ tliat; 
The coward slave—we pass liim by. 
We dare be poor for a’ that ! 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that. 

Our toils obscure an’ a’ diat. 

The rank is but the guinea’s stamp. 
The Man’s the gowd for a’ that. 


What though on hamcly fare we dine. 
Wear hoddin grey, an’ a’ that; 

Gic fools their silks, and knaves dieir wine, 
A Man’s a Man for a’ that: 

For a’ diat, an’ a’ that. 

Their tinsel show, an’ a’ diat; 

The honest man, tho’ e’er sae poor. 

Is king o’ men for a’ that. 
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There are but a few lyrics in the Kilmarnock edition, and these are far 
from his best in that field—the bulk of die book is made up of fearlessly 
heterodox lampoons, bacchic poems on Scots drink, pawky and witty 
rhymed episdes to his friends wherein all his young, wild, gallant philosophy 
of life came out in terms delidouslv frank and nadve—me confidences of 
a fine fellow in a warm expansive hour ; thoughts humane and tender of 
sheep, and mice, and old mares and daisies. 

The wider fame of the poet was established instandy by this collection 
of his verse, most of it written in a few winter months in Mossgiel; he 
was no longer singer of a parish, but Caledonian Bard. There were in it 
poems which in their vein, for spontaneity, gusto, and sheer native inspira¬ 
tion, he was never to surpass—‘*^Thc Twa Dogs,” “ Address to the Deil,” 
“ Death and Dying Words of Poor MaUie,” ‘°The Auld Farmer’s Saluta¬ 
tion to his Auld Mare Maggie,” “ Scotch Drink,” “ To a Mouse,” “ To a 
Mountain Daisy.” 


Wee modest, crimson-tipped ilow’r, 

Thou’st met me in an evil hour ; 

For I maun crush aniang die stourc 

Thy slender stem : 

To spare thee now is past my pow’r. 

Thou bonic gem. 

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield. 

High shelt’ring woods and wa’s maun shield ; 

But thou, beneadi die randon bield 

O’ clod or stane. 

Adorns the hisdc sdbble field. 

Unseen, alane. 

“ Hallowe’en ” was the happiest and most observant and humorous 
description of old superstitious revels. 

Not all of Bums’s finislicd manuscripts figured in the Kilmarnock 
edition ; it was apparently a judicious and representative selection from 
a much larger body of accomplished verse already executed, and left out, 
for example, the “ Cantata ” called “ The JoUy Beggars,” that “ puissant 
and splendid production,” as Matthew Arnold called it, wherein old gangrel 
life and character, studied in a Mauchline tavern, found expression in a 
sequence of songs, dramatic, humorous, descriptive, ail composed in 
moments of true lyrical elation. 

The success of the Kilmarnock edition put an end to the poet’s project 
of emigration. For the preparation of a new edition (his Kilmarnock 
publisher would not risk a second), he was induced to go to Edinburgh, 
where his fame had preceded him. For six months he lodged in the Scottish 
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capital in very humble quarten with an old Ayrshire friend, and found 
himself the lion of a season in a society then really metropolitan, com¬ 
prising a genuine aristocracy of lineage and intellect. A robust figure, 
5ft. 10 in. in height, with a slight stoop, due doubtless to years of toil in 
the plough-stilts ; dark-haired, with keen black glowing eyes such as Walter 
Scott declared he had never seen in any other jperson ; his conversa¬ 
tion free, unaffected, ever interesting; his dress ‘ midway between the 
holiday costume of a farmer and that of the company with which he now 
associated "—^Bums got Edinburgh’s complete approval. 

An association of the most distinguished members of the northern 
aristocracy—the Caledonian Hunt—handsomely subscribed to his second 
edition, which brought liim about four hundred pounds. 

It may be surmised, however, that for Edinburgh his ^clat was that of 
the rustic prodigy, with little conception that his name and fame would 
long outlive those of the most notable men who patronised him. No 
serious attempt was made by anyone in the Uterary and fashionable coteries 
to rescue this young man of rare and obvious genius fi:om a condition 
of life so incongruous with his gifts and liis accomplishments. He returned 
to Mossgiel and Jean Armour, who had borne him twins some months 
before, and whom in the following year he married—a partner from whom 
till the day of his death he doubtless got more domestic happiness than he 
could have got from Mrs. Maclehose, the Edinburgh grass-widow, to whose 
" Clarinda ” he played “ Sylvander ” in a correspondence which, in its 
style and insincerity, showed that the influence of the epistolary art of the 
period of Queen Anne was anything but salutary. 

It was during the honeymoon diat Bums wrote “ Of a’ the Airts the 
Wind can Blaw,’’ out of compliment to his wife : 

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

1 dearly like the west. 

For there die bonie lassie hves. 

The lassie I lo’e best: 

There wild-woods grow, and rivers row. 

And mony a hill between : 

But day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ my Jean. 

1 sec her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 

I hear her in the tunefu’ birds, 

1 hear her charm the air : 

There’s not a bonie flower that springs. 

By fountain, shaw, or green ; 

There’s not a bonie bird uat 
mWts me o' my Jean. 
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With his Jean he took a farm at Ellisland in Dumfriesshire, on the banks 
of the Nith, delightfully situated—but a poet’s selection rather than a shrewd 
farmer’s. Here, among many other poems, which augmented his fame, he 
composed his famous “Tam o’ Shanter,’’ wherein are concentrated all 
the best natural qualities of his verse. It was first pubUshcd in Edinburgh 
periodicals in 1791 ; after the Edinburgh second edition, indeed, Bums 
seemed content to disseminate his poems, or let his friends first print them, 
through such commercially unprofitable channels, or to send tlicm gratis 
to compilers of song miscellanies. He regarded “ Tam o’ Shanter ’’ as his 
best work, an estimate with which most discerning critics have agreed. 
It was written while he was still a farmer, though eking out his livelihood 
in the service of King George as a probationary “ gauger ’’ or exciseman. 
In 1791 he gave up his farm, became wholly an exciseman for a salary of 
^'jo a year, and took up residence in Dumfries. 

Dumfries itself was a town of taverns, and meridian drams, and rude 
nodes ambrosiance, and Bums too readily fell into its dissipated habits. 
There is every reason to believe, however, that his disrepute on this account 
has been considerably exaggerated ; his work was always carefully and 
conscientiously done to the satisfaction of his superiors; there was no 
suggestion of domestic unhappiness, and his correspondence up till liis 
latter days betrays no evidence of a mind distracted from a decent man’s 
ideals and dudes. 

Bums died on July 21,1796 as the result of rheumatic fever, just when 
an excise coUectorship was in sight for him and “ a life ot hterary leisure 
with a decent competence.” He was only thirty-seven years of age. He 
had not long enough survived to see more than a mere fraction of his 
poetry in collected form, and after his “ crowded hour of glorious life 
in Edinburgh, there had been litde beyond the encouragement of a few 
private correspondents to help his confidence in the permanent value of 
his work. The full extent of his achievement was far from being compre¬ 
hended by his countrymen, though liis death created a genuine sentiment of 
national bereavement. He had, on his death-bed, playfully requested that 
the “ awkward squad ” of his Volunteer Company should not fire over 
his grave; incongmous miUtary pomp attended his funeral, but the 
“ awkward squad ” whose blundering he could not anticipate was first 
manifest in his earUest biographers, Currie and Walker, who were influenced 
by every scrap of malicious gossip they could find regarding him. 

§3 

When the poems and songs of Bums in their entirety, and a consider¬ 
able body of his correspondence, were published after his death, the 
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extraordinary nature of the man and the full scope of his poetical genius 
were for the first time manifest to the world. No Engluh poet of his 
century questioned his claim to rank among the greatest of lyric singers, 
and Goeme pronounced him first of lyrists in virtue of the two hunted 
and fifty songs which he wrote or rescued &om rags, squalor, and indecency 
to adorn and transfigure. 

This generous acceptance of the genius of Bums far beyond his own 
country was the more remarkable since understanding and appreciation 
must, in such cases, inevitably have been hampered by the Scots vernacular in 
which all the best of his work was written. That he could write impeccable 
and stylish English both in verse and prose is amply demonstrated, but he 
was unquestionably happiest and at his best in his native language, whose 
use by confirmed its magic power, as in the old Border B^lads (for 
which he cared so little), to evoke visions and emotions not so readily 
responsive to well-wom, too fiimiliar English. 

He was in the true line of descent, as a poet, fi-om Barbour and Dunbar 
and the old Scots “ makars ” generally ; yet his moods of emulation were 
roused by poets more modem—Fergusson and Ramsay, and many others 
much less well-known to fame. His favourite metrical measure was the rime 
COU& of old Alexander Scott’s “ Complaint Aganis Cupid,” revived by Sir 
Robert Sempill in “ Habbie Simpson ” ; it is the stave of many of his 
poems, including the prophetic “ Daisy.” 

Ev’n thou who moum’st the Daisy’s fate. 

That fate is thine—no distant date ; 

Stem Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate, 

Full on thy bloom. 

Till crush'd beneath.the furrow’s weight, 

Shall be thy doom ! 

The same responsiveness to ancient Scots metrical airs is seen in his partiality 
for the refrain form of 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures 
Could make us happy lang ; 

The heart aye’s the part aye 
That makes us ri^t or wrang— 

a measure whereof Alexander Montgomerie is supposed to have been 
inventor in the sixteenth century in “ The Bankis of Helicon ” and “ The 
Cherry and the Slae.” 

He was no Puritan ; yet though coarse he was never vu^ar,” as 
Byron put it, and, called upon by Thomson to provide songs for parlour 
audiences, he cleansed mdc old ditties; sometimes in no more than a 
phrase or couplet found " the soul of good in all things evil,” and re-created 
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lyrics that express the purest love, the loftiest ecstasy. Yet unquestionably 
the best of his songs owe nothing to earlier models. Among these should 
be classified “ Mary Morison ” : 

O Mary, at tliy window be, 

It is the wish’d, the trysted liour ! 

Those smiles and glances let me see. 

That makes tlie miser’s treasure poor ! 

How blythely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frae sun to sun ; 

Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morison. 
or, 

O my luve is hkc a red, red rose 
That’s newly sprung in June ; 

O my luve is like the melodic 
That’s sweetly played in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnic lass. 

So deep in luve am I; 

And I will luve thee still, my dear. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry. 
or, 

Ac fond kiss and then we sever ; 

Ac farewcel, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge dice, 

Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 

Had we never loved sae kindly. 

Had we never loved sae blindly. 

Never met—or never parted. 

We bad ne’er been broken-hearted. 

In Bums’s immediate predecessors, the old ballad atmosphere of romance 
was negligible or wholly absent, in spite of their preoccupation with Prince 
Charlie and the Jacobites. He, too, was Jacobite, when the wind of senti¬ 
ment lay in that direction, though a man more unlikely to approve of 
the Stuarts as they actually were would be hard to find. Romance is 
best inspired, not by the contemplation of drastics or heroic figures, but 
by conception of the mystic grandeur of simple acts and simple words 
and gestures in the great cruces of life. To these was the genius of Bums 
ever responsive, as in— 

It was a’ for out rightfu’ king. 

We left fair Scotland’s strand ; 

It was a’ for our rightfu’ king. 

We e’er saw Irish land, my dear. 

We e’er saw Irish land. 
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Now a’ is done that men can do. 

And a’ is done in vain ; 

My love and native land, fareweel ! 

For I maun cross the main, iny dear ; 

For I maun cross the main. 

He turned him right, and round about. 

Upon the Irish shore. 

And gae his bridle-reins a shake. 

With Adieu for evermore, my dear ; 

With Adieu for evermore ! 

The lyric cry of such verse transcends mere incidents in liistory, and, 
without any associated historical ideas to help out its significance, finds its 
way to the human heart. So, too, one may be indifierent to the fate of a 
sheep-stealer, yet experience the same proud human solace as in Henley’s 
“ Captain of My Soul ” in “ Macpherson’s Farewell ” ; 

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretch’s destinic ! 

Macpherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows-tree. 

Sae rantingly, sac wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gacd he ; 

He play’d a spring, and danc’d it round 
Below the gallows-tree. 

O what is dcatli but parting breath ? 

On mony a bloody plain 

I’ve dar’d his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again. 

Passionate love of country ; genuine sympathy widi all animate things ; 
emotional response to nature in every mood and aspect; revolt against 
anciently accepted bonds—religious, social, and poUtical; fearless inde¬ 
pendence ; a clairvoyant sense of all that is implied in racial sentiment; 
unaifected and masterly use of the vernacular speech, and the power to 
combine the loftiest reflections with true wit and humour—these arc the 
quaUties in Bums that put him first among all creative artists in the hearts 
of Scottish people. He is a nation’s poet in the most rigid sense, hors con~ 
cours, and without any prospect of a successor. No Scotsman—even in 
the Gaehc highlands, for which Bums never wrote—can escape coming 
under his influence even to-day, when the vulgarity of the music-halls 
comes quickly to the remotest glens. The Ayrshire poet did not fulfil 
the magnificent promise of that first Kilmamock book, but in his later 
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phase as songster he produced undying lyrics that took the heart of the 
world by storm. 

We^may fitly conclude this short survey by quoting a tribute from 
Carlyle’s famous essay : 

If we take into account the immense variety of his subjects; how, 
from the loud flowing, revel in ‘ WiUie brew’d a Peck o’ Maut,’ to the still, 
rapt enthusi^ni of sadness of * Mary in Heaven ’; from the glad kind 
greeting of ‘ Auld Lang Syne,’ or the comic archness of ‘ Duncan Gray,’ 
to the fire-eyed fury of ‘ Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,’ he has found a 
tone and words for every mood of man’s heart,—it will seem a small 
praise if we rank him as the first of all our Song-writers ; for we know 
not where to find one worthy of being second to him. . . . 

“ His Songs are already part of Ae mother-tongue, not of Scotland 
only, but of Britain, and of Ae millions that in all ends of the earth speak 
a British language. In hut and hall, as the heart unfolds itself in many- 
coloured Joy and woe of existence, the name, the voice of that joy and that 
woe, is the name and voice which Burns has given tlicm. Strictly speaking, 
perhaps no British man has so deeply affected the dioughts and feelings 
of so many men, as this sohtary and altogether private individual, with 
means apparently the humblest.” 


§4 

JAMES HOGG 

James Hogg, “ the Ettrick Shepherd,” mainly owes his place among 
the poets of liis country as the author of “ The Queen’s Wake.” The 
greater part ofhis work, however, is of second or diird merit. Hogg was first 
a shepherd and then a sheep farmer among the hills of Ettrick and Yarrow. 

The following note in Hogg’s AutMography is interesting. He had 
just heard of the death of Robert Bums : “ Every day I pondered on the 
genius and fate of Bums. I wept, and always thought with myself—what 
is to hinder me from succeeding Bums ? I, too, was bom on the 25th of 
January, and I have much more time to read and compose than any plough¬ 
man could have, and can sing more old songs than ever ploughman could 
in the world. But then I wept again because I could not write. However, 
I resolved to be a poet, and to follow in the steps of Bunu. . . .” 

Hogg’s association with Sir Walter Scott in collecting material for the 
Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border spurred him to imitation of the old work, and 
it seems mote than likely that he put matter of his own into the Minstrelsy. 

His school education was of a meagre kind ; indeed, Hogg has said 
that although he composed with ease he found the actual writing out of 
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Jiis composition a difficult task, as he had forgotten the little of the art of 
writing that he had ever learned. He practised writing, however, on the 
hillside, scratching the letters on large slate stones. Quite his best work is 
“ Kilmeny,” the Thirteenth Bard’s song from The Queen’s Wake. 

Bonnie Kilmeny gaed up the glen ; 

But it wasna to meet Duneira s men. 

Nor the rosy monk of the isle to see. 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

It was only to hear the yorlin sing. 

And pu’ the cress-flower round the spring. 

The scarlet hypp and the hind-berrye, 

And the nut tltat hung frae the hazel tree ; 

For Kilmeny was pure as pure could be. 

But lang may her ininny took o’er the wa’; 

And lang may she seek i’ the greenwood shaw ; 

Lang the laird o’ Duneira blame. 

And lang, lang greet or Kilmeny come hame ! 

This story of the fairy-captured Kilmeny is sheer magic. Hogg was a 
lyrical poet of fine grain. Everyone knows liis “ Skylark ” : 

Bird of the wilderness, 

Blithesome and cumberless. 

Sweet be thy matin o’er moorland and lea ! 

Emblem of happiness. 

Blest is thy dwelling-place 
Oh, to abide in the desert with tliee ! 

Wild is thy lay and loud. 

Fat in tlie downy cloud. 

Love gives it energy, love gave it birtli. 

Where, on thy dewy wing. 

Where art thou journeying ? 

Tyh lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

O’er fell and fountain sheen. 

O’er moor and mountain green. 

O’er the red streamer that heralds the day. 

Over the cloudlet dim. 

Over the rainbow’s rim. 

Musical cherub, soar, singing, away ! 

“ To the Comet of i8ii ” is less familiar : 

Oh, on thy rapid prow to glide ! 

To sail the boundless skies with thee. 

And plough the twinkling stars aside. 

Like foam-bells on a tranquil sea ! 

374 



ROBERT BURNS 


To brush the embers from the sun, 

The icicles from off the pole, 

Then far to other systems run. 

Where other moons and planets roll! 

Several of Hogg s songs of a national character maintain a great 
popularity, such as ‘ Cam’ ye by Athol,” “ Flora Macdonald’s Farewell,” 
and Come o er the Stream, Charlie.” Hogg died in 1835 and was buried 
in Ettrick Churchyard, where rest his shepherd ancestors. 

Several other of the minor poets of the period belonged to the coimtry- 
side and so were outside tire main stream, but were import-int in this dawn of 
true nature poetry. Such, preeminently, was George Crabbe of Aldeburgh 
(i754-i8p). In The Village he gave a realistic picture of rural England. 
“ Nature’s sternest painter, yet her best,” Byron called him, and tliough 
this praise is exaggerated this verse-noveUst of the peasantry was a pioneer 
of realism in an age of the artificial pastoral. Twenty years after The Village 
he published The Borough, a poem in twenty-four parts; and after further 
long silences. Tales and Tales of the Hall, llenjamin Britten’s opera, Peter 
Grimes, based on one of the characters in The Borough, has drawn fresh 
attention to this fine poet and story-teller. The work of Robert Bloomfield 
(1768-1823) and John Chare (1793-1864) must also be mentioned. Both 
were, like Crabbe, portrayers of the rural scene and tlic peasantry. Both 
struggled desperately to establish themselves as authors, and so escape the 
poverty of the country ; both died insane. Clare, whose work has been 
edited by Edmimd Blunden, is the better poet. WilUam Barnes (1801-1886), 
the dialect poet of Dorset, with his passion for English unaffected by classical 
words or forms, survives for his quaintness, and for a certain lyricism and a 
truth to his country types. 


READING LIST 

Robert Burns : 

There are numerous good editions of Burns’s Poems, especially depend¬ 
able being that in the Oxford Poets (Oxford University Press). 
For a critical study of Robert Bums, Carlyle’s Essay may be mentioned. 
The best biographical study is Robert Bums, by J. de L. Ferguson 
(Oxford Univenity Press). 

James Hogg : 

The Poems of James Hogg, edited by W. Wallace (Pitman). 

For both of these men, sec also Oliver Elton’s Survey of English 
Literature; 1780-1830 (Arnold). 
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THE LITERATURE THAT MADE THE REVOLUTION 

VOLTAIEB 

G enerally, it may be said that during the long reign of Louis XV, 
who had all his great-grandfather’s vices, and none of his qualities 
of dignity and statesmanship, France was miserably misgoverned and 
over-taxed. There was no justice for the poor, no freedom of speech, 
no efficiency in administration ; the nobility had lost its interest in letters, 
to a large extent the Church had abandoned its divine mission ; the armies 
were starved, with die consequence that the victories of the seventeenth 
century were followed by constant defeats in the eighteenth. It was in 
this atmosphere that the literature of revolt sprang into being. It began 
with Montesquieu, whose Lettres Persanes ate a series of gay, light-hearted 
correspondence supposed to be written by Persian travellers in Paris, wittily 
describing the corruption of French life, and making serious suggestions 
for more satisfactory government. 

Voltaire was five years younger than Montesquieu. His real name 
was Francois Arouet, and he was bom in Paris in 1694. His father was a 
well-to-do notary, and he was educated by the Jesuits. His schooldays 
were tempestuous. One of his early exploits was to write a poem 
in which Moses was denounced as an impostor. He quarrelled vtidi 
his father, and was introduced by his godfather into the dissipated 
society of Paris during the years that the Duke of Orleans was regent 
for Louis XV. 

Voltaire began his literary career by writing satirical verses which landed 
him in the Bastille in 1716. He was imprisoned for a year. During the 
next six years he travelled over half Europe, and in 1725 he was again in 
the Bastille, this time for challenging an obscure but influential duke with 
whom he had quarrelled. After another six months in prison Voltaire 
was ordered to leave Paris, and he landed in England in the middle of 
May 1726. Before thi» visit to England, which had a vital efiect on his 
future work, Voltaire had written poetry which is nowadays never read, 
and melodramas that had nothing more than a topical value. 

Eighteenth-century France regarded Voltaire’s epic, the Henriade, as 
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comparable to the achievements of Homer and Virgil; but Professor Saints- 
bury has well described it as “ declamatory in tone, tedious in action, and 
commonplace in character.” In England Voltaire met the Walpoles, 
Bohngbroke, Congreve, and Pope. He studied English life minutely. In 
his letters to France he described the manners of the Quakers, and the new 
inoculation against disease. He learned to read English easily, and he not 
only read Shakespeare, Dryden, and Swift, but he also studied Newton 
and Locke, the philosophic founder of democracy. He was immensely 
impressed with the freedom of thought that existed in England, and with 
the respect paid to men of letten. 

Voltaire stayed in England for tlirec years. Lord Morley has said : 
“ He left France a poet, he returned to it a sage.” His English letters were 
published soon after his return to Paris. His incidental criticisms of the 
established order in France and his contempt for orthodoxy caused a warrant 
to be issued for liis arrest. This time he took refuge in Lorraine, where 
he spent most of his time until 1740, busy writing drama and poetry. In 
this year he had his first interview with Frederick the Great of Prussia, 
with whom he had already had a long correspondence. Five years later 
Voltaire began another short residence in Paris. Madame de Pompadour 
had become his friend, and tlirough her influence he obtained the position 
of historiographer-royal, with a salary of two thousand hvres a year. 
Louis XV, however, who was no fool, was never deceived by Voltaire’s 
mock homage, and his court favour was short-lived. 

In 1751 Voltaire left Paris to make his famous stay with Frederick of 
Prussia in Berlin. Frederick, one of the most unpleasant monarchs in 
history, delighted in attracting literary men to Potsdam, but their lot there 
was not a happy one. As Macaulay said ; “ The poorest author of that 
time in London sleeping on a bulk, dining in a cellar, with a cravat of 
paper, and a skewer for a fork, was a happier man tlian any of the literary 
inmates of Frederick’s court.” 

Voltaire was now fifty-seven. Great as was his reputation in his own 
country, he was unhappy and dissatisfied that his dramas were not con¬ 
sidered equal to those of Corneille and Racine. In Berlin he believed he 
would find fuller appreciation. His reception was regal, but the friendship 
between the most powerful monarch in Europe anal the greatest wit did 
not last very long. Frederick was frugal, Voltaire was greedy ; Frederick 
was arrogant, so was the Frenchman. On one occasion the king sent 
Voltaire some of his venes, asking him for corrections and criticism. 
“ See,” said Voltaire, “ what a quantity of his dirty linen the king has sent 
me to wash.” 

Finally Voltaire fled from Prussia and settled in the Chateau Femey, 
near Lake Geneva, which became his permanent home until the end of 
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his life. He lived to be eighty-four. The most considerable of his writing 
during the latter part of his life was his famous novel Candide, in whitm, 
in the form of a diary of travel, Voltaire exposes the “ sins and savagery 
of the times ” witli a sustained irony unmatched in literature, and with 
what A. B. Walkley has called an “ impish glee.” 

Lytton Strachey says of Voltaire: “ He was the most egotistical of 
mortals, and the most disinterested; he was graspingly avaricious, and 
profusely generous ; he was treacherous, mischievous, frivolous, and mean ; 
yet he was a firm friend and a true benefactor, profoundly serious and 
inspired by the noblest enthusiasms.” 

Considering Voltaire as a writer. Lord Morley says : “ Voltaire was a 
stupendous power, not only because liis expression was incomparably 
lucid, or even because his sight was exquisitely keen and clear, but because he 
saw many new things, after wliich tlie spirits of others were imconsciously 
groping and dumbly yearning.” 

Voltaire is regarded in France as the most French of all their men of 
letters. His style is the French ideal of writing, clear yet coloured, strong 
and simple, always with the wittiest and lightest touch, yet rising witli a 
noble subject into noble heights. To this style of liis, forever modulating, 
every kind of hterature came ahke—histories, stories, letters, satires, epi¬ 
grams. Above all, it lent itself to that supreme power of raillery which 
gained for liim the name of the Great Mocker—raillery against the things 
he hated—priests, kings, tyrants, and oppressors ; against the enemies of 
the things he fought for—God, love, pity, Uberty of tliought and action, 
the right of every man to call his soul his own. It may be remarked that 
Voltaire, who is often called an atheist, passed his Ufe in fighting the 
atheistic doctrines of most of his contemporaries, and that he built a church 
witli the inscription “ Dedicated by Voltaire to God.” “ No other church,” 
he remarked, “ is dedicated to God, but to the Saints. I prefer to serve 
tlic Master ratlier than tlie valets.” 

Voltaire may be called, with some propriety, the Swift of France. Like 
Swift, he mocked and railed; as witli Swift, die vast bulk of his themes 
were but of passing interest and are now left unread ; hke Swift, liis most 
enduring works arc satires in the form of stories. Gulliver’s Travels have 
their counterpart in Candide and Zadig. And it is probable that these will 
continue to be read, if but as masterpieces of story-telling, as long as the 
two languages endure. 

In the sUghtest trifles of Voltaire, in writing or in conversation, his 
style comes flashing forth. The bust of the Abb6 de Saint-Pierre was 
pronomiced a speaking likeness. “ Not speaking,” said Voltaire, “ or it 
would have said something silly.” “ I wish the Germans,” he remarked 
on another occasion, “ more wit and fewer consonants.” He made the 
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prettiest compliments and wrote tlie prettiest drawing-room verses of any 
poet of his time. Here is an example : 

Last night in sleep I seemed a king, 

A crown of gold was mine, 

And mine a more delightful thing — 

1 loved a maid divine ; 

A maid, my darling, like to dice ; 

And lo, when sleep had flown 
The best of these he left to me— 

I only lost my throne ! 

This same light touch which he displayed in trifles comes out in liis more 
serious work. One or two examples will suflFicc as well as many to i't)nvey 
an idea of the style which has given Voltaire his unique place in the world 
of letters. 


In rescuing his lady, Sernire, from a troop of brigands, Zadig received an 
arrow near the eye. The wound was deep, an abscess formed, and tlic eye itself 
was tlireatened. Messengers were despatched to Memphis to fetch the celebrated 
doctor Hermes, who arrived in due course with a train of servants. 1 le paid a 
visit to the wounded man, and pronounced that he would lose his eye ; be even 
predicted the exact day and hour when die sad event would happen. " If it 
had been the tight eye,” he declared, “ I could have saved it; but wounds in 
the left eye are incurable.” All Babylon, while they pitied Zadig, were filled 
with admiration of the doctor’s wisdom. Two days later, the abscess broke of 
its own accord, and Zadig was as well as ever. The learned doctor wrote a 
book to prove that he had no business to recover and ought to h.ave lost his eye. 

Here is a passage which not only shows Voltaire as a story-teller at his 
best, but reveals Ae fact that he was a Sherlock Holmes born before his 
time. 


One day when Zadig was walking near a litde wood he saw the Queen s 
chief attendants and several ofiicers miming towards him. He noticed that tliey 
were in great anxiety, for they ran about as if they were quite bewildered, look¬ 
ing for something of great value which they had lost. ^When they^yame up to 
him the chief Eunuch said : “ Have you seen the Queen’s pet dog ? ” 

Zadig rephed, “ Is it a little female dog ? ” 

“ You are tight,” said the Eunuch. 

“ It is a very small spaniel,” added Zadig ; “ she has recenOy had puppies, 
she has a limp of the left forefoot, and she has very long cars. 

“ You have seen her, then ? ” exclaimed the Eunuch joyfully. 

“ No,” replied Zadig, “ I have never seen her. I did not know that the Queen 

had such a dog.” i r i 

Precisely at the same time, by an extraordinary coincidence, tlie most beautilul 
horse in the King’s stable had escaped from the hands of die stable attendants 
and galloped out on the plains of Babylon. The Grand Vizier and aU die other 
officers ran after it with as much anxiety as the first Eunuch after the spaniel. 
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The Grand Viaer addressed himself to Zadig, and asked him if he had seen the 
King’s horse pass. Zadig replied, “ It is a horse which gallops to perfection ; 
it is five feet high, with very small hoofs. It has a tail three and a half feet long ; 
the bit of its bridle is of twenty-thrce-carat gold ; its shoes are of silver.” 

“ What road has it taken ? Where is it ? ” demanded the Vizier. 

“ I have never seen it,” replied Zadig, “ and I have never heard it spoken of.” 

The Grand Vizier and the first Eunuch had no doubt that Zadig nad stolen 
the King’s horse and the Queen’s dog. They had him conveyed before the 
Great Desterhan, who condemned him to the luiout and to pass the rest of his 
days in Siberia. The judgment had scarcely been pronounced when the horse 
and the dog were found. The Judges were under the sad necessity of reversing 
their judgment, but diey condenmed Zadig to pay four hundred ounces of gold 
for having said that he had never seen what he had seen. He was first obliged 
to pay this fine ; after which he was permitted to plead his cause before the council 
of the Great Desterhan. He spoke in these terms : 

“ This is what happened to me. I was walking towards the little wood, 
where I lately encountered the venerable Eunuch and the most illustrious Grand 
Vizier. I had seen on die sand the traces of an animal, and I had easily judged that 
they were those of a little dog. The light and die long furrows imprinted on die 
little eminences of the sand between the traces of the feet showed me that it was 
a female that had lately given birth to pups. Other traces wliich appeared to 
have continually raised the surface of the sand by the side of the front feet told 
me that she had long cars. As I remarked that the sand was always less crushed 
by one foot than by the three others, I understood that the dog of our august 
Queen was, if I may dare say so, a little lame. 

“ With regard to the King’s horse, you must know that while I was walking 
in the roads of this wood I perceived the marks of the hoofs of a horse. They 
were all at equal distances. ‘ Here,’ said I, ‘ is a horse which gallops perfeedy.’ 
The dust of die trees in a narrow route only seven feet broad was brushed off 
here and there, to right and left, at three and half feet from the middle of the 
road. ‘ This horse,’ 1 added, ‘ has a tail of three and half feet long, which, by 
its movements right and left, has scattered the dust.’ I had seen under die trees, 
which formed a canopy five feet high, newly fallen leaves from the branches, 
and I knew that this horse had touched them, and therefore it was five feet high. 
As to the bridle, it must be of twenty-thrce-carat gold, for it had rubbed its nit 
against a stone, and 1 had made the assay of it. I judged, finally, by the marks 
which its shoes had left on the pebbles of another kind, that it was shod widi 
silver of a fineness of twelve deniers.” 

Perhaps, as time goes on, the Great Mocker will become more and more 
regarded as the Great Amuser. 


§2 

DIDEROT AND THE BNCYCLOPiEDISTS 

The new ideas, the new knowledge, die whole spirit of revolt against 
misgovemment and superstition, found expression in the pages of the 
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famous Encyclopedia, the first volume of which was published in Paris 
in 1751 and the final volume in 1772. This great enterprise owed its 
existence to the energy and courage of Denis Diderot, who was born in 
1713. Like Voltaire, he was educated by the Jesuits, and his varied hterary 
life as playwright, novelist, and philosopher is second only in interest and 
importance to the careers of Voltaire and Rousseau. 

The Encyclopedia, with which Diderot’s name will always be connected, 
sprang from a publisher’s suggestion tliat Diderot should prepare a French 
edition of Epliraira Chambers’s Cyclopedia. But it expanded far beyond 
such limits. It covers tlie whole area of human diought and activity, 
emphasising the triumphs of Science and, to quote Lord Morley, asserting 
“ the democratic doctrine that it is the common people in die nadon 
whose lot ought to be the main concern of the nation’s government.” 
Diderot was assisted by a host of distinguished collaborators, the best- 
known of whom were BufTon, the famous naturalist, and Voltaire. As 
to the matiner in which this gigantic scheme was carried out, a letter of 
Voltaire’s to Diderot is of peculiar interest: “Your work is a kind of tower 
of Babel: things that are good, bad, true, false, grave, and gay, are all 
jumbled up together. There are articles which seem written by a drawing¬ 
room dandy, others by a scullion in the kitchen. The reader is carried 
from the boldest flight of thought to platitudes that turn him sick.” 

The Encyclopedia naturally gave offence to the upliolders of the old 
order, and the later volumes had to be produced clandestinely, and in con¬ 
stant fear of police interference, and at the end Diderot suffered tlie morti¬ 
fication of having all liis proofs mutilated without his knowledge by a 
timorous printer. 

The Encyclopedia was a great success, but Diderot’s earnings from it 
averaged only a hundred and twenty pounds a year for twenty years. 
He was an apostle of knowledge. His disbehef in revealed religion was as 
thorough as Voltaire’s and much more thorough than Rousseau’s. He 
thought that the world could be saved by knowledge and virtue. He 
translated Clarissa into French, and he was largely responsible for the 
popularity of Richardson’s novels in France in the latter half of the 
eighteenth century. 

Apart from the Encyclopedia, Le Nevett de Rameau is Diderot’s greatest 
achievement. It is a satire on contemporary manners, written with abound¬ 
ing wit and a sort of bitter pity. Goethe translated it into German in 1805. 
Diderot was a critic botli of the theatre and of pictures. Writing of his 
art criticism, Madame Neckcr, mother of Madame de Staiil, said : ‘ Before 
Diderot, I had never seen anything in pictures cxcejpt dull and lifeless 
colours : it was his imagination that gave them relief and hfe, and it is 
almost a new sense for which I am indebted to his genius. 
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He was a man of considerable literary activity, a rapid and careless writer, 
with independent and unconventional points of view. There has seldom 
been an author, says Saintsbury, who was more fertile in ideas. “ It is 
impossible to name a subject which Diderot has not treated, and hardly 
possible to name one on which he has not said striking and memorable 
things.” 

Although Diderot believed in little, he hoped for much ; although he 
was oppressed by the present, he had confidence in the future. He had 
sometlung of the Rabelais optimism and joy in life. 

In 1784, five years before the Revolution, The Marriage of Figaro by 
Pierre Augustin Caron, better known as Beaumarchais, was produced at 
the Theatre Fran^ais. Beaumarchab was the son of a watchmaker, a 
happy-go-lucky Uterary adventurer, who made frequent vbits to Spain 
and England, and played a considerable part in exciting French enthusiasm 
for American independence, incidentally making money through the trans¬ 
port of Lafayette’s army to the United States. He lived until 1799, spend¬ 
ing some of hb later years in exile as a suspected traitor to die new French 
Republic. Years before the production of the Marriage of Figaro, Beau¬ 
marchab had won considerable fame as the author of The Barber of Seville, 
of wliich Figaro was die sequel. The Marriage of Figaro has a defiiiite place 
in die literature that prepared the Revolution—Napoleon described it as 
“ the Revolution in action.” 


§3 

JEAN-JACQUES ROUSSEAU 

jcan-Jacqucs Rousseau, whose Social Contract has been described as the 
Bible of die Revolution, was born of Protestant parents at Geneva in 1712. 
Here we are concerned widi Rousseau, as with Voltabe and Diderot, as a 
writer rather than as a philosopher, but since the value of literature depends 
on its relation to hfc the books that have vasdy aficcted human history 
retain outstanding interest, particularly when die circumstances of the lives 
of die men who wrote diem are as strange and arresting as the social atmo¬ 
sphere in which they were produced. 

Rousseau is Voltaire’s one rival. Voltaire belonged to the professional 
class and from hb youth Uved in the world of manners and breeding. 
Rousseau was the son of a watchmaker, and spent years of lib early man¬ 
hood as a vagabond, and had an infinitely greater personal knowledge of 
die human sufferings and limitations that finally brought down the Bourbon 
monarchy than Voltaire ever had. Voltabe, as Lord Morley said, stood for 
eighteenth-century ” curiosity, brcverence, intrepidity, vivaciousness, and 
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rationality.” He was the high priest of knowledge and art. Voltaire was 
a rationsdist, Rousseau was a sentimentalist, dreading knowledge, and 
believing that if man was to be happy he must not press forward but 
journey backward to primitive simpUcity. 

Never did a great writer Uve such a strange life as Jean-Jacqucs Rousseau 
—as Carlyle called him, “ virtuous Jean-Jacques, evangelist of the Contrat 
Social.” He was first apprenticed to a notary, and dicn to an engraver. 
When ho was sixteen he wandered away from home, professed conversion 
to the Roman Catholic faith, and became for a wliile a foounau in Turin. 
Three years afterwards he settled down for a time, as “ domestic lover ” 
to the wealthy Madame de Warens at Annecy. Madame de Warens was 
a “ kind of deist with a theory of Ubertinism tempered by good nature,” 
who, among other things, paid for Rousseau to complete his education. 
Rousseau was a restless and ungracious lover, often wandering aw.iy from 
Ins benefactress, on one occasion attacliing himself as secretary to a Greek 
archimandrite, on another teaching music, of wliich he knew very Uttlc, 
to a young lady. In 1741 Rousseau was in Paris endeavouring to persuade 
the Academy of Science to adopt a new system of musical notation wliich 
he had invented. Then he went to Venice as secretary to the French 
Ambassador, returning to Paris in 1745, associating with the literary group 
that centred round Diderot, and contributing to the Encydopivdia. 

In 1749, when he was thirty-seven years old, he made his first literary 
success with an essay in wliich he developed his famous theory of the 
superiority of the savage over the civdised man. The essay was followed 
by the production of two plays, the success of wliich brought him a com¬ 
mand to go to court—and this command he characteristically disobeyed. 
He went back to Geneva in 1754, and once there confessed himself a Pro¬ 
testant. Two years afterwards he was again in Paris writing La Noiivelle 
Hdloise —a sentimental novel clearly suggested by IGchardson s Clarissa 
Harlowe —and incidentally quarrelhng with Diderot. Rousseau had a 
genius for quarrelling. Soon after his break with Diderot he published a 
pamphlet attacking Voltaire. For ten years Rousseau Uved in prosperity 
in the neighbourhood of Paris, and during tliis period, besides La Noiivelle 
Hdlotse, his writings included die famous Social Contract, and his second 
novel imile, which brought on liis head die anger both of die court and of 
the Church. He was obliged hurriedly to leave France, going first to 
Switzerland and afterwards to Prussia, in neither of wliich comitrics was he 
made welcome. In 1766 he landed in England at die invitation of David 
Hume, Boswell escorting his wife from Paris. He soon tired of London s 
honising, and stayed for some time in Wooton in Derbysliire, where he 
wrote a great part of liis Confessions. Before the summer of 1767 he had 
quarrelled with Hume and was back again in Paris. He died in 1778, in 
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die Mitip year as Voltaire, having in his later years Gnished his Confessiot 
and written his Dialogues. It seems probable that for the last ten years o 
bis life Rousseau was not entirely sane. He was amazingly “ touchy ’ 
and pitifully easily offended, having been bom, as Hume said, “ without a 
skin. ’ 

Most of our knowledge of Rousseau’s private life has been learned 
frona his own Confessions, in which with a candour unrivalled by anyone 
but Pepys, and without Pepys’s ingenuous humour, he reveals himself 
without reticence or reservation. In 1743 he commenced his association 
witli Thdrise la Vaseur, whom he married shortly before his death. She 
had been an inn servant, apparently without beauty, education, or inteUi- 
gence, and was hopelessly vulgar and immoral. By her Rousseau had five 
children, all of whom, according to his own story, were consigned to the 
foundling hospital immediately after their birth. 

There is little literary value eitlier in La Nouvellc Wloise or in ^mile. 
In the Social Contract Rousseau shows himself die disciple of Locke. He 
insists that the two most valuable things in life are Liberty and Equality. 

The opening words of his epoch-making work, the Social Contract, 
which, as Morlcy says, “ sent such a thrill through the generations to which 
they were uttered in two continents,” were these, “ Man is born free, and 
everywhere he is in chains.” Rousseau knew hardly any history, or he 
would have realised that man has been born free in few ages of the world. 
But he knew just enough to search back for his ideal free birdi to those 
far-away times before man was civilised, and was therefore presumably 
unaffected and natural. The dieory of the Social Contract is that all govern¬ 
ment should be based on the consent of die governed. The people are the 
sovereign, and die will of the people must be carried out by an execudvc 
authority chosen by them. The State in the eighteenth century was die 
king. It should be the people, and the one duty of die State should be 
to look after and educate all its citizens. The Social Contract was the gospel 
of the Jacobins, and Saint-Just and Robespierre moulded their legislative 
decrees on Rousseau’s teaching. 

Rousseau’s Uterary power appears at its fullest in his Confessions, the most 
famous and surprising autobiography in all literature. Rousseau is his 
own hero. He declares : “ I have ever drought and still think myself, 
considering everything, die best of men.” He cheerfully admits his vices, 
but he beheves mat there is no human being who does not “ conceal some 
odious vice ” ; comparatively he is an admirable individual, and he deter¬ 
mines to reveal himself completely, believing that by showing himself in 
his true colours, less candid persons will feel that, bad as he is, they are 
really worse. Writing of the days in which he was apprenticed to a Geneva 
watchmaker, he says : 
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Thus 1 learned to covet, dis^mble. lie, and, at length, to steal, a propensity 
I never betore felt the least inclination to, though since that time I have never 
been able ratircly to divest myself of it. Unsatisfied desire led natutaUy to this 
vice, and this u the reason why pilfering is so common among footmen and 
apprentices, although the latter, as mey grow up, and find diemselves in a position 
where everything is at their command, lose this shameful propensity. 

Though he is entirely pleased with himself, Rousseau is not given to 
vain boasting—he never exaggerates his skill as a musician, for example— 
and the self-revelation is fascinating because it is obviously sincere. 

My pawions are extremely violent; while under their influence, nothing can 
equal my impetuosity. 1 am then an absolute stranger to discretion or decorum. 
I am rude, violent, and daring; no shame can stop, no danger intimidate me. 
My mind is frequently so engrossed by a single object, that beyond it the whole 
world is not worth a thought. 1 am all enthusiasm at one instant, and the next 
I am plunged into a state of despair. In my more temperate moments I am 
indolent and timid, and it becomes an intolerable labour for me to say or do 
anything. 

One of the charms in the Confessions is the incidental descriptions of 
scenery and the often expressed joy in natural beauty. Love of nature 
had before been expressed in poetry, and on rare occasions in prose ; but 
with Rousseau it became a positive and self-conscious motive. 

Rousseau has been well described by Saintsbnry as “ A dcscribcr of 
the passions of the human heart and of the beauties of Nature. ... He 
was the direct inspirer of tlic men who made the French Revolution, and 
the theories of his Contrat Social were closer at the root of Jacobin politics 
than any other. His fervid declamation about equality and brotherhood, 
and his sentimental repubheanism, were seed as well suited to the soil 
in which they were sown as Montesquieu’s reasoned constitutionalism was 
unsuited to it.” 

It remains to add a pair of anomalous facts : Bernardin de Saint-Pierre 
and Andrd Chdnier. The former produced a most idyllic novel, Paul and 
Virginia, which, except that it owed something to Rousseau’s love of 
nature, was virtually untouched by the storms raised by Voltaire, Diderot, 
Rousseau. (Chateaubriand’s novels were doubtless influenced by Paul and 
Virginia. The Vicomte de Chateaubriand, 1768-1848, wrote a little verse, 
a great deal of prose, and volumes of letters; his best work appeared in 
the opening decade of the nineteenth century.) Andre Chenier (1762-1794) 
is the only notable poet of the French Revolution itself; like Chateaubriand, 
he was soldier, traveller, diplomat, politician, but he was neither diplomat 
nor politician enough to avoid having his head removed by the guillotine 
—a misfortune for which his friends and his writings were jointly re¬ 
sponsible. St. John Lucas has linked Chateaubriand and Chenier thus 
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pregnantly : “ Chateaubriand is the genius of the revolt against the classical 
fetish. . . . He, and not Chfeier, is the protagonist of modem French 
poetry,” for although he was an inconsiderable poet in his verse, yet in 
his prose he was a very considerable poet Chateaubriand b the one 
Frenchman that can, in poetic prose, challenge a comparison with Sir 
Thomas Browne, Walter Savage Landor, and Thomas de Quincey. 
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GOETHE, SCHILLER. AND LESSING 

§« 

COKTHB 

B efore 1750, Germany had remarkably little poetry, a very poor 
literature; before the eighteenth century it was sparse indeed ! Mention, 
however, must be made of Walter von der Vogelweide (about 1170- 
1230); the folk-songs of the Middle Ages ; then, so very much later, 
F. von Hagedom (1708-1754), C. F. Gellert (1715-1769), the dramatist 
Klopstock (1724-1823) ; all these men, whatever else they wrote, were not 
even—excepting Klopstock—poets for the most part. Add to these the 
anonymous autliors of the Nihvhtngcnlkd (see the chai'ter entitled 
“ The Middle Ages ”), and some alchemical, astrological, mystical prose- 
writers of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and you have almost the 
sum-total of German hterary aclucvcment before “ the great age of German 
literature” (say 1760-1830). Literary histori.ans, however, usually speak 
of the Classical Period (often delimited: 1748-1805) and the Romantic 
Period (from 1805 or 1810 until 1840 or 1845). 

When, eight years after Goethe’s death (in 1832), Carlyle delivered 
his lecture on the Hero as Man of Letters, he acclaimed liim as the greatest, 
and said : “ To that man there was given what we may call a life in the 
Divine Idea of the World ; vision of tlic inward divine mystery : and 
strangely, out of his Books, the world rises imaged once more as godlike, 
the workmanship and temple of a God, illuminated all, not in fierce 
impure fire-splendour as of Maliomet, but in mild celestial radiance ;— 
really a Prophecy in these most unprophetic times ; to my mind by far 
the greatest, though one of the quietest, among all the great tilings that 
have come to pass in them.” But having said this he turned abruptly 
from Goethe with the observation that tlie time was not ripe to talk at 
large about him to an EngUsh cultured audience. “ Speak as I might, 
Goethe, to the great majority of you, would remain problematic, vague ; 
no impression but a false one could be realised.” 

Since these words were uttered Goethe’s appeal to English readers 
has steadily advanced. If it suficred a check by reason of the two wars 
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with his nation the anniversary celebrations in ip4P showed our realisation 
of his greatness. Matthew Arnold has spoken for us : 

When Goethe’s death was told, we said : 

Sunk, then, is Europe’s sagest head. 

Physician of the iron age, 

Goethe has done his pilgrimage. 

He took the sufieting human race. 

He read each wound, each weakness clear ; 

And struck his finger on the place. 

And said : Thou ailest here, and here / 

He looked on Europe’s dying hour 
Of fitful dream and feverish power ; 

His eye plunged down the weltering strife. 

The turmoil of expiring life— 

He said : The end is everywhere; 

Art still has truth, take refuge there I 
And he was happy, if to know 
Causes of things, and far below 
His feet to see the lurid flow 
Of terror, or insane distress. 

And headlong fate, be happiness. 

Goethe, without being a Shakespeare, was cast in tliat mighty mould 
which we must call Shakespearean. He fell short of Shakespeare, and he 
was different from Shakespeare, who was, so to speak, a “ ninth wave ” 
breaking on our EUzabethan shores with the momentum of great seas 
behind him, whereas Goethe was virtually a first wave unsupported and 
unimpelled by tradition or racial inspiration. Shakespeare crowned English 
hteraturc. Goethe founded German hterature. No Chaucer, no Spenser, 
behind him ; no long speech of his race ; no great companions such as 
Shakespeare had ; no air of poetry and national expression such as Shake¬ 
speare breathed. Naked, Goethe came into German literature ; clothed 
in purple and fine linen of his own weaving he went out. 

Yet Goethe is Uttle read in England to-day. A great deal that he wrote 
will never be read. He is still German, still remote, and there have been 
two wars with Germany. Yet Carlyle’s and Arnold’s words stand good. 
In 1914 there was an ignoble tendency to beUttle Goethe, and to go back, 
so to speak, on aU that we ever said or thought in his praise. As if true 
greatness does not survive the follies of men and their epileptic falls into 
strife and disorder ! Shortly after the Great War of 1914-1918 Edmund 
Gosse wrote these monitory words : 

We must be careful to see that the natural prejudice which recent events 
have created, or emphasised, in our minds against German schools of thought 
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does not extend to depriving us of the incomparable privilege of sunning our¬ 
selves in the broad light of Goethe. 

It is this broad light that remains unweakened, as aU light does which 
prophetically lights up the things that are of to-day, yesterday, and for 
ever. Of a surety, there is good reason to-day why we should read Goethe, 
who was not only great in an age of war and ferment like our own, but 
foresaw so many of the things which were to come and which arc now 
with us. He died in 1832, and it was in 1827 that he said to young 
Eckermann : 

We Germans are of yesterday. We have indeed been properly cultivated 
for a century ; but a few cenlmies more must still elapse bctore so much mind 
and elevated culture will become universal amongst our people that they will 
appreciate beauty like the Greeks, that they will be inspired by a bcautiful song, 
and that it will be said of tliem, “ it is long since they were barbarians.” 

He compared the typical German and die typical EngUshman of his 
age witll the wisdom and penetration of an observing father. Young Britons 
came to Weimar frequently, and Goethe’s eye was on them. He saw two 
stages of development—a real gulf which ” a few centuries more ” were 
needed to bridge. “ Still,” objected Eckermann, 

Still, I would not assert that the young Englishmen in Weimar arc more 
clever, more intelligent, better informed, or more excellent at heart than other 
people. 

Goethe did not contradict him, but answered : 

The secret does not lie in those things, my good friend. Neither does it lie 
in birth and riches ; it lies in die courage which they have to be what Nature 
has made them. There is nothing vitiated or spoilt about them, there is nothing 
half-way or crooked ; but such as they arc, they arc thoroughly complete men. 

The sight of our Scotch Highlanders under the Duke of Wellington 
in Brussels reduced Goethe to despair : 

They all carried their heads so freely and gallantly, and stepped so lightly 
along with their strong bare legs, that it seemed as if there were no original sin, 
and no ancestral failing, so far as they were concerned. 

In short, Goethe knew in 1828 why the Allies were going to win the wars, 
in 1918 and in 1945. 

He looked wisely and wistfully on English Uterature. He had formed 
himself in his first period on Shakespeare, and reverted later to his great 
model. He envied Scott. He admired Byron to distraction. He under¬ 
stood why Bums is great as well as anyone has understood it. 

389 



THE ODTIINE OF LITERATURE 

Goethe would have fought in the Napoleonic Wars if he had been of 
military age. He was reproached for not having even written war songs, 
and talking in his last year about this, he said to Eckermann : 

How could I write songs of hatred without hating ! . . . Altogether, national 
hatred is something peculiar. You will always find it strongest and most violent 
where there is the lowest degree of culture. But there is a degree where it vanishes 
altogether, and where one stands to a certain extent above nations, and feels the 
weal or woe of a neighbouring people, as if it had happened to one’s own. This 
degree of culture was conformable to my nature, and 1 had become strengthened 
in it long before I had reached my sixtietli year. 

A passage which might well have been included in the breviary of the 
League of Nations. 

Is this man to be neglected by us as German and remote, or severable 
from us by events and conditions which he never foresaw because they 
never belonged to his world ? Can his “ broad light ” he overcast ? 

One of the earliest and most profound impressions made on this mighty 
German was made by our own Oliver Goldsmith. The man who has 
so often been described as a self-absorbed Olympian, contempladng the 
life of his fellow-men rather than sharing in it, and delivering messages 
too lofty for “ human nature’s daily food,” said of The Vicar of Wakefield 
nearly sixty years after he had read it; 

It is not to be described, the effect that Goldsmith’s Vicar had upon me. Just 
at tlic critical moment of mental development. That lofty and benevolent 
irony, that fair and indulgent view of all infirmities and faults, that meekness 
under all calamities, tliat equanimity under all changes and chances, and the 
whole train of kindred virtues, whatever names they bear, proved my best 
education; and in the end there arc thoughts and feelings which have reclaimed 
us from all the errors of hfe. 

It seems well thus to relate Goethe to ourselves, because it cannot be 
maintained tliat many English readers can face the huge task of reading 
his works in a German light, or of understanding them as a great German 
phenomenon and development. Much that he wrote has faded. Much 
will never fade. 

Where, dien, look for Goethe’s “ broad light,” and how are we to 
“ sun ourselves ” in that light ? Probably the best advice that can be given 
to readers in an age of hurry and of multiplying appeals to their attention 
is to read that wonderful record of GoeAe’s thoughts and table-talk. 
Conversations of Goethe with Eckermann and Soret. It is one of the most 
eye-opening and stimulating books in the world. The work was translated 
from the German a good many years ago by John Oxenford and published 
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in the Bohn Library. Eckcrniann, when he met his master, was a yomig 
poet; Goethe was in his seventy-fourth year, and full of old experience 
and prophetic strain. Their fricndsliip lasted until Goetltc’s deatli, nine 
years later, and tlie Conversations are the record of a great man’s t-ilk 
and a young man’s disciplcship. 

An interesting element in these Conversations is Goctlie’s general 
hterary advice to his young friend ; it is as apphcablc to-day to yoimg 
writers as it was a hundred years ago. Thus he urges Eckermann to found 
his poems on actual experiences, and to seek inspiration in realities—not 
in large and vague reflections. “ I attach no value to poems snatched out 
of the air.” Apprehend the individual is his counsel: 

While you content yourself with Kcncralitics everyone can imitate you ; 
but in the particular no one can—and why ? because no others have experienced 
exactly the same tiring. 

Goethe’s mind was as practical as it was speculative, as critical as it was 
imaginative, and thus Eckerniann’s pages read like those of a super-common¬ 
place book. Here you find Goethe discussing a classical medal ; there, 
with the nicest learning, the art of making bows and arrows ; or he is 
pointing out the beauty of a master’s drawing, or developing his theory 
of colour, or expounding the value of inoculation—there is no end to 
his variety. Thus he discusses the fashion, beginning then, and rampant 
to-day, of putting quaint old furniture into modem houses. 

From all these details of life Goethe contiirually returns to the highest 
and deepest subjects that can occupy man. Hcie is an observation which 
has a profound bearing on the present cult of spiritualism : 

This occupation with the ideas of immortality is for people of rank, and 
especially ladies, who have nothing to do. But an able man, who h.as something 
regular to do here, and must toil and struggle and produce day by day, leaves 
die future world to itself, and is active and useful in this. Thoughts about 
immortality are also good for those who have not been suceessftd here ; and I 
would wager that, if the good Tiedgc had enjoyed a better lot, he would also 
liave had better thoughts. 

And this is another of his deeper reflections: 

People treat it as if that incomprehensible and most high Being, who is even 
beyona the reach of thought, were only their equal. Otherwise, they would 
not say die Lord Cod, the dear Cod, the sood Cod. This expression comes to diem, 
especially to the clergy, who have it daily in their months, a mere phrase, a barren 
name, to which no thought is attached whatever. If they were impressed by 
His greatness they would be dumb, and through veneration unwilling to name 
Him. 
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Even these few quotations will indicate the range of a book in which 
the “ broad light ” of Goethe is suffused in every page. 


Johann Wolfgang Goethe was the son of an imperial councillor, and his 
birthplace was Frankfort-on-Maine, in 1749. While a student bis interests 
grew so broad that, Leonardo-like, during an outwardly very placid life¬ 
time he produced countless essays on every branch of natural history, and 
monographs on a score of subjects ranging from law to rehgion ; he made 
contributions to science that placed him among die forerunners of those 
great thinkers who have set forth the doctrine of evolution ; and he 
painted pictures, worked at sculpture, managed a theatre, translated several 
famous works, including Goldsmith’s Deserted Village, and as a critic 
prophesied the future of bodi Scott and Carlyle as he affirmed the splendour 
of Byron. His career has long been the best argument in the hands of those 
who believe a thoroughgoing, all-round culture to be a necessity for the 
artist. Incidentally, he had many love-affairs and attachments. Over 
eighteen arc on record, and each of them left its mark on his character 
and his work. 

Goetz with the Iron Hand, written under Shakespearean influence, was 
published when he was twenty-four. Goethe next concentrated on a 
figure of limidcss sensibility, and his Sorrows of Werther, a story published 
a year later, produced an almost unexampled sensation. It is based on>an 
actual occurrence by which Goethe had recently been impressed, a young 
man named Jerusalem having shot himself in consequence of an unhappy 
attachment for a married lady. In Werthcr’s distracted mind the thought 
of a similar suicide is developed very gradually from a skilfully dramatised 
incident, during which Werther is playing with the pistols of a friend, 
and idly presses the muzzle of one of them to his forehead. Countless 
readers put into tlie story tlieir own exaggerated cravings, unsatisfied 
passions, and imaginary sorrows ; and it has been said that suicides became 
quite fashionable from China to Peru, many being actually laid to the 
poor author’s charge ! 

Within the next twelve years Goethe had completed three of his finest 
dramas, Egmont, Iphigenia in Tauris, and Torquato Tasso —dramas which 
it does not seem necessary to discuss here in detail. 

An impressive characteristic of all Goethe’s work is the length of time 
and the amount of labour he expended in bringing it to completion. His 
largest expenditure of time and labour went to the preparation of the 
two best-known masterpieces, for Faust was commenced as far back as 
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1773, when he was twenty-four, the first part of it being finally completed 
in 1806, the second not till 1831. IVillielm Meisler, liis prose masterpiece, 
was be^un four years after Faust, and was finished only tlirec years before 
Goethe s death, its composition thus spreading over a period of fifty-two 
yean, as against fifty-eight yean in the case of Faust ! But the second 
part of each of tlicse works is inferior in every way to the fint part. Indeed, 
the general reader is hardly aware tliat Faust does not conclude at that 
magnificent moment in wliich is heard the choir of angels declaring 
triumphantly of the dying Margaret that, despite the machinations of 
Mephistopheles and the sin committed by her with Faust that engulfs 
herself, her mother, brother, and child, “ She is saved ” ; the moment 
that ends with the cry of the demon to Faust—“ Hither to me ! ”—the 
most terrible cry in the whole range of supernatural literature. 

The incidents leading to this great clim.ax have been made familiar 
through countless versions of legends and story, one of the earliest to 
recognise tremendous possibilities in Dr. Faustus and his ultimate damnation 
being our own Christopher Marlowe. The legend of Faust goes back 
far. The story is that this magician, a native of Swabia, was left a fortune 
by his uncle. He wasted it in riotious living, pursued pleasure and did 
not find it. When he had spent all, instead of returning like the Frodigal 
to the haunts of peace and purity, he made a pact with the Devil that he 
might live his life of indulgence for twenty-four years, at tlie end of which 
period he would give up his body and soul to his great partner. On such 
a theme any great pliilosophical poet might build. Goethe is said to have 
received his first inspiration for his drama from a marionette performance 
in which Faust was beaten to death by the Devil, much to the edification 
of all good Christians among the audience. There ate thirty or forty 
translations of Goethe’s Faust in English, and Bayard Taylor’s rendering 
is to be recommended, for it is easily obtainable, and conveys the spirit 
and substance of the German original with admirable success. Margaret’s 
song at the spinning-wheel, after her first meeting with Faust, may be quoted 
as a fair example of Taylor’s work, and also as representing tlie exquisite 
tenderness of Goethe’s lyric poetry : 

My peace is gone. 

My heart is sore ; 

I never shall find it. 

Ah, nevermore ! . . . 

To see him, him only. 

At the pane I sit; 

To meet him, him only. 

The house I quit 
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Faust’s answer to Margaret’s inquiry as to his belief in God is an example 
of Goethe’s power : 

Who dare express Him ? 

And who profess Him, 

Saying : “ I believe in Him ! ” 

Who, feeling, seeing, deny His being. 

Saying : “ I believe Him not ! ” 

The All-enfolding, the All-upholding, 

Folds and upholds he not thee, me. Himself! 

Arches there not die sky above us ? 

Lies not beneath us, firm, the earth ? 

And rise not, on us shining. 

Friendly, the everlasting stars ? 

Look I not, eye to eye, on thee. 

And feel’st not, thronging 
To head and heart, die force 
Still weaving its eternal secret. 

Invisible, visible, round thy hfe ? 

Vast as it is, fill with that force thy heart. 

And when diou in the feeling wholly blessed art. 

Call it, then, what thou wilt,— 

Call it Bliss ! Heart! Love ! God ! 

Of Faust, G. H. Lewes has said : 

It appeals to all minds with the irresistible fascination of an eternal problem, 
and with the charm of endless variety. It has every clement: wit, pathos, 
wisdom, farce, mystery, melody, reverence, doubt, magic, and irony ; not a 
chord of the lyre is unstrung, not a fibre of the heart untouched. Students 
earnestly wrestling with doubt, striving to solve the solciim riddles of life, feel 
their pulses strangely agitated by this poem ; and not students alone, but as 
Heine, with allowable exaggeration, says, every billiard-marker in Germany 
puzzles himself over it. In Faust we see, as in a mirror, the eternal problem of 
our intellectual existence. 

The student of Faust will find no lack of commentators to help him 
on his way. But none will be needed for die appreciation of the poetical 
beauties of Goethe’s masterpiece—of the subdety of its characterisations, 
of the glowing fancy which illumines so many passages, from die prologue 
in heaven down to the last thrilling prison scene, and of the charming 
lyrical pieces and songs with which the tragedy is interspersed. 

Goethe’s greatest novel, Wilhelm Meister, was begun in 1777. Next 
to Faust it is his chief work and contains the most of his philosophy of life. 

It is very long, and to English readers not a htde wearisome. Goethe did 
not complete die last “ book ” of the story until 1829. The importance 
of Wilhelm Meister hes in die fact that it was the pioneer of the “ novel 
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with a purpose,” and the first application of the novel to moral and cultural 
instruction. Its theme is the importance of a man choosing his vocation 
aright. 

The pictures in Wilhelm Meister of German life and society arc done 
witli great skill. None but the author of Faust could have written it; 
for not only does Wilhelm Meister show tlic general advance of man from 
immarnrity to perfection of intellect and hfe-culturc, but the sequel 
{Wilhelm Meisters Wanderings) is very closely related to die second part 
of Faust, in which the erstwhile pawn of Mcphistophcles flings from liiin 
his first unhappy environment and advances tlirough all forms of culture, 
statesmanship, science, art, and war, to die final and simple wisdom of 
disinterested service rendered to his fellow-men. 

For Goethe’s pure vision the English reader may go to his Alaxims and 
Reflections, translated by Bailey Saunders. They are in four sections : 

“ Life and Character,” “ Literature and Art,” “ Science,” and “ Nature.” 
They are not epigrams, nor have they the polish and neatness of the French 
pensde. As Saunders remarks, it is depth and truth and sanity of observation 
that marks dicse registrations of Goethe’s dioughts : “ it is no concern 
of liis to dazzle die niiiid by the brilliancy of his wit; nor docs he labour 
to say things because diey are striking, but only because they arc true.” 
We may well take leave of Goethe by quoting some of these pearls of 
wisdom : 

How can a man come to know himself? Never by thinking but by doing. 
Try to do your duty, and you will know at once what you are word). 

The most insignificant man can be complete if he works within the limits 
of his capacities, innate and acquired ; but even fine talents can be obscured, 
neutrahsed, and destroyed by lack of the indispensable requirement of symmetry. 
This is a mischief which will often occur in modem times ; for who will be able 
to come up to the claims of an age so full and intense as tliis, and one, too, that 
moves so rapidly ? 

It is a great error to take oneself for more dian one is, or for less than one is 
worth. 

Character calls forth character. 

I keep silence about many things, for I do not want to put people out of 
countenance ; and I am well content if they are pleased widi things that annoy me. 

Piety is not an end, but a means : a means of atuining the highest culture 
by the purest tranquillity of soul. 

Whoso is content with pure experience and acts upon it has enough of truth. 
The growing child is wise m diis sense. 

Certain minds must be allowed their pcculiarirics. 

Everyone has his peculiarities and cannot get rid of them ; and yet many a 
one is destroyed by his peculiarities, and diosc, too, of the most innocent kind. 

A state of things in which every day brings some new trouble is not the right 
one. 
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Soon after the first meeting of Goethe and Schiller, which took place 
in 1794, the two poets engaged in a bout of fncndly rivalry which they 
christened “ A Year of BaUads,” composing many pieces one against the 
other. The ballads that Schiller composed were superior to the majority 
of Goethe’s, and although he can hardly be accounted as of the front rank 
of lyric poets, Johann Christoph Friedrich Schiller is second to none in 
German dramatic poetry. Not only is he the best-loved, the favourite 
poet among his own people to this day, but his position is liigh among the 
world’s writers of dramatic verse. 

Three German poets contemporary with the pic-Faustian Goethe are 
Matthias Claudius (1740-1815), who sang with robust simplicity ; G. A. 
Burger (1747-1794), master of the ballad, his Lenore (1773) exercising a 
European influence ; and Ludwig Holty (1748-1776), disciple of the turgid 
Klopstock yet a possessor of autlientic lyricism and elegiac sincerity. 


§3 

SCHILLER 

Schiller, a great lyrical poet and a scholar as well as a very great dramatist, 
was bom in 1759 at Marbach, ten years later than his friend, and he endured 
a life of poverty and ill-health very bravely, pursuing in turn the labours 
of a surgeon, an editor, a theatre-manager, and a professor of history. 
The main result of his own Stumi und Drang period had been his arrest 
and flight into hiding from the tyraimous Duke Carl Eugen ; therefore 
the friendship of Goedie, that commenced when SchiUcr was tliirty-five, 
was like a gift of balm from heaven. 

Under the stimulus of his new friendship Schiller completed the work 
which Carlyle declares to have been the “ greatest dramatic writing of 
which the eighteenth century can boast,” despite the fact that its author’s 
health was so bad tliat every hour at his desk cost him several hours’ suffering. 
This work is a magnificent trilogy (1798-1799),consisting of Wallensteins 
Camp, The Two Pkcolomini, and Wallenstein’s Death, the last-named having 
been translated by Coleridge ; it “ remains the most effective and popular 
of the greater German tragedies ” (Gilbert Waterhouse). 

A direct result of die contact with Goethe was the writing of William Tell 
(1804), Hans Schiller’s most popular drama, and the last he lived to finish. 
He had composed in quick succession his dramadc portraits of Mary 
Stuart (1800) and Joan of Arc (1801), and that very moving tragedy. 
The Bride of Messina (1803)—three fine pieces of work ; about this time 
Goethe was planning to write an epic dealing with the partly legendary, 
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partly actual hero of the Swiss Revolution, William Tell, who is ordered 
by the tyrant Gcssler to shoot an apple from his little son’s head or, if he 
should aim wrongly, die. But Goethe’s scheme came to naught, and 
Schiller, fired by their many talks on the subject, resolved to take over 
the theme and treat it dramatically. The result was a noble one. The 
play was rapturously received throughout Germany, crystallising as it 
did the national aspiration towards freedom. Goethe staged it at Weimar, 
and Weber offered to set it to music. One of the most thrilling moments 
of the play follows immediately on Toll’s triumph over his terrible ordeal 
with the arrow and the apple. The baffled Gessler notices a second arrow 
in Toll’s belt, and demands an explanation : 

Tell (confused). It is a custom with all archers, sir. 

Gessler. No, Tell, I cannot lot that answer pass. 

There was some other motive, well I know. 

Frankly and freely let me have the truth :— 

Whate’er it be, I promise thee thy life. 

Wherefore the second arrow ? 

Tell. Well, then, my lord. 

Since you have promised not to take my life, 

I will, without reserve, declare the truth. 

(He draws the arrow from his belt, and fixes the 
governor with a terrible look.) 

If that my hand had struck my darling child. 

This second arrow should have pierced your heart. 

And be assured, I should not tlien have missed ! 

Goethe and Schiller formed the habit of sending greetings to each <ithcr 
on the first day of the new year. On January i, 1805, Goethe inadvertently 
wrote in ffls letter the phrase “ the last year.” He rewrote the note, but 
again the phrase appeared. Witli a shudder of presentiment he said, 
“ I feel that for one of us this is the last year.” And, true enough, ere half 
its course was run Schiller was dead. At the news the great, cum Goethe 
broke down completely. “ He covered his face with his hands and sobbed 
like a woman. For days no one dared mention Schiller s name in his 
presence.” He never spoke of Schiller’s “ death ’; it was always When 
I lost him.” And once in a letter he wrote, “ The half of my existence 
has gone from me.” 

Schiller was, both in himself and in his influence, a more important 
figure in European literature than this brief notice may suggest. 

Goethe survived his friend by twenty-seven years. His own death, 
at the age of eighty-three, with honours thick upon him, was as serene 
as his life had been. The end came, we read, while he was seated in his 
arm-chair, with his daughter-in-law holding his hand in hers. Half an 
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hour previously he had asked that the shutters might be opened to let 
the day enter. Often since that event, which Matthew Arnold celebrated 
in one of his most noble poems, has it been remarked how characteristic 
it was that he who had been the great “ light-bringer ” of his age should 
conclude his own pilgrimage with the prayer that began it—“ Licht! 
mehr licht! ”—“ Light! more light! ” 


§4 

LESSING 

Goethe’s supremacy in German creative literature has its counterpart 
in Lessing’s supremacy in German criticism. Gotthold Ephraim Lessing 
was bom in 1729, and was therefore Goethe’s senior by twenty years. 
His early life was that of a student at Leipzig and Berlin. He had been 
destined for the Church, but his genius ran to the cultivation of his taste 
and its correction by tlie highest standards. He was early attracted to the 
stage and to the history of me theatre. In 1750 he published his History of 
the Theatre, and five years later his tragedy. Miss Sarah Sampson, which 
influenced Germany by its abandonment of French dramatic conventions 
in favour of the much wider fireedom of English drama. In 1767 appeared 
his comedy, Minna von Bamhelm —the first great German comedy and still 
one of the four or five best; in 1772 his Emilia Calotti —the oldest German 
tragedy to retain its place on the stage ; in 1779 his Nathan the Wise, a 
dramatic presentation of the immeasurable power and value of religious 
tolerance. Various critical literary studies came from his pen which need 
not be named. His Dramatic Notes are of liigh importance still. Developing 
his attack on French classical tragedy, he reasoned that Greek drama and 
Shakespeare were the true models for German dramatic art to follow. 
Lessing was, in fact, the founder of die immense German appreciation of 
Shakespeare. 

Laocoon was published in 1766. In its kind, it was the greatest work 
published in the eighteenth century. It was an original and masterly 
inquiry into the principles of criticism as they are founded on the history 
of human expression. It is not too much to say that it made Goethe and 
Schiller possible. Goethe himself said : '* One must be a youth in order to 
realise the eflfect produced upon us by Lessing’s Laocoon, which transported 
us firom the region of miserable observation into the free fields of thought.” 

What Lessing did was to lay down, in masterly fashion, a distinction 
which is eternal but which had been much obsciured in his age—the dis¬ 
tinction, or rather the difference, between the functions of poetry and the 
plastic arts (sculpture and painting). 
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Lessing called his book Laocoon because it suited him to make the famous 
statue of Laocoon and his two sons being strangled by Jove-sent serpents 
(after Laocoon’s warning to the Trojans not to receive the Wooden Horse) 
a test of what could rightly be done in sculpture to represent agony in 
^rble, as against what could be rightly done by a poet (Virgil) to describe 
it in words. The statue was no more than a text, but because it was his 
text he made it his title. His point is tliat sculpture and painting cannot 
do, and righdy refrain from doing, what can be done by the poet. 

In exploring this difference of principle, Lessing illuminates all criticism. 
It is impossible to read Laocoon witliout seeing and feeling in every page 
his honesty of thought. He never dogmatises. He gives its due to every 
argument contrary to his own view, and this so fairly as almost to weaken 
his own thesis in the eyes of readers who want strong writing and anvil¬ 
like blows of conclusion. But tliis was w'hoUy characteristic of Lessing, 
who thought and wrote : 

If God were to hold in his right hand all Triitli, and in his left hand the single 
ever-active impulse to seek after Truth, even tlioiigh with the condition that 
1 must eternally remain in error, and say to me. “ Choose,” I would with humility 
fall before his left hand and say, “ Father, give ! For pure tlioughts belong to 
Thee alone ! ” 

These are noble words, and Goethe must surely have had them in mind 
when he wrote of Lessing : “ Only one equally great could understand 
him ; to mediocrity he was dangerous.” 

We cannot, however, leave the classical period without at least a 
brief mention of the work of four other poets, who, except Holdcrlin, 
were also either scholars or important prose-writers : C. M. Wieland 
(1733-1813), Johann Heinrich Voss, Johann Gottfried Herder (1744-1805), 
and Friedrich Holdcrlin (1770-1843). 

Wieland was much influenced by Voltaire, Rousseau, Diderot, by 
Fielding and Sterne and Shakespeare. He wrote novels, some frivolous, 
some didactic ; poems ; and a translation of twenty-two of Shakespeare’s 
plays (only A Midsummer Night’s Dream into verse). Wieland was the 
glitter that is not gold. Voss, too, was a translator of some of Shakespeare’s 
plays, and of die Iliad and the Odyssey ; he was also an original poet, 
nis Idylls (especially Louise, 1784) delightfully presenting country life. 
Herder was a greater man than either Wieland or Voss, though a less 
finished poet than cither ; his influence sprang mainly from his essays and 
studies on art, literature, language. As a CLissical-pcriod lyric poet, only 
one man can compare with Goedie and Scliiller : Holdcrlin, whose un¬ 
happy, hopeless love-affair rendered insane a man congenitally despondent. 
“ His mind was completely enthralled by Greece, not the sham Greece 
of Wieland, but the glorious Greece of Goethe and Byron. His Hyperion 
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(1797-1799) is a rhapsodical romance. . . . His poetry is limited in range, 
but sublime in quali^,” some of bis work bein^ Goethe and Schiller at their 
best; and some of Ms rhymeless odes make ‘ Klopstock’s best odes look 
second-rate in comparison ” (Gilbert Waterhouse). 

At this point we may insert a brief mention of Adam CMenschlager 
(1779-1850), the most famous, and the best, of Danish poets and dramatists, 
who, hkc Goethe, ScMller, and Lessing, was also a fine scholar. He wrote 
many historical dramas and narrative and lyric poems. The following 
have been translated into English : The Golden Horns, 1803 ; Aladdin, 1805 ; 
Hakon Jarl, 1805 ; Palnatoke, 1809 ; Axel and Valborg, 1810 ; Correggio, 
1811 ; The Gods of the North, 1819. Several of Ms works deal with Classical 
Greece—for instance, Prometheus, 1832, and Sokrates, 1835. 
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WORDSWORTH, COLERIDGE, SOUTHEY, AND BLAKE 

WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 

I FIRMLY believe that the poetical performance of Wordsworth is, 
after that of Shakespeare and Milton, of which all the world now 
recognises the wortli, undoubtedly the most considerable in our 
language from the Elizabethan age to the present time.” Thus wrote 
Matthew Arnold more than fifty years ago, and thus, we may be sure, 
he would write were he alive to-day. But more memorable, because 
more explicit, is his tribute in “ Memorial Verses,” written in 1850 under 
the emotion he felt at Wordsworth’s death ; 

He found us when the age had bound 
Our souls in its benumbing round ; 

He spoke, and loosed our hearts in tears. 

He laid us as we lay at birth 
On the cool flowery lap of earth, 

Smiles broke from us and we had case ; 

The hills were round us, and the breeze 
Went o’er the sunlit fields again ; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 

Ah ! since dark days still bring to light 
Man’s prudence and man’s fiery might. 

Time may restore us in his course 
Goethe’s sage mind and Byron’s force ; 

But when will Europe’s latter hour 
Again find Wordsworth’s healing power ? 

When, thirty years later, Arnold made his “ Selections ” from Words¬ 
worth’s poetry, and prefaced them with a critical essay, he remarked that 
since the year 184a Tennyson had drawn the poetry-reading public from 
Wordsworth, and that it was still permitted to tenth-rate critics and 
compilers to speak of Wordsworth’s poetry with ignorance, even with 
impertinence. He perceived that its abundance, and the inferiority of two- 
thirds of it to his best, had lowered the fame of a poet who may be ranked, 
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in the end, above Spenser, Dryden, Pojpc, Cowper, Bums, Shelley, and 
Keats. But as this hour had not come, it seemed to Arnold that it would 
be good to give the pubhc only the best work of Wordsworth in his 
“ Selections.” This he did. 

The “ Selections ” is still the best introduction to a poet whom many 
people read with difficulty or tedium because they do not read his poems 
as they were written—broodingly. They want quick results, immediate 
thrills, and tunes which they can easily remember. Wordsworth cannot 
be known thus. His poetry represents sixty yean of meditation and 
commimion with nature and human nature. He has to be approached 
along his own paths, and tlirough moods and ways of thought akm to his 
ovra. He is difficult to read “ at sight,” but, read with insight, he is supreme 
in his sphere. John Morley, writing in 1888, said of Wordsworth : 

By his secret of bringing the infinite into common life, as he evokes it out of 
common life, he has the skill to lead us, so long as we yield ourselves to his in¬ 
fluence, with inner moods of settled peace, to touch, “ the depth and not the tumult 
of the soul,” to give us quietness, strength, steadfastness, and purpose, whether 
to do or to endure. 

William Wordsworth died in 1850 as Poet Laureate under Queen 
Victoria. This fact has long kept alive in the public mind a certain illusion 
concerning his true period. For he lived to be eighty. He was bom 
fourteen years before the death of Dr. Johnson. Gray had been dead only 
a year; Goldsmitli had four years to live. He was bom eighteen years 
before Shelley, twenty-two years before Byron, and a quarter of a century 
before Keats. He was a boy when England lost her American colonies, 
but he was a virile and vigilant man when the French Revolution shook 
Europe, and he was in full maturity when the Industrial Age of England 
set in. And Morley describes his individual life in a very few words when 
he says : “ During all the tumult of the great war which for so many 
years bathed Europe in fire, through all the throes and agitations in which 
peace brought fordi the new time, Wordsworth for half a century (1799- 
1850) dwelt sequestered in unbroken composure and steadfastness in his 
chosen home amid the mountains and lakes of liis native region, working 
out his own ideal of the high office of the Poet.” 

To his “ chosen ” home he was both physically and spiritually native. 
His father was a Cockermouth attorney, and estate-agent to Sir James 
Lowther, afterwards Earl of Lonsdale. His mother came of old Lakeland 
stock. 

His schooldays at Cockermouth and Penrith were somewhat unfruitful 
of progress, but they were happy. He was a great reader, and devoured 
all Feilding’s works, Don Quixote, Gil Bias, Gulliver’s Travels, and the 
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Mghts " Fan swd-time had my soul, and I grew up, fostered 
alike by beauty and by few. No man whose boyhood was dreamful 
and contemplative can read without emotion and undcistanding Words- 
w^ s statem^ts m The Prdude ’* of his early feeUngs. L,viking the 
Wisdom of the Spirit of the Universe ” he says : ^ 


, Not in vain 

"y MV or star-light thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood, didst diou intertwine for me 
The passions that build up our human soul. 

Not seldom, we feel, he recaptures tlie very air tliat was in his boyliood’s 
nostrils and the thoughts tliat were then enlarging his inheritance of life ; 
as in the lines in which he describes his sport on frozen lake or river : 

So through the darkness and the cold we flew. 

And not a voice was idle ; with tlic din 
Smitten, tlie precipices rang aloud ; 

The leafless trees and every icy crag 
Tinkled like iron ; while far distant hills 
Into the tumult sent an alien sound 
Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars 
Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west 
The orange light of evening died away. 

Note the spiritual essence in this perfect inventory of tlic hour and 
scene. 

At seventeen Wordsworth went to Cambridge. In “ The Prelude ” 
he tells us a great deal more about his college vacations than about his 
college life, but his picture of a certain ash-tree near his room stands out: 


Often have I stood 
Footbound uplooking at this lovely tree 
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere 
Of magic fiction, verse of mine perchance 
May never tread ; but scarcely Spenser’s self 
Could have more tranquil visions in Iris youth. 

Or could more bright appearances create 
Of human forms with superhuman powers. 

Than I beheld loitering on calm cleat nights. 

Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth. 

Of Wordsworth’s daily life in London, after Cambridge, we know 
little more than he tells us in the seventh book of “ The Prelude.” He 
seems to have been a lonely and observant wanderer in its streets, and 
never to have lost for a moment the sense of the city’s relation to the 
country or of its intensity and traffic of life to the large peace of nature. 
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As F. W. H. Myers says, he became the poet not of London considered as 
London, but of London considered as a part of the country. Hence it was 
that a few years later, in giving one of the greatest ofsonnets to our literature, 
he paid to London the noblest of tributes, and one in which his own spirit 
is for ever contained. It is the sonnet “ Composed upon Westminster 
Bridge, September 3, 1802 ” : 

Earth has not anything to show more fair : 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty ; 

This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning ; silent, bare. 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky ; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air 
Never did sun more beautifully steep. 

In his first splendour, valley, rock, or hill; 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep. 

The river glidcth at his own sweet will: 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! 

To this early period belongs an episode in Wordsworth’s life which 
for a very long time after his death was entirely unknown and unsuspected 
by his biographers. It can no longer be ignored, for it is known, and, 
being known, its influence on the poet’s character and on some of his 
deepest work cannot be doubted even if it can be only doubtfully traced. 
Full-blooded and haunted by a poet’s dreams, careless of his university 
career, and inclined to procrastinate thoughts of a future one, Wordsworth 
crossed to France for the second time in November 1792, when he was 
about twenty-two years of age. He was an orphan, and his head was 
raised to inhale the wind of life. “ The best of life,” says Byron, “ is but 
intoxication,” and there seems to be no doubt that Wordsworth was 
intoxicated by his freedom to see and study the world, and by impulses 
which, high as they were, did not exclude those of the senses. He had 
the means to stay in France only a few months, but he hved from day to 
day. Such was the somewhat turbulent young man who arrived in Orleans 
by coach or diligence at the end of 1791 and found board and lodgings at 
eighty francs a month. It was in liis search for quarters, apparently, that 
he met die Vallon family. Almost at once he fell in love with Annette, 
one of the four daughters Vho were hving in the family house whence 
the father had gone to liis grave and the mother to another husband. 
Annette, also, was an orphan. Wordsworth’s only serious aim was to 
learn French in order that he might qualify himself to be a travelling tutor. 
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Annette became his tutor. It was a dangerous situation for both, as the 
event proved. Wordsworth’s daughter was bom on December 15, 1792. 

His failure to marry Annette is best ascribed to his entire inability to 
support her and their child, at any rate until he had squared accounts with 
his guardians, to whom confession must be made. From that moment 
the tides of circumstance moved Wordsworth and Annette slowly but 
surely apart. War between England and France had long threatened and 
soon broke out. Dorothy Wordsworth took up her brother’s c;lsc with 
his guardians, who, however, turned coldly away. She wrote tenderly 
to Annette, who responded most generously. She and her family were 
in danger of the guillotine during the Terror, and Wordsworth himself 
could go to France only under deadly peril. Annette longed for his return, 
and for marriage, chiefly that her position might be regularised and that 
little Caroline, who had been removed from her immediate care, might 
be all hers again. There arc gaps in the story, and it is not absolutely certain 
whether Wordsworth dared the adventure or not. 

He was coming under those influences which were in line with his 
genius and his opening career as a poet. He had settled down to cottage 
life with his sister. He had entered into poetic partnership with Coleridge, 
with whom he was preparing those “ Lyrical Ballads ” which were to be 
the foundation-stone of his poetic life. He alleviated his remorse by turning 
it into narrative poems in which his own situation was not revealed, but 
in which it is legible now. Not only so, but he h.id become a passionate 
lover of England’s beauty and of all things English. His thoughts even 
wandered back to his youthful love, the dead “ Lucy. 

Annette was a garrulous Frenchwoman, with no English speech or 
sympathies, and witli no culture like his own. Insensibly he had become 
only her watchful friend. And that he remained. 

The story, as has been said, cannot be ignored now that it is fully known. 
It flickers not seldom in the depths of Wordswortli s poetry ; it cannot 
but have given him lifelong knowledge of the human heart. 

This was die one “ drama,” to use the word in a modern and not too 
healthy way, behind Wordsworth’s great mission as poet and prophet. 
On the lakes of Grasmere and Rydal he lived for half a century, drawing 
from Nature her deepest Iqssons, and transmitting these to all who would 
sit still and read. 


§2 

Matthew Arnold says truly that nearly all his first-rate work was com¬ 
pleted by the year 1808, when Byron had only just published his youthliU 
“ Hours of Idleness,” when Scott had published nothing in poetry beyond 
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“ The Lay of the Last Minstrel,” and when Tennyson was yet unborn. 
The essence of all Wordsworth’s message from nature to man is foimd 
in a poem which appeared so early as 1798 in that collaborative volume. 
Lyrical Ballads, wliich opened with “ The Ancient Mariner,” and ended 
with Wordsworth’s “ Lines composed a few miles above Tintem Abbey.” 
This poem is named by Myers as “ the consecrated formulary of Words¬ 
worthian faith.” There is, indeed, nothing to be learned about the quality 
and direction of Wordsworth’s poetry that is not in this poem. Already 
he knew the valley of the Wye and had received from it undying im¬ 
pressions and sentiments. 

Five years have past; five summers . . . 

and again 1 hear 

These waters, rolling fiom their mountain springs 

With a soft inland murmur. 

In this poem we learn the distinction between mere moralising in verse 
and great poetry about the conduct of life. Wordsworth was never so 
great as when he drew vast suggestions direct from nature and abandoned 
direct teaching and preaching. And yet of liim it has been truly and finally 
said by Lord Morley, “ He is a teacher, or he is nothing.” Only he taught 
best when he saw through die transfusion of nature’s calm and order into 
man’s perplexed and disordered world. Consider these lines from “ Tintem 
Abbey.” He is recalling his earlier impressions of the same scenes as he 
had treasured them in many wanderings of body and spirit: 

. . . Oft, in lonely rooms and ’mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 

In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 

Felt in the blood and felt along the heart; 

And passing even into my purer mind 
With tranquil restoration : feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure : such, perhaps. 

As have no slight or trivial itiflucnce 
On that best portion of a good man’s life. 

His little, nameless, um-emembered acts 
Of kindness and of love. 


But this is not all: 


Nor less, I trust. 

To them I may have owed another gift. 

Of aspect more sublime ; tliat blessed mood. 
In which die burthen of the mystery. 

In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all diis unintelligible world. 

Is lightened : that serene and blessed mood, 
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In which the aifecdons gently lead m on,— 

Until the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the modon of tlie human Wood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a hving soul: 

While an eye made quiet by die power 
Of harmony, and die deep power of joy. 

We see into the life of things. 

But even now we have not touched die height of spirituality to wliich 
Wordswordi rises from the banks of the Wye to the things wliich arc 
eternal and the same. 

I have learned 

To look on Nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughdess youth ; but hearing oftendmes 
The sdll sad music of humanity. 

Not harsh nor gradng, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
A presence that disturbs me widi the Joy 
of elevated thoughts : a sense sublime 
Of sometliing far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwelling is the hght of setdng suns. 

And die round ocean and the living air. 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man ; 

A modon and a spirit, that impek 

All thinking diinp, all objects of .all thought. 

And rolk through all tilings. 

Wordsworth himself, rooted in nature, drawing Ids ichor, so to speak, 
from earth and sky, has no use for the moraUst who begins with morals. 
He thinks of him as 

One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can cling 
Nor form, nor feeling, great or small; 

A reasoning self-sutficient thing. 

An intellectual All-in-All. 

Not to the moraUst, but to another kind of teacher, he points us. 

He is retired as noontide dew. 

Or fountain in a shady grove ; 

And you must love him, ere to you 
He will seem worthy of your love. 

The outward shows of sky and earth. 

Of hill and valley, he has viewed ; 

And impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him In solitude. 
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In common things that round us he 
Some random truths he can impart;— 

The harvest of a quiet eye 
That broods and sleeps on his own heart. 

There is a beautiful consistency and oneness in Wordsworth’s message. 
Who but the author of the lines just quoted could have drawn the portrait 
of the “ Happy Warrior ” ?— 

Who, with a natural instinct to discern 

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn ; 

Abides by this resolve, and stops not there. 

But makes his moral being his prime care ; 

Who, doomed to go in company witli Pain, 

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train ! 

Turns his necessity to glorious gain. 

Whose powers shed round him in the common strife. 

Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace ; 

But who, if he be called upon to face 

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined 

Great issues, good or bad for human kind. 

Is happy as a lover ; and attired 

With sudden brightness, like a man inspired. 

—He who though thus endued as with a sense 
And faculty for storm and turbulence. 

Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans 
To homefelt pleasure and to gende scenes ; 

Sweet images ! which, wheresoe’er he be. 

Are at his heart; and such fideUty 
It is his darling passion to approve ; 

More brave for this, that he hath much to love. 

And while the mortal mist is gathering, draws 
His breath in confidence of Heaven’s applause : 

This is the Happy Warrior ; this is he 
Whom every man in arms should wish to be. 

Or who but he could have exclaimed ?— 

My heart leaps up when I behold 
A Rainbow in die sky : 

So was it when my Ufe began : 

So is it now I am a Man ; 

So be it when I shall grow old. 

Or let me die ! 
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The child is Fatlicr of the Man ; 

And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 

Or have thus meditated ?— 

I heard a thousand blended notes, 

Wliile in a grove 1 sate reclined. 

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 

Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower. 

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths; 

And ’tis my faith that every Hower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

From Heaven if this belief be sent. 

If such be Nature’s holy plan. 

Have I not reason to lament 
What man has made of man ? 

And when Wordsworth speaks of Duty, from what source docs he draw 
inspiration ? From the flowers that laughingly live through warm hours 
and the stars that wheel through chill eternities : 

Stem Lawgiver ! yet tliou dost wear 
The Godhead’s most benignant grace ; 

Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 

Flowers laugh before thee on tlieir beds 
And fragrance in thy footing treads; 

Thou dost preserve the Stars from wrong ; , , , 

And the most ancient Heavens, through I hcc, are fresh and strong. 

From such sanctions there is no appeal, for they arc above argument, 
sectarianism, and variable definition. 


§3 

Wordsworth is often, perhaps most often, greatest as a teacher when 
he tells simple stories like those o( Michael (a poem winch .t is 
to read without some change of heart or some confirmation in 
Ruth, The Leech Gatherer, Simon Lee, or Margaret; ot when he blends 
reflation with the contemplation of a noble or stricken man or 
as in The Highland Girl, The Solitary Reaper, or Mattheto. His poetry u the 
harvest of solitude. In aU his great work you meet a man who going 
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out to find prophecies in the shaking of a reed and in the light of setting 
suns; 

Yet who would stop, or fear to advance, 

Though home or shelter he had none. 

With such a sky to lead him on ? 

It is true, also, that this poetry, produced in soHtude, requires with¬ 
drawal in its readers. No doubt man needs wisdom and caution in following 
this, or any other, path to the highest things; yet there are few men and 
women of character who would not say that the most precious and memor¬ 
able moments in their fives have, in fact, been those in which they were 
alone with nature, and in that mood of “ wise passiveness ” which Words¬ 
worth teaches us to cultivate. 

He went to nature, not to decorate liis thoughts, but to find them. 
He went, not to make literary patterns, but to “ see into the fife of things.” 
His closest descriptions are suffused with meditation and wistfulness. One 
may instanee that wonderful landscape in die poem composed Upon an 
Evening of Extraordinary Splendour and Beauty, m i8i8 ; 

No sound is uttered,—but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
The hollow vale from steep to steep, 

And penetrates the glades. 

Far distant images draw nigh. 

Called forth by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues 
Whate’er it strikes with gem-like hues ! 

In vision exquisitely cle.ir. 

Herds range along the mountain side ; 

And glistening antlers are descried. 

And gilded flocks appear. 

Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal Eve ! 

But long as god-like wish or hope divine 
Informs my spirit, ne’er can I b^eve 
That tliis magnificence is wholly diine ! 

—From worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gift is won ; 

An intermingling of Heaven’s pomp is spread 
On ground which British shepherds tread ! 

This is man’s sempiternal homage to nature ; and the language, though 
magnificent, is that of the common heart, unjcwelled, unfermented, un¬ 
spoilt by egotisms. It is the language of great poetry—a poetry which 
continually reminds us that man, who knew not how to five in Eden, has 
still to learn to five outside it. Its subject is that core of peace and worship, 
within each of us, around which aU our passions and struggles whirl. 
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For many years Wordsworth reaped little or no profit from his poetry, 
being completely ovenhadowed in public favour by Byron and Scott. 
But his fame increased with a bound between 1830 and 1840. In 1837 
it crossed the Atlantic and an American edition of liis poems appeared. 
In 1843, on the death of Soutliey, he received a letter from the Lord 
Chamberlain offering him the Poet Laureateship. This he at first declined, 
but on being pressed to accept it by Sir Robert Peel, who told him that 
the Queen failly approved of the appointment as “justly due to the first 
of living poets,” he gave way. He had already received, abo, an annuity 
of from tlie Civil Lbt. His tranquil fife at hb beloved Rydal Mount 
continued until the end, which came, as the result of a cold and induced 
pleurisy, on April 23, 1850. He rests in Grasmere churchyard, among 
the people he loved and the hills and lakes diat had been his lifelong joy 
and inspiration. 


§4 

cot BRIDGE 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge was bom in 1773, his father being vicar of 
Ottery St. Mary. Like Lamb, he became a Bluccoat boy. He won a 
scholarship at Jesus College, Cambridge, but at the expiration of two 
years, for some mysterious reason, he ran away to London, where he 
loafed aimlessly about the streets, and ended by enlisting in the Light 
Dragoons as Private Combcrback. One day it happened that two 
officers were discussing a quotation from Eusebius, when the private, 
overhearing them, suggested the true reading. The officers, as niuch 
astounded as if their dog had barked in Greek, drew out of hiin hb 
story and communicated with his friends. And so die learned private 

left the Army. „ ■ 1 1 

He soon after joined his friend Southey, who hved at Bristol, where 
they were married to two sisters. And now Coleridge began his life as a 
free writer. He put forth in profusion prose and poetry alike ; he started 
various periodicals, which shone like bubbles, and as quickly burst. With 
Wordsworth, he conceived and published the epoch-making little volume 
Lyrical Ballads, in which, as his own share, appeared The Ancient Manner. 
Thb great romantic poem was written in 1797 . in which year, he then 
being twenty-five, he produced a number of the poems which have niade 
hb name as great as that of Shelley, Keats, or Wordsworth, though these 
exqubite creations do not muster more than twenty when their utmost 
tale b told. The chief of these arc The Ancient Mariner. Chnstahel, Kuhia 
Khan, Youth and Age, The Ode to France, and Dejection. All arc imrkcd 
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by a peculiar faultless music all their own, sweet as the singing of the blessed 
spirits which the mariner heard upon the ship of terror : 

And now ’tis Uke all instruments. 

Now like a lonely flute. 

And now it is an angel’s song 
That makes the heavens be mute. 

The second quality of these poems is their new and deep expression of 
the magic of romance. Let us take a few lines—almost any lines—from 
Christahel ; 

The lovely lady, Christabel, 

Whom her father loves so well. 

What makes her in the wood so late, 

A furlong from the castle gate ? 

She had dreams all yesternight 
Of her own betrotlied knight; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that’s far away. 

She stole along, she nodiing spoke. 

The sighs she heaved were soft and low. 

And naught was green upon the oak 
But moss and rarest mistletoe : 

She kneels beneath the huge oak tree 
And in silence praycth she. 

The lady sprang up suddenly. 

The lovely lady, Christabel ! 

It moaned as near, as near can be. 

But what it is she cannot tell— 

On die other side it seems to be 

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

The night is cliill; the forest bare 
Is it the wind that moanetli bleak ? 

There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 
From the lovely lady’s check— 

There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan. 

That dances as often as dance it can. 

Hanging so ligiit, and hanging so high. 

On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky. 

Hush, bearing heart of Christabel ! 

Jesu, Maria, shield her well ! 

She folded her arm beneadi her cloak. 

And stole to die other side of the oak. 

What sees she there ? 
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There she sees a damsel bright, 

Drest in a silken robe of white. 

That shadowy in tlie moonlight shone : 

The neck tliat made that white robe wan. 

Her stately neck and arms were bare ; 

Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were, 

And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her liair. 

I guess, ’twas frightful there to sec 
A lady so richly clad as she— 

Beautiful exceedingly ! 

Or we may choose the end of Kubla Khan- a poem prcsunicd to have been 
written in an opium-dream ; 

The sliadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on tlic waves; 

Where was heard the mingled measure 
From die fountain and die caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves ol ice. 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she played 
Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could 1 revive within me 
Her symphony and song. 

To such a deep delight ’twould win me 
That with music loud and long, 

1 would build that dome in air. 

That sunny dome 1 those caves of ice ! 

And all who heard should see them theie. 

And all should cry. Beware ! Beware ! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 

Weave a circle round him thrice. 

And close your eyes with holy dread. 

For he on honey-<lcw hath fed. 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

The poems wc have mentioned form a kind of nosegay of resplendent 
blossoms, among which peep forth some lesser buds .and bells of equal 
sweetness. Such is the litde song : 

I asked ray fair one happy day 
What I should call her in my lay ; 

By what sweet name from Rome or Greece , 

Lalage, Nescra, Chlori.s, 

Sappho, Lesbia, or Doris, 

Arethusa or Lucrcce. 
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“ Ah ! ” replied my gentle fair, 

“ Beloved, what are names but air ? 

Choose thou whatever suits the line ; 

Call me Sappho, call me Chloris, 

Call me Lalage or Doris, 

Only, only call me Thine.” 

Coleridge wrote an important work of literary criticism, Biographia Literaria, 
which, though diffuse, contains much that is still of interest and value. As 
for the tiny bulk of poetry which has made his name immortal, the authority 
of Swinburne is decisive : 

As a poet, his place is indisputable ; it is high among the highest of all time. 
The highest lyric work is either passionate or imaginative. Of passion Coleridge 
has nothing ; but for height and perfection of imaginative (Quality he is the greatest 
of lyric poets. This is his special power and this is his special praise. 

His later life was melancholy. As a rchef from bodily pain he resorted 
to opium, and by his tliirtieth year was under fearful slavery. His marriage 
brought him a brief happiness, but he drifted helplessly away from his 
wife and children (Southey supporting them thereafter), just as earUer 
he had drifted away from his occupation as a Unitarian preacher, and 
then from poetry. His closing years were an orgy of talk, so that his 
inspiration was dried up at its source. Keats wrote of him after their one 
meeting ; 

I walked with him, at his alderman-aftcr-dinner pace, for near two Miles, 
I suppose. In those two miles he broached a thousand things. Let me see if 1 
cai^ivc you a list—Nightingales—Poetry—on Poetical sensation—Metaphysics— 
Different genera and species of Dreams—Nightmare—a dream accompanied 
witli a sense of touch—single and double touch—a dream related—First and 
second consciousness—the difference explained between will and Volition— 
so say mathematicians from a want of smoking the second consciousness— 
Monsters—the Krakcn—Mermaids—Soutlicy believes in them—Southey’s belief 
too much diluted—a Ghost story—Good morning— 1 heard his voice as he came 
towards me—I heard it as he moved away—I heard all the interval—if it may 
be called so. 

And Charles Lamb gives an amusing, imaginary description of how, when 
Coleridge had buttonlioled him on one occasion and, with eyes closed, 
began to talk “ for talking’s sake,” he found liimsclf imablc to get away 
on some urgent errand; therefore he stealthily snipped off the button, 
coming back five hours later to find Coleridge still talking, with eyes 
closed and holding the button in his outstretched fingers ! Coleridge died 
at Highgate on July 25, 1834. 
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§5 

SOUTHEY 

Robert Southey, born in 1774, was tlio son of a Bristol draper, but 
he was educated at Westminster School and Balliol, Oxford. He settled 
at Keswick, and turned out, during a long life, a vast mass of literary work 
of every imaginable kind. His poems, however, did not reach a level 
which calls for any lengthy comment. Not the least of them is The Battle 
of Blenheim, with the shattering irony of the lines : 

And everybody praised the duke 
Who diis great fight did win. 

“ And what good came of it at last ? ” 

Quodi little Petcrkiii. 

“ Why, that I c.iniiot tell,” said he, 

“ But ’twas a famous victory.” 

The Cataract of Lodorc is a tour de force and Roderick, the Last of the Coths, 
a fine piece of narrative, though redundant, which contains diis charming 
vignette; 

And when she stoopt 

Hot from the chase to drink, well pleased liad seen 
Her own bright crescent, and the hriglitcr face 
It crowned, reflected there. 

But the lines written in his library arc his finest: 

My days among die lilead arc past; 

Around me I beliold. 

Where’er these casual eyes arc cast. 

The mighty minds of old : 

My never-failing friends arc they, 

With whom 1 converse day by day. 

With dicm 1 take delight in weal 
And seek relief in woe ; 

And while I understand and feel 
How much to them I owe. 

My checks have often been bedew’d 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 

My thoughts arc with the Dead ; widi tiicin 
I live in long-past years. 

Their virtues love, their faults condemn. 

Partake their hopes and feats. 

And firom their lessons seek and find 
Instruction with an humble mind 
4IS 
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My hopes ire with the Dead ; anon 
My place with them will be, 

And I with them shill travel on 
Through all Futurity; 

Yet leaving here a name, I trust. 

That will not perish in the dust. 

Southey’s best work is in the published Letters, in the classic Life of Nelson, 
and in The Doctor, a rambling miscellany valued by many readers above 
all his other work. The theme of this delightful bedside book is the story 
of Daniel Dove and his horse Nobbs, which he first heard from Coleridge. 
Its humour lay in making it as long as possible. Southey packs into it 
all his odds and ends of learning, besides a love-story, and the immortal 
nursery-tale, told well for the first time, of The Three Bears. When Scott 
refused the Poet Laureateship in 1813 he recommended Southey for it, 
and this honour lifted a kindly and earnest man of letters to a position he 
did not quite deserve. A Uttle time before his death his mind gave way, 
and yet lus life was a busy, happy one. 

Whereas Southey was verbose and diffuse, Walter Savage Landor 
(1775-1864) was economical and compact. After writing a strange yet 
lovely epic poem, pubhshed in 1796, he wrote many stiU more lovely 
lyrics and Greek-sculpturesque Hellenics (1847) and memorable epigrams 
(“ I strove with none. For none was worth the strife ”), and a powerful 
though sombre verse tragedy, Count Julian (1811). But his prose is perhaps 
even finer; witness those masterly Imaginary Conversations between 
historical characters (Vols. 1-2, 1824 ; Vol. 3, 1828 ; Vols. 4-5, 1829), 
the unforgettable Pericles and Aspasia (1836), which contains some of the 
most magnificent prose in the language, and Pentameron (1837). Indeed, 
he, De Quincey, and Sir Thomas Browne are die three greatest prose- 
writers in the English language. 

W. S. Landor was restless, quarrelsome, grimly manly, impressively 
courageous, violently impulsive ; yet once the quill was in his hand, he 
exercised a Classic self-restraint. One of liis keenest admirers was his 
younger brother, die Rev. Robert Eyres Landor (1781-1869), who wrote 
several arresting poetic dramas, a long narrative poem, and two magistral 
historical novels based on the times of ancient Rome. 


§6 


HOOD 

After Southey came Thomas Hood, born in 1798, the son of a London 
booksellers whose Song of the Shirt and The Bridge of Sighs are realism 
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presented romantically, and whose Dream of Eugene Aram is a romantic 
masterpiece of horror, achieving by realistic methods a fine evil glamour. 
He earned a Uvelihood by what one critic has called “ die brokeithearted 
jesting of a sick buffoon, for Hood died of consumption at a comparatively 
early age. But he was also one of the great technical experts in English 
verse, using the double and treble rhyme-ending with unprecedented 
facihty : 

Still, for all slip of hers, 

One of Eve s family— 

Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 

He also wrote some fauldcss lyrics as well as some very fine and nobh 
serious verse. Of the first kind are the lines Fair Inez : 

O, saw ye not fair Inez ? 

She’s gone into the West, 

To dazzle when the sun is down 
And rob the world of rest. 

Such, also, is the ballad : 

It was not in the Winter 
Our loving lot was cast; 

It was the Time of Roses,— 

We plucked them as we passed. 

That churlish season never frowned 
On early lovers yet:— 

Oh no—the world was newly crowned 
With flowers when first we met ! 

’Twas twilight, and I bade you go. 

But still you held me fast; 

It was the Time of Roses,— 

We pluck’d them as we passed.— 

What else could peer thy glowing cheek. 

That tears began to stud? 

And when I ask’d the like of Love, 

You snatched a damask bud ; 

And oped it to the dainty core. 

Still glowing to the last,— 

It was me Time of Roses, 

We plucked them as we passed ! 
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Of his serious poems we may take the last lines he ever wrote: 

Farewell. Life ! My senses swim ; 

And the world is growing dim ; 

Thronging shadows doud the light, 

Like the advent of the night,— 

Colder, colder, colder still 
Upwards steals a vapour chill— 

Strong the earthy odour grows— 

I smell the Mould above the Rose ! 

Welcome, Life ! the Spirit strives ! 

Strength returns, and hope revives ; 

Cloudy fears and shapes forlorn 
Fly like shadows at the mom,— 
o'er the earth there comes a bloom— 

Sunny light for sullen gloom, 

Warm perfume for vapour cold— 

I smell the Rose above the Mould ! 

Hood’s repute as a humorist has too much overshadowed liis merits as a 
poet, which—as Rossetti, an unerring judge, considered—were very great 
and real. In the temple of fame his monument, though it may not strike 
the careless eye, is one that will not crumble. 


§7 

MOORE 

Thomas Moore, who was bom twenty years before Hood and outlived 
him by seven, achieved during his lifetime an exaggerated reputation and 
success that were in themselves romantic. For Lalla Rookh, which actually 
placed him momentarily on the level of Byron and Scott, he received 
^3000 from his publishers ! But liis fame spent itself almost as quickly 
as he spent tlie fortune it brought him, and the anxieties of his old age 
were reheved by a Civil List pension. Lalla Rookh, however, has a niche 
in die archives of romantic poetry, while some of his lyrics, such as Oft in 
the Stilly Night, The Last Rose of Summer, and others of the Irish Melodies 
wliich have been set to music by a whole tribe of composers during the 
last century, will survive. So also will his Life of Byron, which ranks among 
the best biographies ever given to the world. 
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§8 

WILLIAM BLAKE 

William Blake was bom in 1757 in London, where liis father kept a 
draper’s shop. He was broucht up behind the counter, where, instead 
of giving up his heart to handling cravats and stockings, he drew sketches 
and scribbled verses on the backs of bills. From his youth he had curious 
visions, claiming to sec God putting His head out of a window, angels 
perching in a tree, the prophet Ezekiel sitting under a green bough. In 
view of his artistic tastes he was apprenticed at fourteen to a wood-engraver, 
and in 1782 married a servant-girl who could not write her name, but who 
turned out one of the best wives that ever a man had. He was employed 
by Hayley, the poet, to illustrate his life of Cowper, and stayed for three 
years at his house at Felpham, where he used to wander out hi tlic evening 
by the sea, meeting Moses and Dante, “ grey, luminous, m.ijestic, colossal 
shadows,” and watcliing the ftincral rites of fairies. On one occasion he 
painted Lot’s portrait; on another he met die devil coming downstairs. 
His visions, as the years went by, became more and more strange— 
demi-gorgons, nightmares, enormous fish preying on dead bodies, the sea- 
serpent, angels pouring out die vials of plague. Furies scowling in the sun. 

When wc come to deal with his poetry, we find among much that is 
wild and whirling, and hidccd sometimes unintelligible, verses of the sweet¬ 
est beauty—verses which gave the eyes of men their first glimpse into that 
kingdom of romance in which Keats and Shelley were afterwards to wander 
and to dwell. Even in his first book. Poetical Sketches, which appeared in 
1783, we have such lines as these from The Evening Star : 

Smile on our loves ; and while thou drawest round 
The sky’s blue curtains, scatter silver dew 
On every flower that closes its sweet eyes 
In timely sleep. Let thy west wind sleep on 
The lake : meak silence with thy glimmering eyes. 

And wash the dusk with silver. 

None of the great after-poets of romance ever surpassed in loveliness these 
exquisitely cadenced and sofdy coloured hues. 

In Songs of Innocence and ^perience, which followed, wc have his style 
of sweet and simple melody, hmpid as a drop of dew, in the Introductory 
Verses; 

Piping down the valleys wild. 

Piping songs of pleasant glee. 

On a cloud I saw a child. 

And he laughing said to me : 
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“ Pipe a song about a lamb ! ” 

So I pipecf with meny cheer. 

“ Piper, pipe that song again ” ; 

So I piped : he wept to hear. 

“ Drop thy pipe, tlw happy pipe ; 

Sing thy songs or happy cheer ! ” 

So I sang die same agam. 

While he wept with joy to hear. 

“ Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book, that all may read ” ; 

So he vanished from my sight. 

And I plucked a hollow reed. 

And 1 made a rural pen. 

And 1 stained the water clear. 

And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 

Here are some of the splendid verses to The Tiger, which perhaps arc 
better known ; 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright 
In the forests of the night. 

What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry ? 

In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes ? 

On what wings date he aspire ? 

What the hand dare seize the fire ? 

And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the smews of thy heart ? 

And, when thy heart began to beat. 

What dread hand and vmat dread feet ? 


When die stats threw down their spears. 

And watered heaven with their tears. 

Did He smile His work to see ? 

Did He who made the lamb make thee ? 

A number of what we may call single bars of verbal music are to be found 
on almost every single page. Here is one from the Cradle Song : 

Sleep ! Sleep ! In thy sleep 
Little sorrows sit and weep. 
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Alongside these simple (though often profound) lyrics one must set 
the vast “ Prophetic Books,” in which Blake the mystic symbolically 
set forth his visions of the principles which govern the world. Only in 
our own time, with its greater understanding of the irrational and non¬ 
material, have we begun to understand the truths which Blake discussed. 
His symbols remain confused and difficult, but in literature as in art he 
spoke with a new voice. His Marriage of Heaven and Hell anticipates such 
philosophy as Nietzsche’s Beyond Good and Evil. His lyric “Jerusalem,” 
which is part of his larger poem “ Milton,” set to the well-loved music of 
Parry, is probably one of the best-known songs in the language. Like 
Rossetti he is accepted as a master in both the realms of poetry and of 
painting ; and we no longer dismiss as purely fantastic his supernormal 
visions. 

Blake’s life was as simple and yet as profoundly earnest as his poetry. He 
was content to five and die in poverty, happily married to one whom 
Swinburne called “ the perfect wife.” They resided for the most part 
in or about London, where he pursued his vocation of engraving his own 
works and others that appealed to him. Crabb Robinson, a contemporary 
diarist, gives an interesting glimpse of their fife in his reminiscences : 

On the 17th (Deer. iSzj) I called on him in his house in Fountain Court in 
the Strand. The interview was a short one, and what I saw was more remarkable 
than what I heard. He was at work engraving in a small bedroom, light, and 
looking out on a mean yard—everything in the room squalid, & indicating 
poverty except himself. And there was a natural gentdity about. Sc an insensi¬ 
bility to the seeming poverty which quite removed the impression. Besides, 
his linen was clean, his hand white & his air quite unembarrassed when he begged 
me to sit down, as if he were in a palace. There was but one chair in the room 
besides that on wh. he sat. On my putting my hand to it, I found that it would 
have fallen to pieces if I had lifted it. So, as if 1 had been a Sybarite, I said with 
a smile, ‘ Will you let me indulge myself? ’ And I sat on the bed and near him. 
. . . His wife (who survived mm) was formed on the Miltonic model, & like 
the first wife. Eve, worshipped God in her husband, he being to her what God 
was to him. 

He died in 1828, leaving a vast mass of drawings, and, it is said, a hundred 
volumes of poems in manuscript, all of which arc lost. 


§9 

WILLIAM COBBBTT 

William Cobbett, who was born in 1762, at the village of Famham in 
Hampshire, was the son of a small publican and working farmer, himself 
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of long peasant descent. By no other has the finest side of the spirit of 
the decent English farmer and rustic been so perfectly expressed as by 
this hearty, energetic, self-educated writer. If it ever could be said of an 
author that he was racy of the soil, William Cobbett is that author. His 
restless energy and forceful tendency of mind showed themselves from his 
earhest youth. When, at eleven years old, he was working in the Bishop 
of Winchester’s garden at Famham Castle, he heard of the splendoun 
of Kew. Immediately he set off on foot to London, and at Richmond 
spent his last threepence on a copy of Svrift’s Tate of a Tub, which he after¬ 
wards said provoked a new birth of his intellect. At twenty-one, on his 
way to Guildford Fair, he, with equal suddenness, decided to mount a 
passing coach to London. Then, for seventeen years, he never saw his 
native place. After a short spell in a lawyer’s office he enlisted; and, 
as a private, studied English and French grammar, and practised writing, 
making himself one of me great masters of English. He left the army at 
twenty-nine, and soon produced one of his vigorous pamphlets ; the first 
of a long series attacking public abuses. 

The greater part of his writings and activities were essentially political, 
but it was the countryman writing and talking. All his utterances were 
prejudiced to a degree, but with diat wholesome prejudice based, not on 
any convention, but on temperament and individual experience. Far 
more practically dian Carlyle, he loathed every sort of cant, and he showed 
this full as much in his personal Ufe as in everything he said and wrote. 

His two principal country books, in the stricter sense, are Rural Rides 
and Cottage Economy, although he also wrote several books on gardening 
and the management of woodlands, and much country description dis¬ 
tributed through his mainly political works. Rural Rides is a journal of 
horseback tours through almost every part of England, but especially 
through Surrey, Sussex, and Hampshire, made by Cobbett between his 
fifty-eighth and seventieth years. It includes magnificent descriptions of 
typical country scenery ; shrewd commentaries on agricultural conditions, 
poUtical asides suggested by things he saw; and criticisms, eulogistic, 
firiendly, and contemptuous, of individuals encountered on his rides. It 
is one of the heartiest and most vivid books in the language. 
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BYRON, SHELLEY, KEATS 

BYBON 

“ Byron issues from the sea-waves ever fresh.” —Goethb. 

I N Byron we meet a poet whose personality, history, and cliaraetcr 
place him apart from other Englisli poets of his own or any age. George 
Gordon Byron, sixth lord (1788-1824), came of a line of Byrons, or 
Burons, which stretched back to the Conquest. It was a race of fighters. 
Seven Byrons fought for their king at Edgchill. The first Lord Byron 
defended Newark and lost all his fortune in the royal cause. We may 
come at once to the fifth lord, William, whom, as his grand-nephew, the 

f joet succeeded. His wild character won him the name of “ the wicked 
ord.” In 1765 he was tried before the House of Lords for killing in a 
duel, fought in a locked tavern room in Pall Mall, by the light of one 
candle, his cousin, Mr. Chaworth, after a quarrel that was so frivolous as 
to indicate a deeper origin. Exempted from punishment by his privilege 
as a peer, he retired to his estate, Newstcad Abbey, under a lasting cloud. 
He died childless in 1798, having taken no interest at all in his heir, the future 
poet, to whom he used to refer as “ the little boy who lives at Aberdeen ” 
—the grandson of his brother. Admiral John Byron (“ Foul-weather Jack ”). 

Byron’s father was John Byron, a captain in the army, who married 
Catherine Gordon of Gight, as liis second wife, was as untameable as his 
“ wicked ” uncle, and earned the name of “ Mad Jack.” His wife’s property, 
which was considerable, fell into his hands and quickly disappeared in his 
dissipation. After their marriage in 1785 he took her to France, whence 
they soon returned, and their only child, George Gordon, was born in 
Holies Street, Oxford Street, London, on January 22, 1788. Some trouble 
in childbirth caused a malformation in one of his feet, which was examined 
and prescribed for by the great John Hunter, but no complete cure was 
effected, and, although the poet’s head and features were of compelling 
beauty, this crippled state remained to be one of his lifelong embitterments. 

when John Byron fled from his creditors to France in 1791, where he 
died in the same year, Mrs. Byron took her child to Aberdeen, where she 
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had to live on the small remnant of her means, amounting to ;^I50 
a year. 

Such, in brief, were the sources of Byron’s blood and the circumstances 
of his early childhood. His grand-uncle, the fifth lord, died in 1798, when 
Byron was ten years old. His heavily mortgaged and neglected estate 
passed into the hands of trustees, and the boy became a ward in Chancery 
under the guardianship of Lord Carlisle. He was sent to Dr. Glennie’s 
school at Dulwich, whence he passed to Harrow in 1801. The headmaster. 
Dr. Joseph Drury, found him backward and intractable, but with some¬ 
thing in him which caused him to say to Lord Carlisle : “ He has talents, 
my lord, which will add lustre to his rank.” Idle and slow to learn, Byron 
was already a precocious reader. He was pugnacious, generous, and 
extremely proud of his rank. His Harrow friendships, the chief of which 
was with Lord Clare, he afterwards described as “ passions.” Even before 
he left Harrow he had fallen madly in love with his young kinswoman, 
Mary Chaworth, who, however, scorned him. Byron saw her after her 
marriage, which was unhappy, and took the farewell wliich is reflected 
in his hncs, written in his sixteenth year : Ah, Memory torture me no more. 

In the autumn of 1805 he entered Trinity College, Cambridge, a young 
nobleman. Despite his slight lameness, he rowed, boxed, and became an 
adept with the pistol. Meanwhile his capricious and wild-tempered mother 
did much to disorder his character, and nothing to form it. Emotional 
crises, one after another, distorted his outlook on life. Already he was 
pouring out the poems whicli, at the age of nineteen, he published under 
the title Hours of Idleness. Few have merit, and few show promise of aught 
but trouble to a youth who, at this age, could write : 

Weary of love, devoured with spleen, 

I rest, a perfect Timon, at nineteen. 

The butterfly was broken on the wheel of the Edinburgh Review, probably 
by Brougham, though Byron at first attributed the review to Jeffrey. 
Stung to the quick, he sat down to write the first of his poems that became 
famous, his free-hitting satire, English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. He laid 
about him without fear or scruple. In this poem he began his long vendetta 
with Soutliey—“ God help thee, Southey, and thy readers, too.” To 
Wordsworth he alludes as one 

Who both, by precept and example, shows 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose. 

But later, on meeting Wordsworth, and being asked by Lady Byron how 
the young poet had got on with the old one, he confessed that his whole 
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feeling had been one of reverence. He never allowed the satire to be 
republished. 

In the autumn of 1808 he started on a “ grand tour ” with his fnend 
John Cam Hobhousc. They sailed for Lisbon, and thence travelled to 
Seville, Cadiz, Gibraltar, Sardinia, Malta, Albania, and to Greece, where 
he visited Missolonghi, httle dreaming drat he would die there fifteen 
years later. It was in Athens that his love of the beautiful and innocent 
daughter of his hostess inspired one of the best of his lyrics : Maiil of Athens. 

Maid of Athens, ere wc part, 

Give, oh, give me back iny heart ! 

Or, since tliat has left my breast. 

Keep it now, and take the rest ! 

Hear my vow before 1 go, 

Zoe mou, sas agapo.' 

By tliose tresses unconfm'd 
Woo’d by each vCgean wind ; 

By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss dry soft cheeks’ blooming tinge ; 

By those wild eyes Uke the roe, 

Zoe mou, sas agapo. 

By that lip I long to taste ; 

By that zone-encircled waist; 

By all die token-flowers that tell 
What words can never speak so well; 

By love’s alternate joy and woe, 

Zoe mou, sas agapo. 

Maid of Adiens ! I am gone ; 

Think of me, sweet ! vimen alone. 

Though I fly to Istambol, 

Adiens holds my heart and soul. 

Can I cease to love thee ? No ! 

Zoe mou, sas agapo. 

While returning to England in 1811 he heard of his mother’s illness, 
and he never again saw her alive. He setded in St. James’s Street, in a 
house which was demolished in the spring of 1923. From its door he drove 
with his friend Dallas to take his seat—which he did very awkwardly and 
in a mood of disdain—in the House of Lords. Here he was living when 
his first two cantos of Childe Harold lifted him into dazzling fame in a single 
day. They were published by John Murray the Second, at 32 Fleet Street, 
and at once set literary Lonaon aflame with wonder and admiration. 

* My life, I love you. 
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Moore tells of Byron’s table being strewn with letters from statesmen, 
great ladies, and unknown admirers. 

Nothing like C/i/We Harold had been known. Moore had told Byron 
that he feared the poem was too good for its age. But, as John Nichol 
says (Byron, Enghsh Men of Letters Series) : “ Its success was due to the 
reverse being the truth. It was just on the level of its age.” Men and 
women who professed they could not read Wordsworth, Coleridge, or 
Southey, rushed to enjoy the fire and flow of Childe Harold. 


§2 

Byron was now fairly under way. In the next four years he poured 
out those oriental narrative poems to which he could bring not only white 
lava-like feeling but personal knowledge of scene and character. In 1813 
came The Giaour and The Bride of Abydos ; in 1814, The Corsair and Lara ; 
in i8i6. The Siege of Corinth, Parasina, and The Prisoner of Chillon. He 
wrote them all at a heat. He wrote The Corsair in ten days, pacing up and 
down Albemarle Street at night. “ Lara I wrote wliile undressing after 
coming home from balls and masquerades, in the year of revelry 1814.” 
The Bride was thrown off in four days. Recounting fiiese feats he remarked, 
“ This I take to be a humiliating confession, as it proves my want of judg¬ 
ment in publishing, and the pubUc in reading, things which cannot have 
stamina or permanence.” But although time has somewhat confirmed, 
it has more largely reversed this self-judgment. As Matthew Arnold says, 
“ The producer of such poems could not but publish them, the pubUc 
could not but read tliem. Nor could Byron have produced his work in 
any other fashion. ... He wrote, as he truly tells us, to relieve himself, 
and he went on writing because he found tlie relief indispensable.” These 
narratives —The Corsair may be partly excepted—were lacking in unity 
and continuity of plot. Byron justly described The Giaour as “ a string 
of passages.” But, says Arnold again, “ he had a wonderful power of 
conceiving a single incident, a single situation ; of throwing himself upon 
it, grasping it as if it were real and he saw and felt it, and of making us 
sec ana feel it too.” And a great wind of freedom blew through it all, 
and blows to this day. Are we yet either so emancipated or so enchained, 
as to be able to read without a thrill the opening lines of The Corsair ? 

O’er the glad waters of the dark blue sea. 

Our thoughts are boundless, and our souls as free. 

Far as die breeze can hear, the billows foam. 

Survey our empire, and behold our home ! 

These arc our realms, no limits to their sway— 

Our flag the sceptre ali we meet obey. 
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Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 
From toil to test, and joy in every change. 

Oh, who can tell ? not thou, luxurious slave ! 

Whose soul would sicken o’er die heaving wave ; 

Not thou, vain lord of wantonncss and ease ! 

Whom slumber soothes not—pleasure cannot please— 

Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried. 

And danced in triumph o’er the waters wide. 

The exulting sense—the pulse’s maddening play. 

That thtiUs the wanderer of that trackless way ! 

That for itself can woo die approaching fight. 

And turn what seems a danger to dch^it; 

That seeks what cravens shun widi more dian zeal. 

And when the feebler faint—can only feel— 

Feel—to the rising bosoms inmost core. 

If hope awaken and its spirit soar ? 

Weakly constructed, and falsely sentimental, as these poems may be, 
they contain passages wliich stir the blood, and a cry for Uberation and 
justice and the ptiy of human nature to which our hearts must still 
respond. Byron struck a chord which made a common chord tremble, 
and it need not surprise us that 14,000 copies of The Corsair were sold in 
one day. He had taught tens of thousands of people, who had never read 
poetry, to read such poetry as his with rapture. Undoubtedly it is often 
unfinished, and seldom exquisite, but his sweep of movement, his sovereign 
case, his air of expressing liimsclf, not as a writer, but as a man, carry us 
away again and again. Arnold complains of the want of sequence in that 
famous passage in The Giaour, " He who hath bent him o’er tlic dead,” 
but he does not fail to give these lines to us in his selections of the best of 
Byron’s poetry : 

He who hath bent him o’er the dead 
Ere the first day of death is fled. 

The first dark day of nodiingness. 

The last of danger and distress 

(Before Decay’s effacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers). 

And mark’d the mild angelic air. 

The rapture of repose that’s there. 

The fix’d yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid check. 

And—but for drat sad and shrouded eye. 

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now. 

And but for that chill, changeless brow. 

When cold Obstruction’s apathy 
Appals the gazing mourner’s heart. 

As if to him it could impart 
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The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 

Yes, but for these and these alone, 

Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour. 

He still might doubt the tyrant’s power; 

So fair, so calm, so softly seal’d, 

The first, last look hy death reveal’d I 
Such is the aspect of this shore ; 

’Tis Greece, but living Greece no more. 

Byron reigned by the magnetism of his personality, by the torrential 
force of his rhetoric, and by the freshness and variety of ms material. As 
George Saintsbury says {A Short History of English Literature), he brought 
into English poetry “ a vast and valuable stock of new imagery, new 
properties, new scenery and decoration. . . . Always he has the merit 
of changing the scenes, the characters, the temper of English poetry, of 
at least apparently widening its scope, of giving a dash of the continental, 
the cosmopolitan, to vary our insularity and particularism." Above all 
he was a poet of revolt, with the courage of revolt. His appeal to the 
young has no doubt abated since he turned the heads of the youth of the 
Regency period, but he remains, even in this narrow category, the chief 
of the English-writing poets who may be described as awakeners of the 
poetic sense. It is true diat a great reaction set in after liis death, and that 
Carlyle did not see how his fame was to endure because “ no genuine 
productive thought was ever revealed by liim to mankind.” But if he 
did not add much to the sum of human dhought he has taught millions to 
think and feel. Arnold’s judgment has shortened the range of Carlyle’s : 

When Byron’s eyes were shut in death. 

We bow’d our head and held our breath. 

He taught us little ; but our soul 
Had felt him like the thunder’s roll. 

Byron has always been felt in this way, and it is impossible to read again 
his best passages without understanding and sharing the spell which he 
threw over liis generation in this coimtty and in Europe. Swinburne, who, 
of all the later critics, had reason to be offended by Byron’s want of finished 
art, defined his supreme quality as “ the excellence of sincerity and strength.” 
It is assuredly some excellence of sincerity and strength that young hearts 
discover in Byron—in Childe Harold, in The Corsair, in The Siege of Corinth, 
and in lines like these : 

The mountains look on Marathon— 

And Marathon looks on the sea ; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’dthat Greece might still be free ; 

For standing on the Persian^ grave 
I could not deem myself a slave. 
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A king sate on the rocky brow 
That looks o’er sea-bom SaJaniis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 

And men m nations;—all were his ! 

He counted tliem at break of day— 

And when the sun was set where were tlicy ? 

And where are they ? and where art thou. 
My country ? On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is tuneless now— 

The heroic bosom beats no more. 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 

Degenerate into hands like mine ? 

’Tis sometliing, in the dearth of fame. 
Though link'd among a fetter’d race. 

To feel at least a patriot’s shame. 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here ? 

For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear. 

Must we but weep o’er days more blest ? 

Must we but blush ?—Our fatlicrs bled. 

Earth ! render back from out tliy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of tliree hundred grant but three. 

To make a new Thermopylae. 


§3 

We must refer, though briefly, to the great crisis in Byron’s career 
which was at once his doom and inspiration after the first Chihk Harold 
period. The story of his disastrous marriage to Miss Milbankc, of his 
failure as a married man, of the still unsolved mystery of their separation, 
accompanied by the crash of Byron’s social reputation, and followed by 
his departure from England, never to return, is too vexed and complicated 
to be detailed here. A discussion which cannot be ended had here better 
not be begun. The London world turned against its hero and darling, 
vindictively, mercilessly. Byron himself tells us : “ The press was active 
and scurrilous . . . my name—which had been a knightly or a noble 
one since William the Norman—was tainted. I felt that, if what was 
whispered and muttered and murmured was true, I was unfit for England ; 
if fiiwe, England was unfit for me.” He landed at Ostend in April 
and began to “ bear through Europe the pageant of his bleeding heart.” 
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The first two cantos of ChilJe Harold were published in 1812, and they 
belong therefore to Byron’s early period; the third and fourth were the 
first expressions of ms inflamed genius. Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch has 
asked his Cambridge students to compare these two portions. “ Who 
can fail to perceive tlie sudden deepening of the voice to sincerity, the as 
sudden lift to music and imagination ? ” At once he finds a subject, and 
great words for it, in the field of Waterloo, where less than a year before 
the master of Europe had become the jest of fame. Everyone knows 
those splendid lines, but one is glad that Sir Arthur quotes the stanza which 
in anthologies and “ reciters ” is so often cut off, die beautiful tribute to 
Frederick Howard, who fell in the late evening of the batde-day when 
charging the French with his hussars; 

There have been tears and breaking hearts for thee. 

And mine were nothing, had I such to give ; 

But when I stood beneath the fresh green tree. 

Which living waves where thou didst cease to live. 

And saw around me the wide field revive 
With fruits and fertile promise, and the Spring 
Come forth her work of gladness to contrive, 

With all her reckless birds upon the wing, 

I turned from all she brought to those me could not bring. 

The line italicised is a supremely fine expression of the energy, the hberty, 
and movement of nature. 

Nor can one argue with those who deny the name of great poetry to 
the stanza on the dying gladiator in the Coliseum, to whose ears, half 
sealed in his last agony, came the “ inhuman shout ” which hailed the victor : 

He heard it, but he heeded not—his eyes 

Were with his heart—and that was fat away ; 

He recked not of the life he lost nor prize. 

But where his rude hut by the Danube lay. 

There were his young barbarians all at play. 

There was their Dacian mother—he, their sire. 

Butcher’d to make a Roman holiday— 

All this rush'd with his blood—Shall he expire 
And unavenged ? Arise ! ye Goths, and glut your ire ! 


§4 

But the real, the most puissant Byron is found in Don Juan. This epic 
abounds in every kind of literary material: wit, satire, description, char¬ 
acterisation, self-communing, accusation, dreaming. As a piece of gay 
description take the pirate Lambro’s return to his island, where he finds 
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the shipwrecked Don Juan and his daughter Haidde rejoicing in their young 
love among his dancing domestics. 

He saw his white walk shining in the sun. 

His garden trees all shadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulet’s light buDbling run. 

The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 
The umbrage of the wood, so cool and dun. 

The moving figures, and the sparkling sheen 
Of arms (in the East ail arm)—and various dyes, 

Of coloured garbs, as bright as butterflies. 

And further on a group of Grecian girk. 

The first and tallest her white kerchief waving. 

Were strung together hke a row of pearls. 

Linked hand in hand, and dancing ; each too having 
Down her white neck long floating auburn curls— 

(The least of which would set ten poets raving) ; 

Their leader sang—and bounded to her song 
With choral step and voice the virgin throng. 

And here, assembled cross-lcgg’d round their trays. 

Small social parties just begun to dine ; 

Pilaus and meats of all sorts met the gaze. 

And flasks of Samian and of Chian wine. 

And sherbet cooling in the porous vase ; 

Above them their dessert grew on its vine ; 

The orange and pomegranate nodding o cr. 

Dropped in their laps, scarce plucked, their mellow store. 

Contrast with this the awesome opening stanza of the description of 
the shipwreck : 

’Twas twihght, and the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters ; hke a veil. 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
Of one whose hate is mask’d but to assail. 

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown. 

And grimly darkled o’er the faces pale. 

And the dim desolate sleep ; twelve days had Fear 
Been their familiar, and now Death was here. 

Or take again that sudden hymnal outbunt: 

Ave Maria ! blessed be the hour ! 

The time, the cUme, the spot, where I so oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the earth so beautiful and soft 
While swung the deep bell in the distant tower. 
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Ave Maria ! ’tis the hour of prayer ! 

Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of love I 
Ave Maria ! may our spirits dare 
Look up to thme ana to thy Son’s above ! 

Ave Maria ! oh, that face so fair ! 

Those downcast eyes beneath the Almighty dove— 
What though ’tis out a pictured image ?—strike— 
That painting is no idol—’tis too like. 


Sweet hour of twilight!—in the sohtude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravenna’s immemorial wood. 

Rooted where once the Adrian wave flowed o’er. 

To where the last Cxsarian fortress stood. 

Evergreen forest ! which Boccaccio’s lore 
And Dryden’s lay made haunted ground to me. 

How have 1 loved the twilight hour and thee ! 

In his pictures of nature Byron is magnificent on the ordinary plane 
of sight and feeling ; this it is which makes him the awakener of youth 
and the dchght of tired men. With him the cflfcct is always instant, in¬ 
telligible, and sensuous. Very frequently indeed he parts with exalted 
feehng only to achieve a more masterful power. What could be finer in 
its casual, sketchy truthfubess than tlie description of the plain of Troy 
(in Don Juan), as he really saw it ? 

Nothing in his personal life became Byron like his end when he took 
up arms for Greece in the War of Greek Independence, and his over-Hved 
hfe ended in fever at Missolonghi on April 19,1824. It is impossible to say 
what manner of man or what different manner of poet he would have 
become had he not died at thirty-seven. Stopford Brooke beUeved that 
his last great act, his sacrifice of his time, his money, and his hfe for Greece, 
would have marked a deep change. “ Byron did not reach manhood in 
this world, the manhood wliich has learned self-restraint for the sake of 
high purposes. He was entering it when he died.” Let us rather say he 
had entered it when he wrote his last lines at Missolonghi : 

Awake ! (not Greece—she is awake !) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through whom 
Their life-blood tracks its parent-lake. 

And dien strike home ! 

Tread diose reviving passions down. 

Unworthy manhood 1 —unto thee 
Indifierent should the smile or fiown 
Of beauty be. 
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If thou rcgret’st thy youth, why live ? 

The land of honourable deatli 
Is here :—up to tlie field, and give 
Away tliy breath. 

Seek out—less often sought than found — 

A soldier's grave, for thee the best; 

Then look around, and choose thy ground. 

And take thy rest. 

Thus ended Childe Harold’s last pilgrimage. If his wishes had been allowed 
to rule the manner of Byron’s burial, he would not have been brought 
home, to be buried like a country magnate in tlie heart of England. On 
some lonely ./Egean isle, or on some Grecian promontory, amid the murmur 
of the waves, his tomb would have recalled to every pilgrim his majestic 
verse ; 

Between two worlds Life hovers like a star, 

’Twixt Night and Morn, upon tlic horizon's verge. 

How Utde do we know that which we arc ! 

How less what we may be ! The eternal surge 
Of Time and Tide rolk on and bears afar 
Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge. 

Lashed from the foam of ages ; while tlie graves 
Of Empires heave but like some passing waves. 

But Byron’s remains were brought to England—to be refused burial in 
Westminster Abbey, and to be laid in the family vault at Hucknall Torkard, 
a mile or two from Newstead Abbey, amid die scenes which had wimessed 
his pure, boyish passion for Mary Chaworth. 


§5 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELUIV 

Shelley stands alone among the singers of the ages. He owned no 
master and left no disciple. The music which he swept from the wild 
harp of time ” came with a new sound on the world s ear, and no minstrel 
ever caught its melody again. 

He was bom in 1792, at Horsham, the eldest son of a country squire, 
a man of ancient and distinguished race, but a strange progenitor for a poet 
so ethereal. From the first the boy, beautiful as an angel and as tend^- 
hearted, tremblingly ahve in every fibre, strung hke a wind-harp to the 
breath of every breeze, seemed like a being from another sphere. The 
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sight of pain or sorrow turned him sick with rage and pity. At Eton— 
to him a world of tyrants and of foes ”—where he struck a penknife 
through a bully’s hand, he gained the title of Mad Shelley, i^md mad 
indeed he may be called : 

If mad it is to be unlike the world. 


In due course he went to Oxford. There he put forth a pamphlet of 
two pages on the Necessity of Atheism. The authorities, without argument, 
expelled him promptly. Yet the University has, in recent years, set up 
his statue, and so claimed him, with some irony, among her cherished sons. 

Two years later a pretty, empty-headed schoolgirl fell in love with 
him, declared she could not live without him, and they eloped together. 
Such a union could not last. They separated and Shelley married again. 
His second wife was Mary Godwin, afterwards the author of Frankenstein. 
They setded in Italy, where nearly all his chief poems were written and 
from which he was never to return. 

During all this time he had been writing. But, strange to say, his early 
poems and his wild romances showed not only no distinction, but no 
promise. Queen Mab was something better ; Alastor, better still; and in 
the long poem The Revolt of Islam, and above all in the Dedication to his 
wife, we hear the Shelley note in its perfection : 

So now my summer-task is ended, Mary, 

And I return to thee, my own heart’s home. 

As to his Queen some victor knight of Faery, 

Earning bright spoils for her enchanted dome. 

At Venice he met Byron. In the splendid poem Julian and Maddalo (Shelley 
and Byron) he threw a vivid light upon his brother-poet. 

The sense that he was greater than his kind 
Had struck, methinks, nis eagle spirit blind 
By gazing on its own exceeding light. 

It is a fact that Shelley looked up to Byron as to a superior being. But 
all his hfe he suffered from illusions. He had also a strange liking for the 
verse of Southey—much as the Fairy Queen stuck roses in the head of 
Bottom. 

It was while staying at Byron’s villa at Este that he began, in i8i8, the 
vast poetic drama, Prometheus Unbound —a work that in sheer lyric power 
and splendour has no parallel in any language. zEschylus, after his play 
Prometheus Bound, left a sequel, Prometheus Unbound, which the world has 
lost. Shelley’s drama supphes its place, though it bears but slight resemblance 
to a work of the Gre^ stage. As in zEschylus, his Prometheus, as Ae 
friend of man, is chained by Zeus upon the mountain crag. But now he 
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writhes in fierier torment than the eagle’s beak. Swarms of black vampire- 
demons hang about him, bringing him visions of the dire calamities which, 
throughout the ages, the race of man is fated to endure. But when the 
Furies leave him, missions of choral spirits, sea-nymplis, echoes, sing liim 
songs of consolation, filling the air, and all the play, with their enchanted 
music, or with continual syllables of dulcet speech. Here is die first soliloquy 
of Prometheus, spoken in soUtude upon liis peak : 

I ask the Earth, have not die mountains felt ? 

I ask you Heaven, the all-beholding Sun, 

Has it not seen ? The Sea, in storm or calm. 

Heaven’s ever-changing Shadow, spread below. 

Have its deaf waves not heard my agony ? 

Ah me ! alas, pain, pain ever, for ever ! 

The crawling glaciers pierce me with die spears 
Of dieir moon-freezing crystals ; the bright chains 
Eat with their burning cold into my bones. 

Heaven’s winged hound, polluting from diy lips 

His beak in poison not his own, tears up 

My heart; and shapeless sights come wandering by. 

The ghasdy people of die realm of dream. 

Mocking me : and the Earthquake-fiends are charged 
To wrench the rivets from my quivering wounds 
When the rocks split and close again behind : 

While from their loud abysses howhng throng 
The genii of the storm, urging the rage 
Of whirlwind, and afflict me widi keen hail. 

And yet to me welcome is day and night. 

Whether one breaks the hoar-frost of the morn. 

Or starry, dim, and slow, the other chmbs 
The leaden-coloured cast. 

Here is a spirit-song, wliich seems to fall from heaven in music, “ sweet 
as a singing rain of silver dew ” : 

On a poet’s lips I slept 
Dreaming like a love-adept 
In the sound his breathing kept; 

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal bhsses. 

But feeds on the agreal kisses. 

Of shapes that haunt thought’s wildernesses. 

He will watch from dawn to gloom 
The lake-reflected sun illume 
The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom. 

Not heed not see, what things they be ; 

But from these create he can 
Forms more real than living man. 

Nurslings of immortality ! 
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After Prometheus came another play. The Cend—this time a drama of 
real life. No idea of the power and splendour of the work can be mven 
in this place, any more than Hamlet could be summed up in a paragra^. 

The Witch of Atlas is an enchanted fairy-tale. Strange and wild are 
the adventures of the lovely witch, a kind of child of Ariel, who dwelt 
beside a fountain in a mountain cave : 

A lovely lady garmented in light 
From her own beauty—deep her eyes, as are 
Two openings of unfathomable night 
Seen through a temple’s cloven roof—her hair 
Dark—the dim brain whirls dizzy with delight. 

Picturing her form ; her soft smiles shone afar. 

And her low voice was heard like love, and drew 
All living things towards this wonder new. 

And first the spotted cameleopard came. 

And then the wise and fearless elephant 
Then the sly serpent, in the golden fiame 
Of his own volumes intervolved ;—all gaunt 
And sanguine beasts her gende looks made tame. 

They drank before her at her sacred fount; 

And every beast of beadng heart grew bold. 

Such gentleness and power even to behold. 

The brinded lioness led forth her young. 

That she might teach them how they should forego 
Their inborn mirst of dcatli; the pard unstrung 
His sinews at her feet, and sought to know 
With looks whose motions spoke widiout a tongue 
How he might be as gentle as the doe. 

The magic circle of her voice and eyes 
All savage natures did imparadise. 

And old Silenus, shaking a green stick 
Of lilies, and the wood-gods in a crew 
Came blithe as in the olive copses thick 
Cicadx are, drunk with the noonday dew : 

And Dryopc and Faunus followed quick. 

Teasing the god to sing tliem something new; 

Till in tliis cave they found the lady lone. 

Sitting upon a seat of emerald stone. 

Here is a description of her magic vessel: 

She had a boat, which some say Vulcan wrought 
For Venus, as the chariot of her star; 

But it was found too feeble to be fraught 
With all the ardours in that sphere which are, 
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And SO she sold it, and Apollo bought 
And gave it to his daughter : from a car 
Changed to die fairest and the lightest boat 
Which ever upon mortal scream did float. 

And down die streams which clove those mountains vast. 
Around their inland islets, and amid 
The panther-peopled forests, whose shade cast 
Darkness and odours, and a pleasure hid 
In melancholy gloom, the pinnace passed ; 

By many a star-surrounded pyramid 
Of icy crag cleaving the purple sky. 

And caverns yawning round unfatnomably. 

The silver noon into that winding dell. 

With slanted gleam athwart the forest tops. 

Tempered like golden evening, feebly fell; 

A green and glowing light, like that which drops 
From folded lilies in which glow-worms dwell. 

When Earth over her face Night’s mantle wraps; 
Between the severed mountains lay on high. 

Over the stream, a narrow rift of sky. 


§6 

Then came the great romance of Shelley’s life—his love for Emilia 
Viviani. She was a lovely girl, with the shape of a Greek statue, and witli 
its marble pallor, her dark hair wreathed Greek-fashion, and with large 
sleepy eyes that could awake to fiery passion. She had been shut up in a 
convent by her father until she would consent to wed a suitor of liis choice. 
There Shelley saw her, pitied her sad lot, and made unavailing efforts to 
secure her freedom. A wild, electric, yet ideal passion sprang up between 
them—a passion which in Epipsychiilion —“ a poem on the soul —he 
enshrined as if in syllables of imperishable fire. In the concluding lines— 
which we will quote in part—he dreams, as many a lover has before him, 
of flying with his love to some fair land, far from the world of men : 

Emily, 

A ship is floating in the harbour now,^ 

A wind is hovering o’er the mounuin’s brow. 

There is a path on the sea’s azure floor,— 

No keel nas ever ploughed tliat path before ; 

The h^cyons brood around the foamless isles : 

The treacherous ocean has forsworn its wiles; 
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The merry mariners are bold and free : 

Say, my heart’s sister, wilt thou sail with me - 
Our bark is as an albatross whose nest 
Is a far Eden of the purple east; 

It is an isle under Ionian sKies, 

Beautiful as a wreck of paradise ; 

The blue jEeean girds this chosen home. 

With ever-changing sound and light and foam. 

But the chief marvel of the wilderness 
Is a lone dwelling, built by whom or how 
None of the rustic island-people know. 

’Tis not a tower of strength, though with its height 
It overtops the woods; but, for delight. 

Some wise and tender ocean-king, ere crime 
Had been invented in the world’s young prime, 

Reared it, a wonder of that simple time. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude. 

And we will talk, until thought’s melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart. 

And our veins beat together ; and our lips. 

With other eloquence than words, eclipse 
The soul that bums between them ; and the wells 
Which boil under our being’s inmost cells. 

The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in passion’s golden purity. 

As mountain-springs under the morning sun. 

We shall become the same, we shall be one. 

One hope within two wills, one will beneath 
Two overshadowing minds, one life, one death. 

One heaven, one hell, one immortality. 

And one annihilation ! 

Woe is me ! 

The wingid words on which my soul would pierce 
Into the height of Love’s rare universe 
Are chains of lead around its flight of fire— 

I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire ! 

Ill the year following, 1821, Keats died, and Shelley wrote the great 
elegy of Adonais : 

Oh, weep for Adonais—he is dead ! 

Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep ! 

Yet wherefore ? Quench within their burning bed 
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep 
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Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep ; 

For he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
Descend ;—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Will yet restore him to the vital air ; 

Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair. 

Shelley was under the impression, as Byron was, that Keats liad been 
killed by the critics. The impression was an error, but Shelley’s retaliation 
is a superb piece of invective : 

The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn ; 

He sets, and each ephemeral insect then 
Is gathered into death without a dawn. 

And the immortal stars awake again ; 

So is it in the world of living men : 

A godlike mind soan forth, in its delight 
Making earth bare and veiling heaven, and when 
It sinks, the swarms that dimmed or shared its light 
Leave to its kindred lamps the spirits’ awful night. 

Live thou, whose infamy is not tliy fame ! 

Live ! feat no heavier chastisement from me. 

Thou noteless blot on a remembered name ! 

But be thyself and know thyself to be ! 

And ever at thy season be thou free 
To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow ; 

Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee ; 

Hot Shame shall burn upon thy secret brow, 

And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt—as now. 

Nor must we fail to note the gorgeous lines: 

The One remains, the many change and pass ; 

Heaven’s light forever shines. Harm’s shadows fly. 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass. 

Stains the white radiance of Eternity. 

Shelley himself thought Adottais the best thing he had written. “ I 
confess,” he said, “ I should be surprised if that poem were bom to an 
eternity of obUvion.” It may be noted that, during his own Ufetime, none 
of his poems sold a hundred copies, and many not a single one. 

We must now consider Shelley’s songs and lyrics. We will take only 
such as can be quoted complete, for to take portions of The Skylark, The 
Cloud, The West Wind, and so on, is to ruin the effect which the poet had 
in mind. It is first to be observed that Shelley had two styles, quite different 
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styles, the gorgeous and the simple. Of the first, let us take To Night, a 
most Shelley-like example: 

Swifdy walk over the western wave, 

Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cave 
Where, all the long and lone daylight. 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear 
Which make thee terrible and dear. 

Swift be thy flight ! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey. 

Star-inwrought, 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day ; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Then wander o’er city and sea and land 
Touching all with thine opiate wand— 

Come, long-sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn 
I sighed for thee ; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone. 

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 

And the weary Day turned to her rest. 

Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

“ Wouldst tliou me ? ” 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 

Murmured like a noontide bee, 

“ Shall I nestle near tliy side ? 

Wouldst thou me ? ”—And 1 replied, 

" No, not thee." 

Death will come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come wlien thou art fled. 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night— 

Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ! 

Compare the style of this witli Ozymandias, in its subUme simplicity : 

I met a traveller from an antique land 

Who said : Two vast and trunklcss legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand. 

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
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And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command. 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these hfcless thiiiK, 

The band that mocked them, and the heart that fed : 

And on the pedestal these words appear : 

“ My name is O^mandias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair ! ” 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch fat away. 

Shelley is, of course, one of the world’s supreme song-writers. Here 
are two examples which are worthy of the greatest of die Ehzabethans: 


(0 

The fountains mingle with tlie river 
And the rivers with the ocean, 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 

Nothing in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one anodier’s being mingle. 

Why not I with thine ?— 


See the mountains kiss high heaven 
And the w'aves clasp one anotlicr 
No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother ; 

And the sunlight clasps the earth 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea : 
What are all these kissings worth 
If thou kiss not me ? 


.( 2 ) 

Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibrates in die memory— 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken. 
Live widiin the sense they quicken. 


Rose-leaves, when the rose is dead. 

Are heaped for the beloved’s bed ; 

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself shall slumber on. 


§7 

Some mention must be made of Shelley’s prose. Matthew Arnold 
thought that his prose-writings “ would resist the wear and tear of time 
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better, and finally come to stand higher, than his poetry.” The words, 
like Hamlet’s, are rather wild and whirling. No prose ever written is 
likely to do that. But if not, Ukc his verse, unique in splendour, Shelley’s 
prose is of a beauty all its own. Some critics think that the best of it is 
in his letters, with dieir travel-pictures, the pen-paintings of a poet; others 
tliat his finest prose resides in his eloquent Defence of Poetry, which, besides 
being an admirable piece of writing, is literary criticism of the first, the 
highest order. 

Sometimes Shelley painted the same scene both in prose and verse, so 
that we are able to set the two pictures side by side. His description of 
Pompeii is an excellent example : 

Above and between the multitudinous shafts of sunshining columns was seen 
the sea, reflecting the purple heaven of noon above it, and supporting, as it were, 
on its line the dark lofty mountains of Sorrento, of a blue inexpressibly deep, 
and tinged towards their summit with streaks of new-fallen snow. Between 
was one small green island. Behind was the single summit of Vesuvius, rolling 
forth volumes of thick white smoke, whose foam-like column was sometimes 
darted into the clear dark sky, and fell in little streaks along the wind. Between 
Vesuvius and the nearer mountains, as through a chasm, was seen the main line 
of the loftiest Apennines, to the cast. The day was radiant and warm. Every 
now and then we heard the subterranean thunder of Vesuvius ; its distant deep 
peals seem to shake the very air and light of day, which interpenetrated our frames 
with the sullen and tremendous sound. 

The Tombs were the most impressive things of all. The wild woods surround 
them on either side ; and along the broad stones of the paved road which divides 
them, you hear the late leaves of autumn shiver and rustle in the stream of in¬ 
constant wind, as it were, like the steps of ghosts. 

Now here is the replica in verse : 

I stood within the city disinterred. 

And heard the autumnal leaves like light footfalls 

Of Spirits passing through the streets, and heard 
The moimtain’s slumberous voice at intervals 
Thrill through those roofless halls. 

The oracular thunder penetrating shook 
The listening soul in my suspended blood. 

I felt that Earth out of her deep heart spoke. 

I felt, but heard not. Through white columns glowed 
The isle-sustaining ocean-flood. 

The prose is very fine descriptive writing—splendid. But is it equal 
to the verse ? Where in it is that penetrating music which has the power, 
like the very mountain-voice, to shake the soul ? 

Apart from Shelley’s word-music, it is clear that he had the keenest 
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sense of the music of sound. Only a real music-loYcr could have written 
the enchanting lines; 

I pant for the music which is divine. 

My heart in its diirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine, 

Loosen the notes in a silver shower. 

It is often charged against the poetry of Sliclley tliat, while strong ui 
music, it is weak in imagery, in pictorial effect. It is true that Shelley’s 
is a style of glowing colour, but not often boldly grapliic. Sometimes, 
indeed, Shelley not only colours, but draws also, like a master ; as in the 
noble picture of the Hours in tlie Prometheus —the wild-eyed charioteers, 
with bright hair streaming, leaning forward in their cars to lash their rainbow¬ 
winged and flying steeds. Sometimes, also, he has a little passing piece of 
imagery such as this: 

Two sister-antelopes 

By one fair darn, snow-white and swift as wind, 

Nursed among lilies near a brimming stream— 

A httle picture, half painted, half suggested, of an indescribable witchery 
of eflfect. As a rule, however, Shelley cares far less for definite imagery 
than for effects of light and colour ; effects varying through all the scale, 
from scenes of vast dim tracts " robed in tlic lustrous gloom of leaden- 
coloured even ”—from wild weaves hgbtcd awfully : 

By the last glare of day’s red agony, 

Wliicli from a rent among the ilcry clouds 

Bums far along the tempest-wrinkled deep— 

down to tire light-dissolving star-showers of soft-breaking seas, or the 
green and golden fire of glow-worms gleaming at twilight from the bells 
of lilies. 

But what chiefly separates Shelley’s pictures from those of other poets 
is his amasdngly fine sense of tenderness of colour. There is notliing equal 
to his work in this respect; nothing that glows like it, yet is so delicate. 
Some of his effects stand quite apart—alone in their great beauty. Take 
the description of the mystic shell which Proteus gave to Asia : 

See the pale azure fading into silver, 

Lining it witli a soft yet glowing light; 

Looks it not Uke lulled music sleeping there ? 

The secret of this sort of colouring, so rich, yet so cdiercal, belongs to 
Shelley only, among the poets of tire world. 

As to Shelley’s music, there is Uttle need to speak. From every line we 
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have been reading it conies thrilling out, celestial as an angel’s. For those 
whose spirit is attuned to hear it, comment is superduous, and for others, 
idle. Who can " explain ” a melody of Chopin to a man who has no ear ? 

Alas ! The harp that woke that music was too soon to sound no more. 
Early in Julv 1822, Shelley set sail in a small boat firom Leghorn. In a 
sudden squaU the vessel saii, and Shelley, who could never learn to swim, 
went down without an effort. Some days later the body was washed up, 
and burnt, in antique fashion, on the shore. The heart alone was saved, 
conveyed to Rome, and buried near the resting-place of Keats. The 
stone bears the epitaph Cor Cordium —the heart of hearts—and is followed 
by the lines : 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 

Well chosen were the words of Ariel’s song to set on Shelley’s grave. 
Yet not less well might other words stand also on tliat stone—the last great 
biles of Adonais, those famibar lines: 

The breath whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me ; my spirit’s bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the trembbng throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest driven ; 

The massy earth and sphered skies are riven ! 

I am home darkly, fearfully afar ; 

Whikt burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 

The soul of Adonais, uke a star. 

Beacons from die abode where the Eternal are. 


§8 

JOHN KEATS 

“ Keats’s Hyperion ” said Byron, “ seems actually inspired by the Titans 
and as subbme as AEschylus.” That is the same as saying—and most rightly 
saying—that Keats is one of the supreme poets of all time. 

Genius is a wild flower that blossoms in strange crannies. Keats, whose 
father was an ostler in a bvery stable, was bom at Moorfields in London 
in 1797. He went to school at Enfield, where he learned a bttle Latin, 
but not a syllable of Greek, and afterwards began bfe as an apprentice to 
a surgeon. In due time he walked the hospitals, but he soon threw down 
his s^pels, which he hated; for his father, who had married his master’s 
daughter, having left a bttle money, he was able to give up his future life 
to poetry alone. 
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His fint volume, issued in 1817, contained some lovely verses, although, 
except for a single sonnet, still immature. This sonnet was On first looking 
into Chapmans Homer, a gem of inspiration. 

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific—and all nis men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise— 

SUent, upon a peak in Darien. 

It is amazing that such verses should have been written by a poet who was 
a mere boy. 

His next volume was Endymion —the story of die mountain-shepherd 
and the goddess of the Moon. It is full of lines still weak, but often lovely 
in their very weakness, and interspersed with passages of growing strength 
and splendour, such as the description of Bacchus and his revellers : 

And as I sat, over die light blue hills 
There came a noise of revellers : die rills 
Into die wide stream came of purple hue— 

’Twas Bacchus and his crew ! 

The earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kissing cymbals made a merry din— 

Twas Bacchus and liis kin ! 

Like to a moving vintage down they came, 

Crown’d with green leaves, and faces all on flame. 

Within his car, aloft, young Bacchus stood. 

Trifling his ivy-dart, in dancing mood. 

With sidelong laughing; 

And litde rills of crimson wine imbrued 
His plump white arms and shoulders, enough white 
For Venus’ pearly bite ; 

And near him rode Silenus on his ass. 

Pelted with flowers as he on did pass, 

Tipsily quaffing. 

Onward these myriads—with song and dance ; 

With zebras striped, and sleek Arabians’ prance. 

Web-foot alligators, crocodiles. 

Bearing upon their scaly backs, in files. 

Plump in^t laughen mimicking the coil 
Of seaman, and stout galley-rowers’ toil : 

With toying oars and silken sails they glide. 

Nor cate for wind and tide. 

It is micrcsting to note that these lines are a replica in words of the 
painting of “ Bacchus and Ariadne,” by Titian, in the National Gallery. 
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The very first line of the poem has passed into the language : 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever. 

And one such thing of beauty is the “ Song of Sorrow ” in Book IV : 

O Sorrow 
Why dost borrow 

The lustrous passion from a falcon-eye ?— 

To give the glow-worm light ? 

Or on a moonless night 
To tinge, on syren shores, the salt sea-spry ? 

Soon after the appearance of Endymiort Keats fell in love. The lady, 
Fanny Brawne, was a charming creature, young, gay, and volatile, some¬ 
thing of a rattle and a great deal of a flirt, who kept her jealous lover on 
the rack. In vain were all his pleadings ; 

Ah ! if you prize my subdued soul above 
The poor, the fading, brief pride of an hour. 

Let none profane my Holy See of love. 

Or with a rude hand break 
The sacramental cake— 

Let none else touch the just new-budded flower. 

If not, may my eyes close. 

Love ! on their last repose. 

Better, indeed, for his happiness, to die at twenty-five than to wear 
his hfe out with the feather-headed Faimy. 

His last volume. Lamia, and other Poems, appeared in 1820. As it con¬ 
tained Hyperion, Lamia, Isabella, The Eve of St. Agnes, and the five great 
Odes, it is not too much to say tliat it is the finest book of poems ever given 
to the world. 

Let us consider first the great blank-verse poem of Hyperion, of which 
Byron’s panegyric has been quoted. Here is the passage he refers to, the 
picture of the vanquished Titans in their den of refuge, beaten in combat 
by the younger gods : 

It was a den where no insulting light 
Could glimmer on their tears; where their own groans 
They f 3 t, but heard not, for the solid roar 
Of Uiunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse. 

Pouring a constant bulk, uncertain where. 

Crag jutting forth to erag, and rocks that seemed 
Ever as if just rising from a sleep. 

Forehead to forehead held their monstrous horns ; 

And thus in thousand hugest phantasies 
Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe. 
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After Prometheus came another play. The Cend—this time a drama of 
real life. No idea of the power and splendour of the work can be mven 
in this place, any more than Hamlet could be summed up in a paragra^. 

The Witch of Atlas is an enchanted fairy-tale. Strange and wild are 
the adventures of the lovely witch, a kind of child of Ariel, who dwelt 
beside a fountain in a mountain cave : 

A lovely lady garmented in light 
From her own beauty—deep her eyes, as are 
Two openings of unfathomable night 
Seen through a temple’s cloven roof—her hair 
Dark—the dim brain whirls dizzy with delight. 

Picturing her form ; her soft smiles shone afar. 

And her low voice was heard like love, and drew 
All living things towards this wonder new. 

And first the spotted cameleopard came. 

And then the wise and fearless elephant 
Then the sly serpent, in the golden fiame 
Of his own volumes intervolved ;—all gaunt 
And sanguine beasts her gende looks made tame. 

They drank before her at her sacred fount; 

And every beast of beadng heart grew bold. 

Such gentleness and power even to behold. 

The brinded lioness led forth her young. 

That she might teach them how they should forego 
Their inborn mirst of dcatli; the pard unstrung 
His sinews at her feet, and sought to know 
With looks whose motions spoke widiout a tongue 
How he might be as gentle as the doe. 

The magic circle of her voice and eyes 
All savage natures did imparadise. 

And old Silenus, shaking a green stick 
Of lilies, and the wood-gods in a crew 
Came blithe as in the olive copses thick 
Cicadx are, drunk with the noonday dew : 

And Dryopc and Faunus followed quick. 

Teasing the god to sing tliem something new; 

Till in tliis cave they found the lady lone. 

Sitting upon a seat of emerald stone. 

Here is a description of her magic vessel: 

She had a boat, which some say Vulcan wrought 
For Venus, as the chariot of her star; 

But it was found too feeble to be fraught 
With all the ardours in that sphere which are, 
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And SO she sold it, and Apollo bought 
And gave it to his daughter : from a car 
Changed to die fairest and the lightest boat 
Which ever upon mortal scream did float. 

And down die streams which clove those mountains vast. 
Around their inland islets, and amid 
The panther-peopled forests, whose shade cast 
Darkness and odours, and a pleasure hid 
In melancholy gloom, the pinnace passed ; 

By many a star-surrounded pyramid 
Of icy crag cleaving the purple sky. 

And caverns yawning round unfatnomably. 

The silver noon into that winding dell. 

With slanted gleam athwart the forest tops. 

Tempered like golden evening, feebly fell; 

A green and glowing light, like that which drops 
From folded lilies in which glow-worms dwell. 

When Earth over her face Night’s mantle wraps; 
Between the severed mountains lay on high. 

Over the stream, a narrow rift of sky. 


§6 

Then came the great romance of Shelley’s life—his love for Emilia 
Viviani. She was a lovely girl, with the shape of a Greek statue, and witli 
its marble pallor, her dark hair wreathed Greek-fashion, and with large 
sleepy eyes that could awake to fiery passion. She had been shut up in a 
convent by her father until she would consent to wed a suitor of liis choice. 
There Shelley saw her, pitied her sad lot, and made unavailing efforts to 
secure her freedom. A wild, electric, yet ideal passion sprang up between 
them—a passion which in Epipsychiilion —“ a poem on the soul —he 
enshrined as if in syllables of imperishable fire. In the concluding lines— 
which we will quote in part—he dreams, as many a lover has before him, 
of flying with his love to some fair land, far from the world of men : 

Emily, 

A ship is floating in the harbour now,^ 

A wind is hovering o’er the mounuin’s brow. 

There is a path on the sea’s azure floor,— 

No keel nas ever ploughed tliat path before ; 

The h^cyons brood around the foamless isles : 

The treacherous ocean has forsworn its wiles; 
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The merry mariners are bold and free : 

Say, my heart’s sister, wilt thou sail with me - 
Our bark is as an albatross whose nest 
Is a far Eden of the purple east; 

It is an isle under Ionian sKies, 

Beautiful as a wreck of paradise ; 

The blue jEeean girds this chosen home. 

With ever-changing sound and light and foam. 

But the chief marvel of the wilderness 
Is a lone dwelling, built by whom or how 
None of the rustic island-people know. 

’Tis not a tower of strength, though with its height 
It overtops the woods; but, for delight. 

Some wise and tender ocean-king, ere crime 
Had been invented in the world’s young prime, 

Reared it, a wonder of that simple time. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude. 

And we will talk, until thought’s melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart. 

And our veins beat together ; and our lips. 

With other eloquence than words, eclipse 
The soul that bums between them ; and the wells 
Which boil under our being’s inmost cells. 

The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in passion’s golden purity. 

As mountain-springs under the morning sun. 

We shall become the same, we shall be one. 

One hope within two wills, one will beneath 
Two overshadowing minds, one life, one death. 

One heaven, one hell, one immortality. 

And one annihilation ! 

Woe is me ! 

The wingid words on which my soul would pierce 
Into the height of Love’s rare universe 
Are chains of lead around its flight of fire— 

I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire ! 

Ill the year following, 1821, Keats died, and Shelley wrote the great 
elegy of Adonais : 

Oh, weep for Adonais—he is dead ! 

Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep ! 

Yet wherefore ? Quench within their burning bed 
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep 
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Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep ; 

For he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
Descend ;—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Will yet restore him to the vital air ; 

Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair. 

Shelley was under the impression, as Byron was, that Keats liad been 
killed by the critics. The impression was an error, but Shelley’s retaliation 
is a superb piece of invective : 

The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn ; 

He sets, and each ephemeral insect then 
Is gathered into death without a dawn. 

And the immortal stars awake again ; 

So is it in the world of living men : 

A godlike mind soan forth, in its delight 
Making earth bare and veiling heaven, and when 
It sinks, the swarms that dimmed or shared its light 
Leave to its kindred lamps the spirits’ awful night. 

Live thou, whose infamy is not tliy fame ! 

Live ! feat no heavier chastisement from me. 

Thou noteless blot on a remembered name ! 

But be thyself and know thyself to be ! 

And ever at thy season be thou free 
To spill the venom when thy fangs o’erflow ; 

Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee ; 

Hot Shame shall burn upon thy secret brow, 

And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt—as now. 

Nor must we fail to note the gorgeous lines: 

The One remains, the many change and pass ; 

Heaven’s light forever shines. Harm’s shadows fly. 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass. 

Stains the white radiance of Eternity. 

Shelley himself thought Adottais the best thing he had written. “ I 
confess,” he said, “ I should be surprised if that poem were bom to an 
eternity of obUvion.” It may be noted that, during his own Ufetime, none 
of his poems sold a hundred copies, and many not a single one. 

We must now consider Shelley’s songs and lyrics. We will take only 
such as can be quoted complete, for to take portions of The Skylark, The 
Cloud, The West Wind, and so on, is to ruin the effect which the poet had 
in mind. It is first to be observed that Shelley had two styles, quite different 
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styles, the gorgeous and the simple. Of the first, let us take To Night, a 
most Shelley-like example: 

Swifdy walk over the western wave, 

Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cave 
Where, all the long and lone daylight. 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear 
Which make thee terrible and dear. 

Swift be thy flight ! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey. 

Star-inwrought, 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day ; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Then wander o’er city and sea and land 
Touching all with thine opiate wand— 

Come, long-sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn 
I sighed for thee ; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone. 

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 

And the weary Day turned to her rest. 

Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

“ Wouldst tliou me ? ” 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 

Murmured like a noontide bee, 

“ Shall I nestle near tliy side ? 

Wouldst thou me ? ”—And 1 replied, 

" No, not thee." 

Death will come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come wlien thou art fled. 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night— 

Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ! 

Compare the style of this witli Ozymandias, in its subUme simplicity : 

I met a traveller from an antique land 

Who said : Two vast and trunklcss legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand. 

Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
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And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command. 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these hfcless thiiiK, 

The band that mocked them, and the heart that fed : 

And on the pedestal these words appear : 

“ My name is O^mandias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair ! ” 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch fat away. 

Shelley is, of course, one of the world’s supreme song-writers. Here 
are two examples which are worthy of the greatest of die Ehzabethans: 


(0 

The fountains mingle with tlie river 
And the rivers with the ocean, 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 

Nothing in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one anodier’s being mingle. 

Why not I with thine ?— 


See the mountains kiss high heaven 
And the w'aves clasp one anotlicr 
No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother ; 

And the sunlight clasps the earth 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea : 
What are all these kissings worth 
If thou kiss not me ? 


.( 2 ) 

Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibrates in die memory— 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken. 
Live widiin the sense they quicken. 


Rose-leaves, when the rose is dead. 

Are heaped for the beloved’s bed ; 

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself shall slumber on. 


§7 

Some mention must be made of Shelley’s prose. Matthew Arnold 
thought that his prose-writings “ would resist the wear and tear of time 
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better, and finally come to stand higher, than his poetry.” The words, 
like Hamlet’s, are rather wild and whirling. No prose ever written is 
likely to do that. But if not, Ukc his verse, unique in splendour, Shelley’s 
prose is of a beauty all its own. Some critics think that the best of it is 
in his letters, with dieir travel-pictures, the pen-paintings of a poet; others 
tliat his finest prose resides in his eloquent Defence of Poetry, which, besides 
being an admirable piece of writing, is literary criticism of the first, the 
highest order. 

Sometimes Shelley painted the same scene both in prose and verse, so 
that we are able to set the two pictures side by side. His description of 
Pompeii is an excellent example : 

Above and between the multitudinous shafts of sunshining columns was seen 
the sea, reflecting the purple heaven of noon above it, and supporting, as it were, 
on its line the dark lofty mountains of Sorrento, of a blue inexpressibly deep, 
and tinged towards their summit with streaks of new-fallen snow. Between 
was one small green island. Behind was the single summit of Vesuvius, rolling 
forth volumes of thick white smoke, whose foam-like column was sometimes 
darted into the clear dark sky, and fell in little streaks along the wind. Between 
Vesuvius and the nearer mountains, as through a chasm, was seen the main line 
of the loftiest Apennines, to the cast. The day was radiant and warm. Every 
now and then we heard the subterranean thunder of Vesuvius ; its distant deep 
peals seem to shake the very air and light of day, which interpenetrated our frames 
with the sullen and tremendous sound. 

The Tombs were the most impressive things of all. The wild woods surround 
them on either side ; and along the broad stones of the paved road which divides 
them, you hear the late leaves of autumn shiver and rustle in the stream of in¬ 
constant wind, as it were, like the steps of ghosts. 

Now here is the replica in verse : 

I stood within the city disinterred. 

And heard the autumnal leaves like light footfalls 

Of Spirits passing through the streets, and heard 
The moimtain’s slumberous voice at intervals 
Thrill through those roofless halls. 

The oracular thunder penetrating shook 
The listening soul in my suspended blood. 

I felt that Earth out of her deep heart spoke. 

I felt, but heard not. Through white columns glowed 
The isle-sustaining ocean-flood. 

The prose is very fine descriptive writing—splendid. But is it equal 
to the verse ? Where in it is that penetrating music which has the power, 
like the very mountain-voice, to shake the soul ? 

Apart from Shelley’s word-music, it is clear that he had the keenest 
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sense of the music of sound. Only a real music-loYcr could have written 
the enchanting lines; 

I pant for the music which is divine. 

My heart in its diirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine, 

Loosen the notes in a silver shower. 

It is often charged against the poetry of Sliclley tliat, while strong ui 
music, it is weak in imagery, in pictorial effect. It is true that Shelley’s 
is a style of glowing colour, but not often boldly grapliic. Sometimes, 
indeed, Shelley not only colours, but draws also, like a master ; as in the 
noble picture of the Hours in tlie Prometheus —the wild-eyed charioteers, 
with bright hair streaming, leaning forward in their cars to lash their rainbow¬ 
winged and flying steeds. Sometimes, also, he has a little passing piece of 
imagery such as this: 

Two sister-antelopes 

By one fair darn, snow-white and swift as wind, 

Nursed among lilies near a brimming stream— 

A httle picture, half painted, half suggested, of an indescribable witchery 
of eflfect. As a rule, however, Shelley cares far less for definite imagery 
than for effects of light and colour ; effects varying through all the scale, 
from scenes of vast dim tracts " robed in tlic lustrous gloom of leaden- 
coloured even ”—from wild weaves hgbtcd awfully : 

By the last glare of day’s red agony, 

Wliicli from a rent among the ilcry clouds 

Bums far along the tempest-wrinkled deep— 

down to tire light-dissolving star-showers of soft-breaking seas, or the 
green and golden fire of glow-worms gleaming at twilight from the bells 
of lilies. 

But what chiefly separates Shelley’s pictures from those of other poets 
is his amasdngly fine sense of tenderness of colour. There is notliing equal 
to his work in this respect; nothing that glows like it, yet is so delicate. 
Some of his effects stand quite apart—alone in their great beauty. Take 
the description of the mystic shell which Proteus gave to Asia : 

See the pale azure fading into silver, 

Lining it witli a soft yet glowing light; 

Looks it not Uke lulled music sleeping there ? 

The secret of this sort of colouring, so rich, yet so cdiercal, belongs to 
Shelley only, among the poets of tire world. 

As to Shelley’s music, there is Uttle need to speak. From every line we 
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have been reading it conies thrilling out, celestial as an angel’s. For those 
whose spirit is attuned to hear it, comment is superduous, and for others, 
idle. Who can " explain ” a melody of Chopin to a man who has no ear ? 

Alas ! The harp that woke that music was too soon to sound no more. 
Early in Julv 1822, Shelley set sail in a small boat firom Leghorn. In a 
sudden squaU the vessel saii, and Shelley, who could never learn to swim, 
went down without an effort. Some days later the body was washed up, 
and burnt, in antique fashion, on the shore. The heart alone was saved, 
conveyed to Rome, and buried near the resting-place of Keats. The 
stone bears the epitaph Cor Cordium —the heart of hearts—and is followed 
by the lines : 

Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 

Well chosen were the words of Ariel’s song to set on Shelley’s grave. 
Yet not less well might other words stand also on tliat stone—the last great 
biles of Adonais, those famibar lines: 

The breath whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me ; my spirit’s bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the trembbng throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest driven ; 

The massy earth and sphered skies are riven ! 

I am home darkly, fearfully afar ; 

Whikt burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 

The soul of Adonais, uke a star. 

Beacons from die abode where the Eternal are. 


§8 

JOHN KEATS 

“ Keats’s Hyperion ” said Byron, “ seems actually inspired by the Titans 
and as subbme as AEschylus.” That is the same as saying—and most rightly 
saying—that Keats is one of the supreme poets of all time. 

Genius is a wild flower that blossoms in strange crannies. Keats, whose 
father was an ostler in a bvery stable, was bom at Moorfields in London 
in 1797. He went to school at Enfield, where he learned a bttle Latin, 
but not a syllable of Greek, and afterwards began bfe as an apprentice to 
a surgeon. In due time he walked the hospitals, but he soon threw down 
his s^pels, which he hated; for his father, who had married his master’s 
daughter, having left a bttle money, he was able to give up his future life 
to poetry alone. 
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His fint volume, issued in 1817, contained some lovely verses, although, 
except for a single sonnet, still immature. This sonnet was On first looking 
into Chapmans Homer, a gem of inspiration. 

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken ; 

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific—and all nis men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise— 

SUent, upon a peak in Darien. 

It is amazing that such verses should have been written by a poet who was 
a mere boy. 

His next volume was Endymion —the story of die mountain-shepherd 
and the goddess of the Moon. It is full of lines still weak, but often lovely 
in their very weakness, and interspersed with passages of growing strength 
and splendour, such as the description of Bacchus and his revellers : 

And as I sat, over die light blue hills 
There came a noise of revellers : die rills 
Into die wide stream came of purple hue— 

’Twas Bacchus and his crew ! 

The earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kissing cymbals made a merry din— 

Twas Bacchus and liis kin ! 

Like to a moving vintage down they came, 

Crown’d with green leaves, and faces all on flame. 

Within his car, aloft, young Bacchus stood. 

Trifling his ivy-dart, in dancing mood. 

With sidelong laughing; 

And litde rills of crimson wine imbrued 
His plump white arms and shoulders, enough white 
For Venus’ pearly bite ; 

And near him rode Silenus on his ass. 

Pelted with flowers as he on did pass, 

Tipsily quaffing. 

Onward these myriads—with song and dance ; 

With zebras striped, and sleek Arabians’ prance. 

Web-foot alligators, crocodiles. 

Bearing upon their scaly backs, in files. 

Plump in^t laughen mimicking the coil 
Of seaman, and stout galley-rowers’ toil : 

With toying oars and silken sails they glide. 

Nor cate for wind and tide. 

It is micrcsting to note that these lines are a replica in words of the 
painting of “ Bacchus and Ariadne,” by Titian, in the National Gallery. 
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The very first line of the poem has passed into the language : 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever. 

And one such thing of beauty is the “ Song of Sorrow ” in Book IV : 

O Sorrow 
Why dost borrow 

The lustrous passion from a falcon-eye ?— 

To give the glow-worm light ? 

Or on a moonless night 
To tinge, on syren shores, the salt sea-spry ? 

Soon after the appearance of Endymiort Keats fell in love. The lady, 
Fanny Brawne, was a charming creature, young, gay, and volatile, some¬ 
thing of a rattle and a great deal of a flirt, who kept her jealous lover on 
the rack. In vain were all his pleadings ; 

Ah ! if you prize my subdued soul above 
The poor, the fading, brief pride of an hour. 

Let none profane my Holy See of love. 

Or with a rude hand break 
The sacramental cake— 

Let none else touch the just new-budded flower. 

If not, may my eyes close. 

Love ! on their last repose. 

Better, indeed, for his happiness, to die at twenty-five than to wear 
his hfe out with the feather-headed Faimy. 

His last volume. Lamia, and other Poems, appeared in 1820. As it con¬ 
tained Hyperion, Lamia, Isabella, The Eve of St. Agnes, and the five great 
Odes, it is not too much to say tliat it is the finest book of poems ever given 
to the world. 

Let us consider first the great blank-verse poem of Hyperion, of which 
Byron’s panegyric has been quoted. Here is the passage he refers to, the 
picture of the vanquished Titans in their den of refuge, beaten in combat 
by the younger gods : 

It was a den where no insulting light 
Could glimmer on their tears; where their own groans 
They f 3 t, but heard not, for the solid roar 
Of Uiunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse. 

Pouring a constant bulk, uncertain where. 

Crag jutting forth to erag, and rocks that seemed 
Ever as if just rising from a sleep. 

Forehead to forehead held their monstrous horns ; 

And thus in thousand hugest phantasies 
Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe. 
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Instead of thrones, hard flint they sat upon. 

Couches of rugged stone, and slaty ridge 
Stubbomed with iron. All were not assembled 
Some chained in torture, and some wandering. 

Ckus, and Gyges, and Briareus, 

Typhon, and Dolor, and Porphyrion, 

With many more, the brawniest in assault. 

Were pent in regions of laborious breatli ; 

Dungeoned in opaque element to keep 

Their clenched teeth still clenched, and all their limbs 

Locked up like veins of metal, cramped and screwed ; 

Witliout a motion, save of their big hearts 
Heaving in pain, and horribly convulsed 
With sanguine, feverous, boiling gurge of pulse. 

Mnemosyne was straying in the world ; 

Far from her moon had Pha-be wandered ; 

And many else were free to roam abroad, 

But for the main, here found they covert drear. 

Scarce images of life, one here, one there. 

Lay vast and edgeways ; like a dismal cirque 
When the chill rain begins at shut of eve. 

In dull November, and their chancel vault. 

The heaven itself, is bhnded throughout night. 

Each one kept shroud, nor to his neighbour gave 
Or word or look, or action of despair. 

Caius was one ; iiis ponderous iron mace 
Lay by him, and a shatter’d rib of rock 
Told of his rage, ere he thus sank and pined, 
lapetus another ; in his grasp, 

A serpent’s plashy neck ; its barbed tongue 
Squeezed from the gorge, and all its uncurled length 
Dead ; and because the creature could not spit 
Its poison in the eyes of conquering Jove. 

Next Cottus : prone he lay, chin uppermost. 

As though in pain ; for still upon the flint 
He ground severe his skull, with open mouth 
And eyes at horrid working. 

To match this picture we must to the first two books of Paradise Lost, 
Or certain parts of the “ Inferno.’ 

The scene in Lamia is an enchanted forest, a place of fauns and dryads, 
with the god Hermes hovering on coloured wings about the dingles, in 
search of a coy nymph who has escaped him. He comes by chance upon 
a snake amidst a thicket—a snake who is enchanted also. It is Lamia, the 
woman-serpent, a thing of beauty and of fear : 

She was a gordian shape of dazzling hue. 

Vermilion-spotted, golden, green, and blue ; 
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Striped like a zebra, freckled like a pard, 

Eyed like a peacock, and all crimson-barred ; 

And full of silver moons, that, as she breathed. 

Dissolved, or briehter shone, or interwreathed 
Their lustres with the gloomier tapestries— 

So rainbow-sided, touched with miseries. 

She seemed at once some penanced lady elf, 

Some demon’s mistress or the demon’s self. 

Upon her crest she wore a wannish fire 
Sprinkled with stars like Ariadne’s tiar. 

Her head was serpent, but ah, bitter-sweet ! 

She had a woman’s mouth with all its pearb complete 
And for her eyes—what could such eyes do there 
But weep, and weep, that they were bom so fair ? 

As Proserpine still weeps for her Sicilian air. 

The god, with a touch of his transfiguring wand, charms her back into a 
woman’s shape, and sets her down in Corinth, whence she came. There 
she meets her lover, Lysius, a young Greek. By spells she buHds a splendid 
palace in a single night, with a banquet-table glowing with a marriage 
feast. But when the guests, the friends of Lysius, assemble, tliey find among 
them a Uttle bald old withered man, Apollonius the Philosopher, the bride¬ 
groom’s tutor. He mutters in his pupil’s ear a deadly warning ; 

“ Fool ! Fool ! ” repeated he, while his eyes still 
Relented not nor moved : “ from every ill 
Of life have I preserved thee to this day. 

And shall I see dice made a serpent’s prey ? ” 

“ A serpent ! ” he re-echoed. No sooner said than with a frightful 
scream she vanished into air. 

The Eve of St. Agnes must be reckoned, on the whole, the most splendid 
of Keats’s poems. It tells the story of a lovely lady shut up within a castle 
on St. Agnes’s Eve, when maidens see their lovers in their dreams. Porphyro, 
her own lover, steals into tlie castle at die peril of his hfc—“ for there were 
sleeping dragons all around ”—and conceals himself within the maiden’s 
chamber, so that when she wakens her eyes alight upon no visionary lover, 
but upon the Hving man whom she adores. This is the description of the 
lovely Madeline, about to seek the sleep of magic dreams : 

Out went the taper as she hurried in ; 

Its hide smoke in pallid moonshine died : 

She closed the door, she panted, all akin 

To spirits of the air and visions wide : 
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No Uttered syllable, or woe betide ! 

But to her heart her heart was voluble, 

Paining with eloquence her balmy side ; 

As though a tongueless nightingale should swell 
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell. 

A casement high and triple-arched there was. 

All garlanded with carven imageries 

Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass. 

And diamonded witli panes of quaint device 
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes. 

As are die dger-moth’s decjv-damasked wings ; 

And in the midst, ’mong diousand lieraldries. 

And twihght saints, and dim emblaronings, 

A shielded scutcheon blushed with blood of queens and kings. 

Full on this casement shone the wintry moon. 

And threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast. 

As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and bo<in ; 

Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest. 

And on her silver cross soft amethyst. 

And on her hair a glory, like a saint: 

She seemed a splendid angel, newly drest. 

Save wings, for heaven :—Porphyro grew faint : 

She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint. 

Anon his heart revives: her vc,spers done. 

Of all its wreathM pearls her hair slic frees ; 

Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one ; 

Loosens her fragrant bodice ; by degrees 
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed. 

Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees. 

In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed. 

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled. 

Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest. 

In sort of wakeful swoon, perplexed she lay. 

Until the poppied warmtli of sleep oppressed 
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away ; 

Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day ; 

Blissfully havened both from joy and pain ; 

Clasped like a missal where swart Paynims pray : 

Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain. 

As though a rose should shut and be a bud again. 

It has been generally assumed that, because he often took his stories 
from the Greek mythology, Keats wrote in the Greek spirit. Nothing 
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call be furtlicr from the truth. Keats was above all things the poet of 
romance. 

Keats must, on the whole, be placed at the head of poet-painters. He 
had, in unapproached degree, the two essential gifts of a great artist—the 
sense of beauty, and the sense of colour. He is the greatest colourist in 
literature. Before him, there was nothing of that passionate delight in 
colour for its own sake—nothing even in the best of Chaucer or of Spenser 
—which can bear comparison for a moment with such a study, for example, 
as that of Lamia, the witch-serpent, which has been given above. 

Keats, like all great colourists, loved crimson in liis soul. It would 
not have been possible to him, as it was to Chaucer and to Wordsworth, 
to glut his passion on a daisy, rather than on “ the wealth of globed peonies.” 
He loved the lustrous bubbling of red wine—the glowing of the tiger- 
moth’s deep-damasked wings—the blood-red scutcheon blazoned in the 
panes. Exuberance of colour was the gift of Keats to poetry. 

The surest mark of a born painter is the tendency to shun abstractions 
and to think in imageries; and of this tendency perhaps no poet ever 
really had so great a share as Keats. To a mind in which this tendency is 
strong, it is not enough to tell us, for example, that a night is “ bitter chill ” 
—chilincss is an abstract notion ; it must have form and substance ; it 
must proceed to set before our eyes a series of vivid little frosty scenes : 

The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold ; 

The hare limped trembling through the frozen grass ; 

And silent was the flock in woolly fold. 

Scott was a poet of great graphic power. Let us try a piece of his 
description against a piece, as nearly like it as possible, of the work of Keats. 
Here, first, is Scott: 

The corbels were carved grotesque and grim. 

And here is Keats : 

The carved angels, ever eager-eyed. 

Stared, where upon their heads the cornice rests. 

With hair blown back and wings put cross-wise on their breasts. 

” Grotesque and grim ” conveys a general impression, but no image ; 
tlie reader is left to work out for himself the details of the piece of carving 
on the corbels. Keats sets the image itself before us, and we have only to 
regard it. 

But there is something more than tliis about the work of Keats. There 
is the glamour, the deep romantic charm, in which his finest lines are “ rich 
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to intoxication ”—such lines as tliosc from the Ode to a Ni^^htiutiale, which 
are one of tlic supreme wonders of the world of art : 

Thou wast not bom for dcatJi, immortal Bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee down ; 

The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Tlirough tlie sad heart of Rutli, when sick for liomc. 

She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 

The same tliat oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on tlic foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

Who docs not feel the ghimour of these immortal hues ? Such verses 
differ from mere word-painting, however rich and vivid, as a musk-rose 
differs from a red camellia. The perfume of poetry is about them, as well 
as the colour and the form. And what a master of the poetic, the musical 
word ! And how easily and potently he suggests and maintains a scene, 
a setting, an atmosphere ! 

At the age of twenty-five Keats died at Rome. He sleeps bcneatli 
the pyramid of Caius Ccstius, a spot so beautiful that, in the phrase of 
Shelley, whose heart was soon to rest beside him, “ it makes one in love 
with death to think that one should be buried in so sweet a place.” The 
inscription on the grave is of his own devising ; “ Here lies one whose 
name is writ in water.” The lovely, touching words arc idle. That name 
is written, not in water, but on the everlasting rock of Time. 
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§r 

SCOTT 

T he publication of Walter Scott’s Waverky in 1814 marks the begin¬ 
ning of the supremacy of the novel as popular literature above all 
other forms of literary art. The vogue of Richardson and Fielding 
had passed, at least for the moment. Mrs. RadcliHc’s tlirills had lost the 
charm of novelty. Maria Edgeworth never had a great public. The 
Waverley novels had their tens of thousand readers where Scott’s pre¬ 
decessors only had their hundreds. 

Walter Scott was born at Edinburgh on August 15, 1771. His father 
was a Writer to the Signet, the Scots equivalent to an English solicitor. 
His mother was the daughter of a professor in Edinburgh University. 
On both his father’s and his mother’s sides Scott was descended from 
ancient border ycom.m famihes. Scott was a weakling as a boy. The 
lameness that was his all through his hfe and which prevented him from 
being a soldier was due to the arrest of growth in the right leg in infancy. 

As a cliild living on his grandfather’s farm he listened eagerly to border 
ballads and border stories, and when he was sent to the Edinburgh High 
School he had already acquired an unusual knowledge of the folk-lore and 
traditions of his native land. While he was a schoolboy he set himself 
to learn French that he might thoroughly understand and enjoy old French 
romances, and before he was fifteen he had learned Italian in order to read 
Dante and Ariosto in the original. The Covenanter atmosphere of his 
father’s house could not have been very congenial to tliis young and ardent 
collector of romances ; but the unromantic home found its compensation 
in the fact that Scott, as a young man, spent all his holidays scouring the 
countryside searching for bwads and local legends. 

In 1792 Scott was admitted to the Faculty of Advocates. He never 
practised in the courts nor indeed ever intended to practise. His ambition 
was to obtain official appointments of a not too exacting nature which would 
ensure him a living and leave him with leisure for literary work. This 
ambition was fulfilled. In 1799 he was appointed Sheriff-Deputy of 
Selkirkshire with Ught duties and a salary of three hundred a year, and seven 
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years later he secured the reversion of the office of Clerk of Session. For 
six years he performed the duties without salary, and then for nineteen 
years he received a salary of ^1600 a year for woric that took him, according 
to his biographer and son-in-Jaw, Lockhart, three or four hours a day 
during six months of each year. 

When he was nineteen Scott fell in love with Willamina, the daughter 
of Sir John Stuart. The romance lasted for six yean, and then the young lady 
married William Forbes, who in after years was one of Scott’s most devoted 
friends. Scott took his disappointment with stoical dignity, but, referring to 
the incident in bis Journal, he professed that though his broken heart had 
been pieced together, “ the crack will remain to my dying day.” Willamina 
is immortalised in The Lay of the Last Minstrel, in Rob Roy, and in Rokeby. 

In October 1797 Scott married Charlotte Margaret Charpentier in 
St. Mary’s Church, Carlisle. His wife was a beautiful woman, the daughter 
of a Lyons Royalist who had been brought up in England. She possessed 
considerable strength of character, charm, and beauty, and though she 
was never able really to understand her husband, the marriage was tolerably 
successful, and after her death Scott referred to her as “ the true and faithful 
companion of my fortunes, good and bad.” 

There is an unbroken consistency in Walter Scott’s hterary life. From 
The Lay of the Last Minstrel to tbe last of his novels he was intent on story¬ 
telling, and the stories that he told were deliberately offered to the reader 
as a means of escape from the commonplace. The seventeenth century 
in France and the eighteenth century in England were the centuries of 
classicism, ages in which the maker of literature was mainly concerned 
with correctness of expression. The greatest of all the French classic writers 
is Racine, whose unchallenged reputation hampered the development of 
French literature until the romantic revolt of the nineteenth century. The 
apostle of classicism in England was Dr. Johnson, who, despite the fact 
that he wrote the Uves of the poets, may be regarded as the most typical 
figure of the century described as “ an age of prose and common sense.” 
The English romantic movement, of which Scott was one of the great 
figures, was a revolt against both the prose and the common sense, a protest 
against the realism of Fielding and the commonplace sentimentality of 
Richardson, an escape from the streets to the mountains. 

The revolt began witli the “ Gothic ” melodramas of Horace Walpole, 
Mrs. Radchffc, and Monk Lewis. It came to its height with the poetry 
of Wordsworth, Byron, Coleridge, and Shelley, and the historical romances 
of Walter Scott. We have seen that from his childhood Scott had an 
eager appetite for ancient stories and traditional songs, and he was therefore 
well fitted to take a leading place in the literary movement which sought 
beauty and interest in a picturesque past. In The Lay of the Last Minstrel. 
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in Marmion, and in The Lady of the Lake Scott excited his readers with 
(to quote Hazlitt) “ the interest and curiosity belonging to a wild country 
and a distant period of time.” 

His poetry is not great, considered as poetry, yet we return to it and love 
it. It has been accurately characterised by Sir Leshe Stephen : “ It is not 
poetry of the first order. It is not the poetry of deep meditation or rapt 
enthusiasm. . . . And yet it has a charm, which becomes more sensible 
die more familiar we grow with it, the charm of unaffected and spontaneous 
love of nature ; and not only is it perfectly in harmony with the nature 
which Scott loves so well, but it is still the best interpreter of the sound 
healthy love of wild scenery. Wordsworth no doubt goes deeper ; and 
Byron is more vigorous ; and Shelley more ethereal. But it is, and will 
remain, a good thing to have a breath from the Cheviots brought straight 
into the London streets, as Scott alone can do it.” 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel sold in far larger numbers than any English 
poem had ever sold before, and was a success because it was a story. It 
brought Scott nearly eight hundred pounds, and its success determined him 
seriously to regard literature as a profession. The second of Scott’s long 
poems, Marmion, was published in 1808, Scott receiving a thousand pounds 
for the copyright from Constable, his Edinburgh publislicr. 

There arc passages in Marmion that reach a high level. Constance, 
betrayed by Marmion, is about to meet her doom by the hand of the 
executioners ; the bell is tolling : 

Even in the vesper’s heavenly tone, 

Tliey seem’d to hear a dying groan. 

And bade the passing knell to toll 
For welfare of a parting soul. 

Slow o’er the midnight wave it swung, 

Northumbrian rocks in answer rung. 

To Warkworth cell the echoes roll’d. 

His beads the wakeful hermit told. 

The Bamborough peasant raised his head. 

But slept ere half a prayer he said ; 

So far was heard the mighty knell. 

The stag sprung up on Cheviot Fell, 

Spread his broad nostril to the wind. 

Listed before, aside, behind, 

Then couch’d him down beside the hind. 

And quaked among the mountain fern. 

To hear that sound so dull and stern. 

Andrew Lang has pointed out the resemblance between the plot of 
Marmion and the plot of Ivanhoe. The poem tells a splendid moving story 
interlarded with many fine “ purple passages ” and ending with a sustained 
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account of the last stand at the battle of Floddea which has no equal in 
modem poetry. Marmion himself was dying when news comes to him 
thac the English had won the batde ; 

With that, straight up the hill there rode 
Two horsemen drench’d with gore, 

And in their arms, a helpless load, 

A wounded knight they bore. 

His hand still strain’d the broken brand; 

His arms were smear’d with blood and sand : 

Dracg’d from among the horses’ feet. 

With dinted shield, and helmet beat. 

The falcon-crest and plumage gone. 

Can that be haughty Marmion ! . . . 

Young Blount his armour did unlace. 

And, gazing on his ghastly face, 

Said^“ By Saint George, he’s gone ! 

That spear-wound has our master sped. 

And see, the deep cut on his head ! 

Good-night to Marmion.”— 

“ Unnurtured Blount ! thy brawhng cease ; 

He opes his eyes,” said Eustace ; “ peace ! ” 

When, doff’d his casque, he felt free air. 

Around ’gan Marmion wildly stare :— 

" Where’s Harry Blount ? Fitz-Eustacc where ? 

Linger ye here, ye hearts of hare ! 

Redeem my pennon—charge again ! 

Cry—‘ Marmion to the rescue ! ’—Vain ! 

Let Stanley charge with spur of fire— 

With Chester charge, and Lancashire, 

Full upon Scotland’s central host. 

Or victory and England’s lost.— 

Must I bid twice ?—hence, varlets ! fly ! 

Leave Marmion here alone—to die.” 

They parted, and alone he lay ; 

The war, that for a space did fail. 

Now trebly thundering swelled the gale. 

And— Stanley ! was the cry : 

A light on Marmion’s visage spread. 

And fired his glazing eye : 

With dying hand, above his head. 

He shook me fragment of his blade. 

And shouted” Victory ! 

Charge, Chester, charge I On, Stanley, on ! ” 

Were the last words of Marmion. 
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What Andrew Lang calls the “ inimitably vivacious ” The Lady of the 
Lake was published in i8io. Here again Scott retelb old tales, introducing 
the element of the supernatural so characteristic of romantic literature, of 
its Monk Lewis banalities as well as its masterpieces. One of the finest 
descriptive passages in The Lady of the Lake is the chase of “ the antlered 
monarch of the waste ” described in the first canto. 

The ander'd monarch of die waste 
Sprung from his heathery couch in haste 
But, ere his fleet career he took. 

The dew-drops from his flanks he shook. 

Like crested leader proud and high 
Toss’d his beam’d frontlet to the sky ; 

A moment gazed adowm die dale, 

A moment snuff’d the tainted gale, 

A moment listen’d to the cry. 

That thicken’d as the chase drew nigh ; 

Then, as the headmost foes appear’d, 

With one brave bound the copse he clear’d. 

And, stretching forward free and far. 

Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var. 

Yell’d on the view the opening pack ; 

Rock, glen, and cavern, paid diem back 
To many a mingled sound at once 
The awaken’d mountain gave response. 

A hundred dogs bay’d deep and strong 
Clatter’d a hundred steeds along. 

Their peal the merry horns rung out, 

A hundred voices join’d the shout; 

With hark and whoop and wild halloo 
No rest Benvoirlich’s echoes knew. 

Far from the tumult fled the roe. 

Close in her covert cower’d the doe 
The falcon, fiom her cairn on high. 

Cast on the rout a wondering eye. 

Till flu beyond her piercing ken 
The hurricane had swept the glen. 

Faint, and more faint, its failing din 
Return’d from cavern, cUff, and linn. 

And silence settled, wide and still, 

On'the lone wood and mighty hill. 

Scott’s one long poem, Rokeby, was published in 1812, to be followed 
by The Lord of the Isles in the following year. 
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§2 

Scott began to write Waverley in 1805. He put the manuscript by and 
apparently forgot all about it until 1810, when he finished the story in a 
few weeks of unremitting labour with a power of persistent application 
and almost unparalleled output which was his characteristic. It has been 
said that there is a striking consistency in artistic aim in all of Scott’s writings, 
but while this is true there is one striking difference between the poems 
and the novels. In the poems he is concerned only with romantic person¬ 
ages and highfalutin sentiment. In the novels, as R. H. Hutton well said, 
“ the business of life is even better portrayed than its sentiment.” Scott 
could find no inspiration in the small happenings of ordinary contemporary 
life. He was bored by circumstances that, related by a realist of genius 
like Jane Austen, become interesting and intensely dramatic. But though 
Scott required a large canvas and striking colours, he is always interested 
in humanity, and the characters that he created which have most reality 
are always those that are least highly placed. In this respect his novels 
are in striking contrast with those of Alexandre Dumas. The fact is that 
when he sat down to write historical novels, Scott was also eager accurately 
to describe the characteristics of the Scotch people, to do for the Scotch 
what Maria Edgeworth had already done for the Irish in her Castle Rack- 
rent and other novels. 

Scott’s intense desire to paint true pictures of his own people made 
him a realist as well as a writer of romance. In the scenes of long ago he 
places men and women in whom the reader can believe, whose struggles 
and difficulties he can understand, whose flesh and blood arc genuine, and 
who are of like passions with the people of to-day. 

Of Scott’s thirty-two novels, twenty-one have their scenes wholly or 
partly in Scotland, and of the other eleven. The Fortunes of Nigel, Quentin 
Durward, and The Talisman have Scottish heroes. Waverley was concerned 
with tlie Jacobite rebellion of 1745, an event which occurred in the 
generation immediately preceding Scott and which had left a scar on 
Scottish life which had by no means disappeared in Scott’s own day. 
Guy Manuering, The Antiquary, Rob Roy, The Heart of Midlothian, and 
Rcdgauutlet, all of them among Scott’s best work, also belong to the 
eighteenth century. The scenes of Old Mortality, A Legend of Montrose, 
The Pirate, Woodstock, The Fortunes of Nigel, The Bride of Lammermoor, 
and Peveril of the Peak are in the seventeenth century ; of The Monastery, 
The Abbot, and Kenilworth, in the sixteenth ; of The Fair Maid of Perth, 
Quentin Durward, and Anne of Geierstein, in the fifteenth ; of Castle Dangerous, 
in the fourteenth ; of Ivanhoe, The Talisman, and The Betrothed, in the 
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twelfth ; and of Count Robert of Paris in the eleventh. Only one of Scott’s 
stories, St. Ronans Well, dealt with the life of lus own time, and that was 
a conspicuous failure. It will be seen from this list tliat Scott’s work covers 
eight centuries, and if the list is considered by readers well acquainted with 
the noveb they will certainly agree with Professor Hudson that those of 
them with “ the greatest gr.isp of character, vitality, and spontaneous 
power are those which belong to the Scotland of the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries.” 

The Scott novels are full of historical in.iccuracics. One must not go 
to the novelist for facts. The anachronisms are well known. In Kenilworth, 
for instance, he puts quotations from Shakespeare into the mouths of his 
characters at a time when the poet was not yet in his teens. He takes Amy 
Robsart to Kenilworth, where she never was, and he brings the Young 
Pretender back to Scotland after Culloden. But details of this sort arc of 
small importance. He who only knows facts, knows nothing of history. 
It is a far more cogent criticism of Scott to say that in his reproductions of 
media:val hfe he has little appreciation ol the characteristics that certainly 
gave the Middle Ages their dignity and probably gave them their joy, 
particularly that love of beauty which remains enshrined in the great 
Gothic cathedrals and finds humbler expression in every example of 
mcdia'val craftsmanship still in existence. The imagination ot the novelist 
gives life to the dry bones of history. There arc few more intriguing 
figures in historical records than Louis XI of France. The serious historian 
devotes pages and chapters to the analysis ot the character of the king who 
began the work of making France a united nation, the work to be com¬ 
pleted by Richelieu and Henri Quatre. Scott succeeds in vividly portraying 
Louis XI in two paragraphs in the first chapter of Quentin Durwanl. The 
young Scotch adventurer, tramping to the court of the French king, is 
himself a fine figure of romance. 

Waverley was followed in 1815 by Guy Mannerinii, which was written 
in six weeks, and which Saintsbury considers “ perhaps the very best 
of the novels for merit of construction and interest of detail.” It 
contains some of the most memorable of the Scott characters—Dominic 
Sampson, Meg Merrilies, Dandic Dinmont. The Antiauary was published 
in May 1816, and Old Mortality and lilaek Dwarf were published at the end 
of the same year. Old Mortality is distinguished by its picture of Clavcr- 
house. It is a stirring talc of the time of the Covenanters, and Scott 
introduces into it a suggestion of the supernatural in which he was always 
so interested. Black Dwarf is one of Scott’s novels nowaday very little 
read. Andrew Lang thought the book “ of little account,’ and on the 
other hand Saintsbury considers “ the earlier part of Black Dwarf as happy 
as all but the best of Scott’s work.” 
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Rob Roy was published in December 1817. While he was writing it, 
Scott was already suffering from the persistent cramp in the stomach whicJi 
was to cause him so much agony during his later years. Rob Roy has 
the same reputation in Scotland as Robin Hood has in England, and the 
subject was therefore a popular one so far as the public north of the Tweed 
were concerned. Its heroine, Diana Vernon, is without question the most 
successful and most lovable of all Scott’s heroines, another prominent 
character being the inimitable Bailie Nicol Jarvie. The Heart of Midlothian, 
by common consent Scott’s masterpiece, was published in June 1818. 
Among a host of splendid characters it contains the admirable Jeanie Deans, 
who has become almost as real to us as Sam Weller himself. The Bride of 
Lammermoor appeared in 1819, a gloomy story the plot of which has been 
used as the libretto of a popular opera. The Master of Ravenswood is 
melodramatic, and Lucy Ashton is one of those pitifully pathetic heroines 
in whom it is always difficult to bcUeve. 

The Legend of Montrose belongs to the same year. It is not easy to 
disagree with Thackeray in considering Dugald Dalgetty, the rugged 
rittmeister, a secondary figure of tlie plot but die dominating figure of 
the novel, as one of the finest of all Scott’s creations. Saintsbury suggests 
that not even Dumas could have created a character well described as 
“ an admirable human being, a wonderful national type of the more 
eccentric kind, and the embodiment of an astonisliing amount ofjudiciously 
adjusted erudition.” 

Ivanhoe, the first Scott novel with an English theme, appeared at the 
end of 1819. The dry-as-dust liistorian has been very busy pointing out 
historical errors in diis great romance. But who cares ? Let it be admitted 
that the two heroines Rebecca and Rowena arc very dull young women 
(quite as dull as the typical Dickens heroine), but who has not rejoiced in 
the splendid passage of arms, the scenes in Sherwood Forest, tlie appearance 
of EUchard Cocur dc Lion, the whole glittering pageant of drama and 
colour. Incidentally Andrew Lang points out that Scott’s vivid contrast 
between the characters of the Anglo-Saxons and their Norman conquerors 
attracted the studies of the French historian Tliierry and led to interesting 
and valuable results. 

The Monastery, a relatively dull story. The Abbot, distinguished by its 
picture of Mary Queen of Scots, and Kenilworth are the next in order of 
the novels. Kenilworth tells the story of the Earl of Leicester and the luckless 
Amy Robsart. Queen Elizabeth appears in it: not perhaps the Ehzabeth 
of history, but a very dignified and impressive monarch. 

The Pirate, The Fortunes of Nigel, Peveril of the Peak, Quentin Durward, 
St. Ronans Well, and Redgauntlet followed in ^uick succession. Peveril of 
the Peak is admittedly a failure. So is St. Ronan s Well, a sort of Jane Austen 
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imitation, bowdlerised by its author into futility to placate the prudery 
of his evil genius, James Ballantync. 


§3 

Despite his ill-healtli, Scott had worked harder than almost any other 
great figure in literary liistory, and his books had brought him fortune 
as well as fame. He received iiis baronetcy in i8i8. He was a man of 
many friends and no enemies. He had a European reputation tliat equalled 
the reputation of Voltaire and Goethe. His country house at Abbotsford, 
which he had just purchased and elaborated, was valued at fifty tliousand 
pounds. He had spent three tliousand five hundred pounds in buying a 
captaincy in the King’s Hussars for his heir, die eldest of his four children. 
In January 1825 he gave a grand b.ill at Abbotsford in honour of liis son’s 
engagement. And a few months afterwards he was practically penniless. 

It is impossible to attempt to give any account of Scott’s complicated 
financial arrangements with the liallantynes and Constable, the publisher. 
He financed them, they advanced money to him, and the whole scries of 
transactions can only be understood by an expert. James Ballantync was 
evidently an extremely stupid person who never kept proper books, wliilc 
Scott always lived “ in a mist about money.” Anyhow, die result was 
that, at the age of fifty-five, broken in health and already worn out with 
work, Scott sat down to write books which would pay off a debt of nearly 
a hundred and thirty thousand pounds. Was there ever a more magnificent 
resolution ? “I will involve no friend, cither rich or poor,” he said ; 
“ my own right hand shall do it.” He first finished Woodstock, a novel 
entirely written in three months, and sold it for eight thousand two hundred 
and twenty-eight pounds. Then he wrote his Life of Napoleon Bonaparte, 
an absolute “ pot-boiler,” the two first editions of which brought him 
eighteen thousand pomids. This was followed by a scries of stories and 
essays. In two years he earned nearly forty thousand pounds (it is said 
that his income from his novels over a long scries of years was between 
fifteen and twenty thousand pounds a year), and his grateful crediton 
met and passed the following resolution : “ That Sir Walter Scott be 

requested to accept of liis furniture, plate, linens, paintings, hbrary, and 
curiosities of every description, as the best means tlie creditors have of 
expressing their very high sense of his most honourable conduct, and in 
grateful acknowledgment for the unparalleled and most successful exertions 
he has made and continues to make for them.” 

The Fair Maid of Perth was published in 1828, Anne of Geierstein in 1829, 
Count Robert of Paris in 1831, and Castle Dangerous, the last of the novels, 
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in the same year. They are the work of a broken man, and it would be 
absurd to compare them to his earlier romances. His wife had died in 
i8z6, and while he was slaving to pay his creditors he had two strokes of 
paralysis. He was at last persuaded that he must leave off working and 
rest, at least for a time. The Government put a frigate at his disposal, 
and in October 1831 he sailed for Italy from Portsmoudi. Wordsworth 
and his wife came to see him just before he left Abbotsford. During his 
tour Scott grew worse. While he was in Rome he heard of Goethe’s 
death, and then his one desire was to hurry home. He reached Abbotsford 
on July II, 1832, and he died on the 21st September of that year. Almost 
his last words was his admonition to Lockhart to “ Be a good man, my 
dear, be virtuous, be religious, be a good man.” 

Scott’s place in hterature is unchallengeable. He remains the master 
story-teller, as he himself said, sufficiently repaid if his “ scenes, unlaboured 
and loosely put together, have sufficient interest in them to amuse in one 
comer the pain of the body ; in another to relieve anxiety of mind ; in a 
third place to unwrinkle a brow bent with the furrows of daily toil ; in 
another to fill the place of bad thoughts or to suggest better ; in yet another 
to induce an idler to study the history of his country ; in all ... to 
furnish harmless amusement.” 

Sir Walter Scott loved the open air and men of action and brave deeds 
and simple people. He was not to be daunted by misfortune, he never 
lacked in kindness or in courtesy. His friends were innumerable and his 
servants adored him. A finer man was never a great writer, and posterity 
owes him nearly as great a debt as it owes to Dante, Shakespeare, and 
Dickens. 


§4 

ALEXANDRE DUMAS 

Stevenson described Alexandre Dumas as “ the ventripotent mulatto, 
the great eater, worker, earner, and waster, die man of much and witt^ 
laughter, the man of the great heart and, alas ! of the doubtful honesty. ’ 
Alexandre Dumas the elder was a boisterous literary adventurer. He was 
the son of one of Napoleon’s generals, who lost his master’s favour by too 
plain speaking and was allowed to die in poverty and neglect. General 
Dumas was bom in Saint Domingo, the illegitimate son of a French marquis 
and a negress, Marie Cessette Dumas. Alexandre Dumas arrived in Pans 
when he was twenty-one, penniless and unknown. Two years afterwards 
his first play, written in collaboration with Leuven, was produced at the 
Ambigu-Comique. For a year or two he wrote nothing but farces, probably 
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because they were most easily marketed. It was from die production of a 
series of Shakespearean plays in Paris by Cliarlcs Kean in English, that 
Dumas received the impetus to romance. Until the twenties of last century 
Shakespeare was neglected by the French. Voltaire liad sneered at him 
as a barbarian, and writers reared on tlie cold classic traditions of Racine 
were either ignorant of Shakespeare altogether or regarded his plays as 
of small account. To the France, however, of the barren years that followed 
the end of the Napoleon adventure, regretting the years of glory and military 
thrills, the colour of Shakespeare came as revelation and relief in a drab age. 
The beginning of the romantic inovcinent in French literature is associated 
with the names of Dumas, Victor Hugo, and the great critic Sainte-Heuve. 
It is referred to at greater length in another section. Here one need only 
note how these French writers were influenced first by Shakespeare and 
then by Scott. “ The poet of the modern world,” said Victor I lugo, 
“ is not Racine, but Shakespeare or Moliere ; for the object of modern 
art is not Beauty but Life.” 

In the enthusiastic determination to displace classic formalism with 
“ red blood,” Hugo wrote Cromiivll and licrnam, and Dumas wrote a 
whole series of romantic plays, all of which are now forgotten. One of 
these plays, Richard Darliiigloti, was founded on Scott’s Chronicles of the 
Canongate, and Dumas had certainly read many of the Waverley novels 
when he began, at the age of nearly forty, to write his great series of 
historical novels. Dumas, himself, was always eager to acknowledge his 
indebtedness. “ Whenever 1 meet an Englishman,” he once said, " I 
consider it my duty to be agreeable to him as part of the debt that I owe to 
Shakespeare and Walter Scott.” 

Dumas claimed that he wrote 1200 volumes. Most of his stories were 
written in collaboration, his best-known collaborator being Auguste 
Maquet. Even during his lifetime there was insistent discussion, to which 
Dumas appears to have been entirely indifferent, as to how much the 
novels owed to the collaborators and how much to him. After all, it would 
not matter much to us if Bacon had really written Hamlet and Maquet 
had written The Three Musketeers. The fact, however, was that any literary 
hack who was associated with Dumas became for the moment a genius. 

Dumas has been accused of plagiarism, an accusation which he himself 
never took the trouble to deny. In his novels there is never a particularly 
well-defined plot, but his genius for creating characters that attract and hold 
the interest, and almost the affection, of his readers is nearly equal to that 
of Dickens. His invention never failed. He was the master of witty 
dialogue and a matchless inventor of dramatic situations. 

It has been well said of him that he wanted “ no more than a room in 
an imi, where people meet in riding cloaks, to move the soul with the last 

465 



THE OVTllNE OF LITERATURE 

degree of terror and pity.” Stevenson loved D’Artagnan, and he loved 
him best in The Vicomte de Bragelonne, when he had “ mellowed into a 
man so witty, rough, kind, and upright that he takes the heart by storm.” 
But perhaps it is the young D’Artagnan, the needy Gascon adventurer, 
that most of the world adores. How vividly he is made to live ! 

“ Imagine Don Quixote at eighteen ; Don Quixote without his corselet, 
without ids coat of mail, without his cuisses; Don Quixote clothed in a 
woollen doublet, the blue colour of which had faded into a nameless shade 
between lees of wine and a heavenly azure ; face long and brown ; high 
cheek-bones, indicating craftiness ; the maxillary muscles enormously 
developed, an infaUible sign by which a Gascon may always be detected 
even without his cap—and our young man wore a cap ornamented with a 
kind of feather; his eye, open and inteUigent; his nose hooked, but 
finely chiselled. Too big for a youth, too small for a grown man, an 
experienced eye might have taken him for a farmer’s son upon a journey, 
had it not been for die long sword, which, dangling from a leathern baldric, 
hit against its owner’s calves as he walked and against his steed’s rough 
side when he was on horseback.” 

And how fully justified is Stevenson’s admiration: “ Here, and 

throughout, if I am to choose virtues for myself or my friends, let me 
choose the virtues of D’Artagnan. I do not say there is no character as 
well drawn in Shakespeare ; I do not say there is none that I love so wholly. 
There are many spiritual eyes that seem to spy upon out actions—eyes of 
the dead and the absent, whom we imagine to behold us in out most private 
hours, and whom we fear and scruple to offend : our witnesses and judges. 
And among these, even if you should think me childish, I must count my 
D’Artagnan—^not D’Artagnan of the memoirs whom Thackeray pretended 
to prefer—a preference, I take the freedom of saying, in which he stands 
alone ; not die D’Artagnan of flesh and blood, but him of the ink and 
paper ; not nature’s, but Dumas’s. And this is the particular crown and 
triumph of the artist—not to be true merely, but to be lovable ; not simply 
to convince, but to enchant.” 

Dumas’s The Three Musketeers retains its place in England as one of 
the most popular romances ever published. D’Artagnan is as well known 
to us as Hamlet. The three musketeers, Athos, Aramis, and Porthos, are 
as famihar as Sam Weller and Tom Jones. The adventures of D’Artagnan 
arc told in a trilogy. The Three Musketeers, Twenty Years After, and The 
Vicomte de Bragelonne. These three, with the Valois cycle— Queen Margot, 
The Dame de Montsoreau, and The Forty-Five —and that gorgeous romance, 
Monte Cristo, are the Dumas masterpieces. The first trilogy gives an amazing 
picture of the France of Louis Xni and Louis XIV, inaccurate maybe in 
dull facts but realistic in its colour and atmosphere. The second cycle 
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docs the same thing for the France of the Saint Bartholomew’s Day era. 
Monte Cristo is a book without a peer. It is far too long. The second 
volume is extravagant melodrama. But the fint volume is magnificent. 
The escape of Dant^ from the Chateau D’lf is one of the most exciting 
incidents in all Uteraturc. 

Edmond de Goncourt has left a striking picture of Dumas, as he was 
towards the end of his life : 

“ He b a sort of giant, with a negro’s hair now turned pepper-and-salt, 
with a httlc hippopotamus-like eye, clear and sharp, and wliich watches 
even when it seems covered over, and an enormous face with features 
resembling the vaguely hemispherical outlines which caricaturists introduce 
into their versions of the moon. There is, I cannot say how, something 
about him of a showman, or of a traveller from The ThoiisaiiJ and One 
Nights. He talks a great deal witliout much brilliancy, without much 
biting quahty, and without much colour ; he only gives us facts, curious 
facts, paradoxical facts, stunning facts, which he draws with a hoarse voice 
from an immense store of memories. And he talks always of himself, 
himself, himself, but with a childlike vanity in which there is nothing 
irriuting. He tells us, for example, that an article of his on Mount Carmel 
brought the monks there 700,000 francs (^(^28,000). He drinks neither wine 
nor coffee ; he does not smoke ; he is the sober athlete of articles and 
newspaper copy.” 

Dumas worked even harder than Scott, and for years his income was 
considerable. As De Goncourt has pointed out, his personal habits were 
simple. He neither smoke, drank, nor gambled, and, though he was fond 
of cooking, Albert Vandam tells us that his favourite dish was “ the beef 
from the soup of the previous day grilled.” Yet he was always penniless. 
He once described himself as a panier pered, a basket with holes in it. Crowds 
of worthless men and women battened on him. He kept open house, 
and he often did not even know the names of the people who dined with 
him. At one time he kept a special secretary, called Hirschler, to attend 
to the writs with which he was constantly served. On one occasion a 
bailiff arrived at Dumas’s apartments, and greeted his secretary as an old 
acquaintance. Indeed, he had an intimate acquaintance with every process- 
server in Paris. After gossiping for a few minutes the bailiff told the secretary 
that he had come to distrain. 

“ Really,” said Hirschler, “ I did not know that things had gone as 
far as that. I must look into the matter.” 

It was a custom of the house to throw all law documents into one of 
the kitchen drawers. Hbschler went through die documents, found the 
bill in quesrion, and suggested that the bailiff should accept payment of a 
third on account. Thb was agreed to, and the man of law was given an 
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admirable lunch while messengers were sent to Dumas’s various publishers 
to collect the money. 

This kind of thing was a daily happening, and it is suggested that many 
of the novelist’s debts were paid five or six times over. 

Alexandre Dumas died in December 1870. His one son, Alexandre 
Dumas _// 7 y, was the result of his father’s haison with Marie Labay, 
a Parisian dressmaker, and was legitimised when he was seven. The 
younger Dumas strongly disapproved of the vagaries of his prodigal 
father. 

Even more strongly influenced by Scott than was Dumas was Alessandro 
Manzoni (1785-1873), whose The Betrothed, published in 1825-1827, is 
the Italian novel best known outside of Italy—and inside it, too ! This 
historical romance (almost too realistic in parts, for instance in the plague 
scenes, to be called a romance) of life in Milan, under Spanish rule, in the 
seventeenth century is the first really good Italian novel. Its debt to Scott, 
whom Manzoni delighted to honour, is great: but so also is its originality. 
Manzoni was also a poet, he wrote stirring odes and eloquent hymns ; 
and a dramatist, who wrote two tragedies in a manner that adapts French 
romantic tragedy to Italian needs. 


§5 

VICTOR HUGO 

Victor Hugo was born in Besan^on, capital of the department of 
Doubs, in the year 1802. His father was a general in the army, but his 
grandfather was a carpenter, and, further back, his ancestors were peasants 
of the soil. As a boy he had three masters—so he teUs us—a garden, an 
old priest, and his mother. But he had that witliin him which no master 
can impart, a seed of poetry which broke forth in early flower. At fifteen 
he sent a poem to the French Academy wliich gained him the title of 
“ the sublime child.” Anotlier prize poem, a hundred and twenty lines 
in length, was written at a single sitting. So early and so great was the 
facility in writing which was to make of him the greatest improvisator 
the world has ever seen ! Victor Hugo, when he died, was not so much 
a man as a literature. 

In 1822 tliese poems were, witli others, repubhshed in a book, the sale 
of wliich brought him in a httle money. What was more important, 
they caught the fancy of tlie king, who bestowed upon the youthful poet 
a pension of forty pounds a year. On this wealth he married. His bride 
was tlie daughter of next-door neighbours, Adele Foucher, who, as a 
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dark, vivid little beauty, had often been his playmate in his father’s 
garden. 

He now settled down to earn a living with his pen. Romances, plays, 
and poems poured from him in a cataract. In 1829 appeared Les Orieiilales, 
one of the most dazzling volumes ever written in tiio world. His reputation 
as a great new poet was no more in doubt. To other men of budding 
genius—Gautier, Balzac, Delacroix, Sainte-Bcuve, De Musset, Miirimde, 
Dumas—he became a kind of idol. Gautier has related how, having 
obtained an introduction, he mounted, trembling, to the poet’s flat, how, 
like De Quincey at the door of Wordsworth, he thrice retreated, how at 
last he screwed his courage up to knock, how he was welcomed by the 
young man with the serene pale face and falcon eyes, and brow that 
looked as if it might have worn the crown or laurel-garland of a C^Tsar 
or a god.” 

Now, what was it in these poems whicli awoke such homage ? Let 
us recall the words of Theodore de Banville, liiiuselt a fine and gifted 
poet: 

At times there appears a new work by Victor Hugo, and cverytliing lights up, 
resounds, murmurs, sings. The shining, sounding, fascinating verse, with its 
thousand surprises of tone, of colour, of harmony, breaks forth like a ruli concert. 
Every moment he adds something new to that swing of syllables, that melodious 
play of rhyme, which is the grace and the glory of the poetry of Prance. 

That is rightly said. Everything is new—new in life and colour, in gorgeous 
imagery, above all in that haunting music which inspired the lines of 
Swinburne : 

But we, our Master, we 
Whose hearts, uplift to thee. 

Ache with the pulse of thy remembered soii'^. 

And then it is, emphatically, the poetry of the Muse who is “ the singing 
maid with pictures in her eyes.” When he rises from the Orieutales the 
reader’s mind is filled with pictures, as if he had been walking round a 
gallery of paintings. He sees the sultan in his palace, surrounded by his 
lovely ladies, refusing to be comforted for the death of his pet tiger. He 
sees tlie young girl Sara, after bathing, dreaming naked in her swing, 
while a fly alights upon her rosy skin as on a flower. He secs the Gloud 
of Fire, driven by the voice of God, passing over sea and land, over Egypt, 
over the Pyramids, the Sphinx of rosy granite, the yellow Nile, the wilder¬ 
ness of sands, the Tower of Babel with the eagles round it like a swarm of 
bees, until, when the Voice from heaven cries “ halt ” at Nineveh, it falls— 
and the scented singing city, with all its scenes of joyous sin, becomes a 
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furnace of consuming fire. He sees—or rather, hean—the djinns, those 
evil spirits, coming from afar at midnight over another sleeping city ; 

Murs, ville, 

Et port, 

Asile 
De mort, 

Mer grise 
Oh brise 
La brise, 

Tout dort. 

The lines of each succeeding stanza grow longer and longer until the swarm 
comes rushing like a tempest overhead—then slowly dies away, even as 
the ebbing verse appears to die away, into the space and silence of the night. 

It was such miracles of verse as this which caused somebody to speak 
of Victor Hugo as the Paganini of poetry. It might be more aptly said 
that he was as much the unique master of the orchestra of verse as Wagner 
of the orchestra of sound. 

From these gorgeous pictures of the East he turned nearer home. The 
succeeding volumes—Leaves of Autumn, Songs of the Twilight, Inner Voices, 
Sunshine and Shadows, Contemplations —^have for themes the simple things 
that touch the lives of every child of man. Some of the simplest are the 
sweetest: a mother dreaming by her baby’s cradle, a lover singing at his 
lady’s window, a child talking to her doll. But in Les Chatiments he put 
forth a book of satires—fierce attacks upon “ Napoleon the Little,” and 
other objects of his hate and scorn—full of fire and fury, but, as it seems 
to us to^ay, much of it invective overdone. Yet much also had all the 
skill and lightness with which Pope held up Atticus to ridicule and Dryden 
thrust his rapier into Zimri. 

Apart from his successive works—^his poems, plays, romances—three 
chief events marked Victor Hugo’s life. In 1841 he was elected to the 
French Academy. In 1845 he was made a peer of France. In the coup 
d’dtat of 1851 he was expelled from Paris ; a price was set upon his head, 
and he fled to Jersey, where, and afterwards in Guernsey, he made his 
home. There he put forth the greatest of his works. The Legend of the Ages, 
and another, one of the most beautiful. The Art of Being a Grandfather. 

The first, and finest, volume of The Legend of the Ages takes the reader, 
in a scries of most vivid scenes, through me Ages of the world. It opens 
with Eve sitting by a lake in Eden, dreaming of the day when Paradise 
itself would be diviner with the coming of that strange, new thing, a child. 
It closes widi a terrific vision of the Angd of the Judgment setting to his 
lips the trump of doom. In between, we have such scenes as that of 
Daniel, in his white shroud, saying, “ Peace be with you, hons ! ”—of 
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Ruth at the feet of Bom, gazing at the moon, wliich some mighty reaper 
had thro^ down, a golden sickle, in die starfields of the sky-ofEviradnus 
^^ight-errant, rescumg a lovely lady in an enchanted forest of romance 
-of Zim-zizi^, the great sultan, sitting on his throne, alone, after the 
splendour of the feast is over, when die rose^rowned sphinxes of white 
rnwhle begm to speak. One by one diey tell him of the doom of the great 
rule« of the world before him-of Nimrod, whose name was set upon 
the Tower of Babel; of Chem. whose colossal statue was of solid gokl ; 
of Cyrm who drove four bngs in harness ; of Cleopatra, who bcwkclied 
Ae world. In terror and despair the sultan dashes down the lamp. “ Then 
Night came m and took liim by the hand and bade him ‘ Come ! ’ " 

In stnking contrast to these large and splendid pictures is The Art of 
Bemg a Grandfather—a. book of die most sweet and tender studies of child 
hte. Litde Georges and Jeanne are five and six years old. In one poem 
he takes them to the Jardin des Plantes. He marks their serious rosy faces 
gazmg at the black mask of the tiger, with his eyes like two holes looking 
into hell. He jots down carefully their wise remarks—tiiat tlie boa- 
constrictor has no clothes on-that die horns of the elephant arc in his 
moudi that you will do well to be careful, or he will beat you with his 
nose, hi another poem he relates how Jeanne was shut up in the cupboard 
on dry bread, how he was detected by her mother in the act of smuggling 
to the prisoner a pot of jam, how he was told diat he deserved to bbshut 
Up in a cupboard also, and how Jeanne, looking up at him witli soft eyes 
shining, whispered. Then, Grandpa, I will bring a pot of Jam.” 

There arc more majestic verses in the world that we could better spare 
We have dwelt upon the side of Victor Hugo’s work which we think 
is the most hkcly to survive. But there is another side which we must 
touch on. It is to be lamented that, as the years went by, he came to regard 
hiimelf, not only as a great poet, which he was, but as a great philosopher, 

“ • 1 1- j more, large portions of his work were 

sicced o er with the pale cast of thought.” It is not too much to say 
* u- u ““ ‘■hetoric, of melodrama, and of extravaganza, 

which no man at the present day can read at all. But it is no less true that 
f II no poet ever equalled except Keats, lyrics as 

full of melody as Shelley’s, and, at times, an “ ocean-roll of rhythm ” 
which is all his own. 


§6 

Although Victor Hugo lives mainly as a poet, the greatest in the 
hterature of France, his prose works have given him an even wider fame 
outside his own country. Prose is more translatable than poetry, and the 
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readers of prose romances will always be more numerous than the readers 
of poems, however fine they may be. 

It was as a playwright, stimulated at the beginning by a series of 
Shakespearean performances given in Paris by Kean, that Hugo may be 
said to have begun the romantic movement in France, but he ceased to 
write for the stage about the year 1858. Despite the splendour of their 
verse, his plays are essentially melodramatic and are now rarely revived, 
though Hernani, Lc Roi s’Amuse, and Lucrlce Borgia have an important 
place in dramatic literature. Hugo’s prose-writing includes Notre Dame 
de Paris, Les Misirables, L’Homme qui Rit, Les Travailleurs de la Mer, Quatre- 
viiigt Treize, the fierce attack on Napoleon III which he called NapoUon 
le Petit, L'Atmee Terrible, an account of the events of 1870, and a volume 
of criticism which he called William Shakespeare. Of these, the early work 
Notre Dame de Paris, the great romance Les Miserables, published in 1862 
while Victor Hugo was an exile in Guernsey, and Les Travailleurs de la Mer 
arc of the greatest interest and importance. 

Hugo was an intensely patriotic Frenchman and an equally patriotic 
Parisian, and in Notre Dame de Paris he has painted a vivid picture of the 
life of a inedixval city which had its scene and its pivot in the great 
cathedral which enshrined the city’s dreams, and was in the Middle Ages, 
as it still is to some extent, the city’s soul. In this romance, written when 
he was under thirty, Victor Hugo showed himself a disciple of Walter 
Scott. The principal characters of the story arc Quasimodo, a hunchback, 
twisted in body but loyal in soul; Esmeralda, the steadfast heroine ; and 
Claude Frollo, who is a sort of melodramatic Faust. 

Quasimodo’s overmastering love for the cathedral is beautifully 
described in the following passage from Notre Dame : 

After all, he never turned his face to the world of men save with regret ; 
his cathedral was enough for him. It was peopled with marble figures, kings, 
saints, and bishops, who at least did not laugh at him, and never looked upon 
him otlierwisc than with peace and good-will. The other statues, those of 
monsters and demons, did not hate Quasimodo ; he looked too much like them 
for that. They rather mocked at other men. The saints were his friends and 
blessed him. The monsters were his friends and protected him. Thus he had 
long conversations with them. He would sometimes pass whole hours squatting 
before one of these statues, in solitary chat with it. If anyone came by he would 
fly like a lover surprised in his serenade. . . . 

But tliat which he loved more than all cbe in the motlierly building, that 
which awakened his soul and bade it spread its poor stunted wings folded in such 
misery where it dwelt in darkness, that which sometimes actually made him 
happy, was the bells. He loved them, he caressed them, he talked to them, he 
understood them. From the chime in the steeple over the transept to the big 
bell above the door, he had a tender feeling for them all. The belfry of the transept 
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and the two towers were to him like three great cages, in which the birds, trained 
by him, sang for him alone ; and yet it was these very bells which made him 
deaf. But mothers often love that child best which has cost tliem most pain. . . . 

It is impossible to give any idea of his joy on those days when full peals were 
rung. When the archdeacon dismissed him with the wssrd “ Go,” he ran up 
the winding staircase more rapidly than anyone else could have gone down. 
He reached tlie aerial chamber of the big bell, breathless ; he gazed at it an instant 
with love and devotion, tlien spoke to it gently, and patted it, as you would a 
good horse about to take a long journey. He condoled with it on the hard work 
before it. After these initiatory caresses he called to his assistants, stationed on 
a lower storey of the tower, to begin. They then hung upon the ropes, the 
windlass creaked, and the enormous mass of metal moved slowly. Quasimodo, 
panting with e-vcitement, followed it with his eye. The first stroke of the clapper 
upon its brazen wall made the beam on which he stood quiver. Quasimodo 
vibrated with the bell. “ Here we go ! There \vc go ! ” he shouted with a mad 
burst of laughter. But the motion of the great bell grew faster and faster, and 
as it traversed an ever-increasing space, his eye grew bigger and bigger, more and 
more glittering and phosphorescent. At last the full peal began ; the whole 
tower shook ; beams, leads, broad stones all rumbled together, from the piles 
of the foundation to the trefoils at the top. Tlien Quasimodo’s rapture knew 
no bounds : he came and went ; he trembled and shook from head to foot 
with the tower. The bell, let loose, aiul frantic with liberty, turned its jaws of 
bronze to cither wall of the tower in turn -jaws from which issued that whirl¬ 
wind whose roar men heard for fcsiir leagues around. Quasimodo placed himself 
before those gaping jaws ; he rose and fell with the swaying of the bell, inhaled 
its tremendous breath, gazed now at tlic abyss swarming with people like ants, 
two hundred feet below him, and now at the huge copper chipper which from 
second to second bellowed in his car. That was the only speech which he could 
hear, the only sound that broke the universal silence reigning around him. He 
basked in it as a bird in the sunshine. All at once the fren^’ of the bell seized 
him : his look became strange ; he waited for tlic passing of the bell as a spider 
lies in wait for a fly, and flung himself headlong upon it. Then, suspended above 
the gulf, launched upon the tremendous vibration of the bell, he grasped the 
brazen monster by its ears, clasped it with his knees, spurred it with Ins heels, 
doubling the fury of the peal with the whole force and weight of his body. As 
the tower shook, he shouted and gnashed his teeth, his red hair stood erect, his 
chest laboured like a blacksmith’s bellows, his eyes flashed fire, the monstrous 
steed neighed and panted under him ; and then the big bell of Notre Dame ami 
Quasimodo ceased to exist; they became a dream, a whirlwind, a tempest; 
vertigo astride of uproar ; a spirit clinging to a winged crupper ; a strange 
centaur, half man, half bell ; a sort of horrid Astolpho, borne aloft by a pro¬ 
digious hippogriff of living bronze. 

The story itself is definitely artificial, but the book has outstanding 
value for its exact picture of medieval city life. 

Les Miserables came thirty years later. Hugo had taken a considerable 
part in the troubled politics of his country, changing his opinions often, and 
moving steadily to the left ; and his vehement opposition to Napoleon HI 
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had meant banishment from the dty that he loved and where he had 
already become a sort of literary god. It is curious and interesting that at 
this most unhappy period of a long and generally triumphant life, Hugo 
should have written the great romance of pity and sympathy. There is 
no more human and attractive character in fiction than Jean Valjean, the 
man of fine character, with a capacity for almost limidess self-sacrifice, 
forced by the pressure of circumstances to a hfe of crime, and after his 
reclamation hunted back to shame and suffering by the unescapable past. 
The benevolent simple-minded bishop to whom Jean Valjean owes his 
conversion is another splendid figure. All through the book, indeed, 
Hugo is concerned with the goodness of the individual and the cruelty of 
organised society. 

The third of Victor Hugo’s great romances is Les Travailleurs de la Mer, 
which was also written in exile in die Channel Islands. Jersey is the scene 
of this prose poem, which is concerned with the ceaseless struggle between 
the powers of nature and the soul of man. 

Victor Hugo lived to a great old age, holding a position of reverence 
in the Paris of the early days of the last century simuar to that held later 
in England by Thomas Hardy, and in France by Anatole France. Swin¬ 
burne had an immense enthusiasm for his writing, and it is at least pardy 
due to the enthusiasm of the English poet that Hugo’s genius has been so 
fully recognised in England. 

Like Hugo, Uttle influenced by Scott was Gustav Freytag, “ the master 
[German] novelist of the [nineteenth] century, by virtue of output, quality, 
and popularity ” (G. Waterhouse), who wrote an impressive novel-cycle, 
publuhed in 1872-1880, an independent novel. Custom and Property, 1850, 
and an excellent comedy. The Journalists, 1855. “ He stands monumentally 
on the boundary between Romanticism and Realism ” (Waterhouse). He 
was close on eighty when he died in 1895. 


474 



SCOTT, DUMAS, AND HUGO 


READING LIST 

Excellent editions of the Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott arc pub¬ 
lished by the Oxford University Press, in the Oxford Standard Authors and 
the Oxford Poets. There arc, of course, a great many editions of Sir Walter 
Scott’s novels. Messrs. A. 8 c C. Black pubhsh practically the whole scries, 
while many volumes can also be obtained in such editions as the Every¬ 
man’s Library (Dent). The best Life is that by Sir Herbert Grierson, 
published by Constable. 

AtEXANDRE Dumas : The principal novels of Alexandre Dumas can be 
obtained in English in Messrs. Dent’s Everynran’s Library. 

For a good account of Dumas’s work, sec Saintsbury’s A History of 
French Literature (Macmillan). 

Alessandro Manzoni : The Betrothed, translated by Archibald Colqulioun 
(Dent). 

Victor Hugo ; The following are obtainable in Dent’s Everyman’s 
Library : Les Misdrables, 2 vols. ; Notre Dame, i vol.; Toilers of 
the Sea, i vol. 

Plays : Hernani, Ruy Bias, and The King’s Diversions, in i vol., in 
Bohn’s Library (Bell). 

A. C. Swinburne’s A Study of Victor Hugo (Hcinemann). 

W. H. Hudson’s Victor Hugo and his Poetry (Harrap). 

Madame Duclaux’s Victor Hugo in tlie scries Makers of the Nine¬ 
teenth Century (Constable). 
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EARLY NINETEENTH-CENTURY ESSAYISTS 

§i 

CHARLES LAMB 

I N the chapter on Addison and Steele, it was remarked that the first 
decades of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries alike witnessed new 
births in the Essay as a form in our literature. We have now to deal 
briefly with the second of these periods : the period of Charles Lamb, 
Wilham Hazlitt, Thomas De Quincey, and Leigh Hunt. 

Of these four men. Lamb remains the most beloved, and, as Saintsbury 
has remarked, “ more nearly unique,” not only among his contemporaries, 
but in all our prose literature. 

Charles Lamb is for those who love Charles Lamb, and for no one else, 
and his style is for those who can savour it and for no others. As Canon 
Ainger says of the man : “ Thoroughly to understand and enjoy Charles 
Lamb, one must have come to entertain a feeling towards him almost like 
personal affection. ... It is necessary to come to the study of his writing 
in entire trustfulness, and having first cast aside all prejudice.” Of his style 
he says, “ It evades analysis. One might as well seek to account for the 
perfume of lavender, or the flavour of quince.” To these judgments may 
be added that of another distinguished critic, Augustine Birrell: “ I run 
no great risk in asserting that, of all English authors, Charles Lamb is the 
one loved most warmly and emotionally by his readers.” 

Elia, to give him his chosen name in literature, was born on February lo, 
1775, in a house still standing, and marked by a tablet, in Crown Office 
Row, in the Temple. At that time an unpolluted Thames washed the 
southern boundary of the Temple Gardens. “ A man would give some¬ 
thing to be born in such places,” Lamb writes in his essay. The Old Benchers. 

He was the son of John and Ehzabeth Lamb, his father being clerk and 
factotum to Mr. Samuel Salt, a Bencher of the Iimer Temple. In the 
essay just mentioned Lamb draws a touching and beautifully convincing 
character-sketch of his father under the name of Lovel. 

I knew this Lovel. He was a man of an incorrigible and losing honesty. A 
good fellow withal, and “ would strike.” In the cause of the oppressed he never 
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considered inequalities, or calculated the number of his opponents. He once 
wrested a sword out of the hand of a man of quality that had drawn upon him, 
and pummelled him severely with the hilt of it. The swordsman had oftcred 
insult to a female—an occasion upon which no odds against him would have 
prevented the interference of Lovcl. He would stand nc.xt day bareheaded to 
the same person, modestly to excuse his interference, for hovel never torgot 
rank, where something better was not concerned. . . . hovel was the liveliest 
little fellow breathing . . . had the merriest quips and conceits, and was alto¬ 
gether brimful of rogueries and inventions as you could desire. He was a brother 
of the angle, moreover, and just such a free, honest companion as Mr. Izaak 
Walton would have chosen to go a-fishing with. 

It is a pity tliat it is necessary to curtail this portr.rit of the lather, from whom, 
as Ainger says, Cliarles inherited his versatility, chivalry, and tenderness. 

Although it is impossible to know too mucli about Charles hamb 
through liis biographers and friends, all that is best worth knowing is to 
be found in his inimitable essays, contributed, mostly, to the Lotulon 
Magazine. These, in the finest and best sense, are egotistic. They contain 
the essence of his joys and sutTerings, often veiled or disguised, even 
deliberately distorted (for he loved to mystify), but still the essence of all 
he knew and felt about life. You may read of his childish fears, superstitions, 
and haunting impressions in his IVitchcs and Other Night hears. Dream 
Children : a Reverie, Blakestnoor in II - shire, and Mackery l:nd in Hert¬ 

fordshire. His schooldays at Christ’s I lospital, where he was the companion 
of Coleridge and Leigh Hunt, arc described in another essay. His recol¬ 
lections of his first business post—for he was a man of business first all 
his life—arc deliciously set forth in fhe South Sea House. His early ex¬ 
periences as an amateur journalist arc known through his humorous 
reminiscent essay. Newspapers Twenty-five Yeats Ago. Nearly all the 
portraits he draws in his essays can be traced to their originals. His 
“ cousins,” James and Bridget Elia, are his brother John and his sister Mary. 
Mrs. Battle’s “ opinions on whist ” were those of a real old lady, possibly 
his grandmother, Mrs. Field, but more probably (as E. V. Lucas argues) 
Sarah Burney, the wife of Lamb’s friend, Rear-Admiral James Burney, 
and the queen of a whist-playing circle. Ralph Bigod, tlic arch-borrower 
in The Two Races of Men, who believed that “ money kept more than 
three days stinks,” and who, in approaching a friend for a loan, anticipated 
no excuse, and found none,” was one John Fenwick, whom Lamb re¬ 
membered from his old newspaper days. His beautiful story, Barbara S- -, 
was an embellishment of real experience in the childhood of his friend, 
Miss Kelly, the actress. In his incomparably humorous and fanciful essay. 
Amicus Redivivus, he makes play with the eccentricities and absent-minded¬ 
ness of his friend, George Dyer, whose character and habits gave Inni 
endless entertainment. Lamb, indeed, wove his own fancies and wreathed 
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his memories round the men and women he had loved, the boob in which 
he had read deepest, and the places and scenes with which he had been 
longest familiar. Nor did he exclude himself from his gallery of portraits. 
To the second scries of his Essays he prefixed an account or himself pur¬ 
porting to be a tribute to “ the late Elia,” but really, of course, a playful 
yet penetrating study of his own character and way of life. There were 
dements in Lamb of which we commonly hear less than the truth ; for 
he had his awkward sides, and he sometimes pushed his predilections and 
dislikes rather far. He writes of his failings with a humorous self-knowledge 
all his own. 

Few understood him, and I am not certain that at all times he quite understood 
himself. He too much affected that dangerous figure—irony. He sowed doubtful 
speeches and reaped plain, unequivocal hatred. He would interrupt the gravest 
(Hussion with some light jest, and yet, perhaps, not quite irrelevant in ears that 
could understand it. Your long and much talkers hated him. The informal 
habit of his mind, joined to an inveterate impediment of speech, forbade him 
to be an orator, anti he seemed determined that no one else should play that part 
when he was present. He was pelil and ordinary in his person and appearance. 
I have seen him sometimes in what is called good company, but where he has 
been a stranger, sit silent, and be suspected for an odd fellow, till, some unlucky 
occasion provoking it, he would stutter out some senseless pun (not altogether 
senseless perhaps, if righdy taken), which has stamped his character for the even¬ 
ing. It was hit or miss with him ; but nine times out of ten he continued to 
send away a whole company his enemies. ... He had a horror, which he carried 
to a foible, of looking like anything important or parocliial. He thoimht that he 
approached nearer to that stamp daily. He had a general aversion from being 
treated like a grave or respectable character, and kept a wary eye upon the 
advances of age that should so entitle him. He herded alwa^, while it was 
possible, with people younger than himself. . . . The impressions of infancy 
had burnt into him, and he resented tlie impertinence of manhood. These were 
weaknesses ; but, such as tliey were, they are a key to explicate some of his 
writings. 

But here arc elements both of exaggeration and suppression. Lamb never 
made enemies, as Hazlitt did ; on me contrary, he grappled his friends to 
him with hoops of steel. They might sometimes resent, but they never 
forsook. And this self-drawn portrait is deficient in one most vital element. 
It tells us nothing of the dark and oft-rctuming thunder-cloud under which 
Charles Lamb worked, and wrote, and talked all his days. There was a 
terrible taint of insanity in liis family. He had one fit of it himself, but 
was saved from another by his responsibilities, accepted to the full and 
with unfailing devotion, for his sister Mary who, in an outbreak of madness, 
had slain their mother. After her first cure, she was committed to his 
care, but her returns to hospital were frequent over many years. His 
father, too, died in imbecihty. 
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When the tragedy occurred Lanib was a young clerk in tlic service of 
the East India Company, in Leadenhall Street. He disliked liis work 
thoroughly, but did it well and truly for thirty-three years, after which 
service he was awarded a generous pension. Lamb, tliercforc, was never 
an author by profession. Indeed, it may be said, he was never anytliing 
“ by profession.” He thought his own thoughts and found his own way 
through a life of toil and sorrow. Some kindly light, responsive to a light 
within him, led him on. He never married. Undoubtedly he had loved 

the “ Ahce W-n ” of his beautiful Dream Children : a Rei'erie. He had 

worshipped, but only at a distance, tlic young Pentonville Quakeress of 
whom he wrote liis beautiful lines, Hester, of wliich these are the last; 

My spriglidy neighbour, gone before 
To that unknown and silent sliore, 

Shall we not meet, as heretofore. 

Some summer morning, 

When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hatli struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet forewarning ? 

But as early as 1796, when he was twenty-one, he had accepted singleness. 
Of marriage he wrote to Coleridge : “ It is a passion of which I retain 
nothing. . . . Thank God, the folly has left me for ever. Not even a 
review of my love verses renews one wayward wish in me.” Strange to 
say—and it is a very late discovery—Lamb did, more than twenty years 
later, when he was forty-four and receiving a salary of £ 6 oo a year, make 
a proposal of marriage to Fanny Kelly, the actress. Her affections were 
engaged ; she refused his written offer with tenderness and gratitude, and, 
as E. V. Lucas says, “ his little romance was over, a single day seeing the 
whole drama played.” 

Lamb’s private joys were all in old books, good talk, and friendships 
that were sincere but never too fastidious. He hated profession, humbug, 
and every kind of pose. He preferred to belittle his faith rather than 
declare it. In the following passage from his essay Neta Year’s Eve, we 
have the essence of Charles Lamb’s character and expressive power. He 
is writing on that subject—inexhaustible as life—the approach of death. 

In proportion as die years both lessen and shorten, I set more count upon 
their periods, and would fain lay my ineffectual finger upon the spoke of the great 
wheel. I am not content to pass away “ like a weaver’s shuttle.” Those meta¬ 
phors solace me not, nor sweeten the unpalatable draught of mortality. 1 care 
not to be carried with the tide, that smoothly bears human life to eternity, and 
reluct at the inevitable course of destiny. 1 am in love with this green earth ; 
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the face of town and country ; the unspeakable rural solitudes and the sweet 
security of streets. I would set up my tahemaclcs here. I am content to stand 
still at the age to which 1 am arrived. ... I do not want ... to drop, like 
mellow fruit, as they say, into the grave. Any alteration, on this earth of mine 
. . . puzzles and discomposes me ... a new state of being staggen me. Sun, 
and sky, and breeze, and solitary walks, and summer holidays, and the greenness 
of fields, and the delicious juices of meats and fishes, and society and the cheerful, 
glass, and candle-light, and fireside conversations, and innocent vanities, and 
jests, and irony itself-^o these things go out with Life ? 

All that Lamb himself knew of these good things of life went out with 
him on December 27, 1834, when he died in his last home at Edmonton, 
and was carried to his long home in Edmonton Cliurchyard. 


§2 

WILLIAM IIAZLlTT 

When William Hazlitt, perhaps the most incisive and variously endowed 
of English essayists, died in iiis lodging at 6 Frith Street, Soho, on 
September 18, 1830, at the age of fifty-two, he surprised those at his 
bedside—among whom was Charles Lamb—by saying, “ Well, I’ve had a 
happy life.” For his life had not contained many of those elements which 
we commonly associate with happiness. He had more tlian once formed 
mistaken estimates of his true vocation and had sulfcrcd accordingly. He 
had been twice married ; to be divorced by liis first wife, and deserted by 
his second. He had quarrelled much, and had estranged many friends. 
But he had been ever a fighter, and had lived and thought intensely : 
therein was his happiness. Augustine Birrcll puts the truth broadly when 
he says : “ William Hazlitt had to take a thrashing from life. He took it 
standing up like a man, not lying down like a cur ; but take it he had to 
do. . . . He reaped what he sowed, and it proved a sorry harvest.” 

Hazlitt was die son of a Unitarian minister of some distinction, who, 
at the time of his son William’s birth, presided over a meeting-house at 
Maidstone. Later, after a ratlier terrible period in America, the family 
was at Walworth, London, near the old Montpehcr Tea-gardens. Hazlitt 
was now nine, and the earliest and ireshest ot his memories to be found in 
his writings concern this spot. In his essay Why Distant Objects Please, 
he has this passage which may be quoted as an excellent example of his 
style—a style always marked, as here, by gusto and feUcitous quotation : 

When 1 was quite a boy, my father used to take me to the Montpelier Tea¬ 
gardens at Walworth. Do I go there now ? No ; the place is deserted, and its 
borders and its beds o’ertutned. Is there, then, nothing that can 
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“ Bring back die hour 

Of glory in the grass, of splendour in the flower ” ? 

Oh ! yes. 1 unlock the casket of memory, and draw back the warders of the 
brain ; and there this scene of my infant wanderings sdll lives unfaded, or with 
fresher dyes. A new sense comes upon me, as in a dream ; a richer perfume, 
brighter colours start out; my eyes dazzle ; my heart heaves with its new load 
of bliss, and I am a child again. My sensations are all glossy, spruce, voluptuous, 
and fine : they wear a candied coat, and arc in holiday trim. . . . All that I 
have observed since, of flowers and plants, and grass plots, and of suburb delight, 
seems to me borrowed from “ that first garden of my iimoccncc ”—to be slips 
and scions stolen from tliat bed of memory. In tliis maimer the darlings of our 
childhood burnish out in tlic after years, and derive their sweetest perfume from 
the first heartfelt sigh of pleasure breathed upon them, 

“ like the sweet soutli. 

That breathes upon a bank of violets. 

Stealing and giving odour ! ” 

The elder Hazlitt settled definitely, at last, at Weni, in Shropshire, 
where for twenty-five years he remained in charge of a small Unitarian 
community, and here his son’s youth, up to the age of twenty-two, was 
spent. He became his father’s pupil and, more and more, also, liis intel¬ 
lectual companion. Browsing in his hbrary of theological and metaphysical 
books, and taking long sohtary walks in the country, die boy acquired a 
strong bent toward philosophical and metaphysical inquiry which was to 
a certain extent to prove a misleading road in liis life. But his discursive 
reading now took in fiction, as we learn from his essay On Reading Old 
Books. We see the birth of Hazhtt’s critical genius in such a passage as this, 
with its rapture and unction : 

Ah ! never again shall I feel the enthusiastic delight with which I gazed at 
the figures, and anticipated the story and adventures of Major Bath and Commo¬ 
dore Trunnion, of Trim and my Uncle Toby, of Don Quixote and Sancho and 
Dapple, of Gil Bias and Dame Lorenza Sephora, of Laura and the fair Lucretia, 
whose lips open and shut like buds of roses. To what nameless ideas did they 
give rise,—with what airy delights 1 filled up die oudincs, as I hung in silence 
over the page !—Let me sdll recall them, that they may breathe fresh life into me, 
and that I may live that birthday of thought and romantic pleasure over again .* 
Talk of die ideal ! This is the only true ideal—the heavenly tints of Fancy re¬ 
flected in the bubbles that float upon the spring-tide of human Ufe. 

“ O Memory ! shield me from the world’s poor strife. 

And give those scenes thine everlasting hfc ! ” 

In how many a young man has the love of literature been kindled by 
HazUtt when he writes like this ! Such inspiring and awakening passages 
abound in Hazhtt’s essays. No beginner on them should delay to read 
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My First Acquaintance with Poets, in which he relates his first meeting, as a 
youth, with Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who was his fathers visitor to 
Wiem. His description of his walk with the poet-pbilosopber between 
Wem and Shrewsbury is for ever memorable. Recalling it, he says: 

Would that I could go back to what I then was ! Why can one not revive 
past times as one can revisit old places ? If I had the quaint muse of Sidney m 
assist me, I would write a ** Sonnet to the Road between Wem and Shrewsbury, 
and immortalise every step of it by some fond enigmatical conceit. I would 
swear that the very milestones had eats, and that Harmer Hill stooped with all 
its pines to listen to a poet as he passed ! . . . On my way back, I had a sound 
in my eats—it was the voice of Fancy ; I had a light oefore me—it was the face 
of Poetry. 

Yet when Hazlitt had to step out into the practical world and shape 
a career, it was to art, not to literature, that he looked for joy and reward. 
His brother John was an artist of abihty, who had studied under Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, and HazUtt wished to be an artist too. His studies in Paris, and 
his first dreams among masterpieces, can be only referred to here. He had 
to recognise that he was not much better fitted to be a painter than to be a 
minister. Art was to be his unfulfilled dream and happy retrospect. His 
essays gave him not half the pleasure that he had sacrificed when he at last 
laid down his brush in despair. But when he ceased to be an artist, he had 
become our earhest stimulating art-critic. Those who wish to reaUse the 
joy which an artist takes in his work and, equally, the joy which the layman 
can get from it, should read his essays On the Pleasures of Painting, A Land¬ 
scape of Nicolas Poussin, On the Picturesque and Ideal, The Old Age of Artists, 
A Portrait of an English Lady by Vandyke, and his wonderfully reported 
Conversations of James Northcote, R.H. 

In 1808, when he was tliirty, Hazlitt married Miss Stoddart, a sister of 
Dr. Stoddart, who became editor of The Times. They settled at Winterslow, 
near Salisbury, where they shortly received a visit from Charles and Mary 
Lamb. Four years later they removed to London, and to the house. No. 19 
York Street, which had been one of the London homes of Milton. HazUtt 
now needed literary employment, and he brought to the market the readiest 
of pens. He was also drawn to lecturing, and he gave a course of ten 
addresses on “ The Rise and Progress of Modem Philosophy ” at the 
Russell Institution. Later he gave courses of lectures on the “ English 
Poets,” the EngUsh “ Comic Writers,” and “ The Age of Ehzabeth.” He 
soon found much work to do for the Morning Chronicle (many theatrical 
criticisms), tlie Champion, The Times, and the Examiner, in which his 
Round Table essays appeared. It was in these brilhant discursive essays 
that Hazhtt found himself. Later, in the London Magazine he began his 
Table Talk series, and later still his Spirit of the Age and The Plain Speaker. 
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In all these essays there is a wealth of ideas, of reflection, and of reminiscence, 
penetrating criticism, and prose eloquence that defies descripdoh. Birrell 
has remarked that HazUtt s very titles “ make you hck your lips.” On 
Genius and Common Sense, On People with One Idea, On Living to Oneself, 
On the Indian Jugglers, On Thought and Action, On Going a Journey, On 
Familiar Style, On the Knowledge of Character, On the Fear of Death, The 
Conversation of Authors, Envy, The Look of a Gentleman, Reading Old Books, 
Application to Study, The Spirit of Obligations, The Pleasure of Hating, 
Respectable People, Depth and Superficiality, Personal Character —these are a 
few of them. To describe the varieties of writing, mood, and temper 
in these essays is impossible within the space here available. The worth¬ 
whileness of reading every page of Hazlitt’s miscellaneous essays is admirably 
stated by George Saintsbury : “ To anyone who has made a little progress 
in criticism himself, to ajiyone who has cither read for himself or is capable 
of reading for himself, of being guided by wh.it is helpful and of neglecting 
what is not, there is no greater critic than Hazlitt in any language, . . . 
he is the critics’ critic as Spenser is the poets’ poet.” 

On Hazlitt’s domestic affairs it is unnecessary to dwell in a short appreci¬ 
ation. He had not long married his second wife when she announced that 
she would not return to him. Thereafter he lived a somewhat solitary life, 
embittered greatly by the fall of Napoleon, whom he had worshipped, 
and of whom he wrote a “ Life,” which is now little read : history was not 
his forte. He was estranged for a time even from his gentlest friend, 
Charles Lamb, who, however, during their separation wrote of him : 
“ I should belie my own conscience if I said less than that I think W. H. 
to be, in his natural and healthy state, one of the wisest and finest spirits 
breathing.” 


§3 

THOMAS DE QUINCEY 

Thomas De Quincey is one of the most original and, at the same time, 
one of the most irregular and, so to speak, “ unmappablc” writers in our 
literary history. “ He had [says Saintsbury] a singular combination of exact 
scholarship with wide desultory reading ; an entirely original faculty of 
narrative ; a rare gift for exposition, citlier in summary of fact or con¬ 
centration of argument; an intensely individual, though fitful, humour ; 
and a hardly matched—a certainly unsurpassed—command of gorgeous 
rhetorical style.” 

Thomas De Quincey, bom in 1785, was the son of a Manchester 
merchant, who traced his family to the Normandy village named Quincey. 
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He was sent to the Manchester Grammar School with a view to his winning 
a scholarship for Oxford. But bis health went wrong, he was miserable, 
and finally he ran away, was chased by his relations, was more or less 
forgiven, and allowed to wander in Wales; then, under a new impulse 
of truancy he came to London, where he found lodgings in Soho and 
became a youthful outcast for a few years, during which he made strange 
friendships and formed the pathetic attachment to “ Ann," of the Oxford 
Street pavements. Of her you may read in his Confessions of an English 
Opium-Eater, which, of all his voluminous writings, is the most wonderful. 

Soon after his marriage, opium and love fought for the victory in 
De Quincey’s life. A terrible chapter was opened. Is there anything in 
biography more pitiful than the picture he gives of his wife, lying by him 
and listening in distress to his dream-gabble until, as it grew less and less 
human, she would turn and cry, “ Oh, what do you see, dear ? What 
is it that you see ? ” 

De Quincey has told us what he saw. “ I seemed every night to 
descend, not metaphorically but bterally to descend, into chasms and sunless 
abysses.” He knew a terrifying enlargement of space ; it swelled to 
infuiity. Time, too, expanded in a manner incommunicable by words: 

“ I sometimes seemed to have lived 70 or 100 years in one night.” Vast 
architectures rose before him, challenging the stars, and mysterious lakes 
swooned away into seas and oceans. liut the seas and oceans, which might 
have brought peace, changed into a cosmos of human faces : 

Hitherto the human face had mixed often in my dreams, but not despotically, 
not with any special power of tormenting. But now that which I have called 
the tyranny of the human face began to unfold itself. Perhaps some part of my 
London life might be answerable for this. Be that as it may, now it was that 
upon the rocking waters of the ocean die human face began to appear : the sea 
appeared paved with innumerable faces, upturned to the heavens; faces imploring, 
wrathful, despairing, surged upw’ards by thousands, by myriads, by generations, by 
centuries—my agitation was infinite—my mind tossed—and surged with the ocean. 

This is but one of his gorgeously terrible pictures. As an essayist, De 
Quincey has his permanent place in English literature by reason of such 
compositions as On Murder as One of the Fine Arts, The English Mail Coach, 
The Spanish Nun, Memorials of Grasmere, and Suspiria de Profundis. 


§4 

LEIGH HUNT 

Henry James Leigh Hunt was more aerial than Lamb, but emptier of 
real matter; more discursively critical, if possible, than Hazlitt, but less 
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incisive and enduring. He was the butterfly in that garden. And he had 
a butterfly’s love of the moment and of all that was gay and warm in life. 
He died at 41 High Street, Putney, in the same year as De Quinccy—1859. 
In his last days he appeared to Nathaniel Hawthorne as “ a beautiful and 
venerable old man.” If he was beautiful, it was, doubtless, in large measure 
because he had loved tilings good and beautiful all his life. And he was a 
steadfast and even ingenuous lover of his fellow-men. As Charles Lamb 
said, “ He was only at his ease in the old arms of humanity.” 

Neither in prose nor poetry did Leigh Hunt achieve any real greatness, 
but in both he was almost always winning and felicitous. And he was 
one of the best tasters of hteraturc of bis age. His most famous poem, 
undoubtedly, is “ Abou Ben Adhem,” with the well-remembered lines 
in which Abou, in his dream, addresses the recording angel : 

What writest diou ?—The vision raised its liead. 

And with a look made all of sweet accord. 

Answered : “ The names of tliosc wlio love the Lord.” 

“ And mine is one ? ” said Abou. “ Nay, not so,” 

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 

But checrly still ; and said : “ I pray thee then. 

Write me as one who loves his fellow-men.” 

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night 
It came again with a great wakening h'ght. 

And showed the names whom love of God had blessed. 

And lo ! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest. 

In his essays, printed mostly in the Reflector, Indicator, New Tatler, and 
the London Journal, Leigh Hunt was a poet writing amiable and sunny 
prose. Widely read and gifted with a good memory and great facility 
of expression, he was ready at any time to accept Swift’s challenge and 
write charmingly on a broomstick. Nothing, indeed, was too trivial for 
his pen. He would write about the weather, about shop windows, about 
walking-sticks, about London fog, about his airiest likes and disUkes, 
about anything in the world—but always with the idea of refreshing the 
commonplace and making people fall in love with hfc. Charles Lamb, 
who loved him, portrayed the man and the writer in two lines: 

Wit, poet, proseman, partyman, translator. 

Hunt, thy best title yet is hidicator. 
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VICTORIAN POETS 


ALFRED TENNYSON 

W HAT is the trutli about Tennyson ? How has he stood the test 
of time ? Pinnacled in his Lfetime among tlie world’s immortab, 
can we say that he has kept his pride of place ? Is die splendour 
of hb fame beginning to lack lustre ? Some of our new critics seem to 
think so. Are they right ? 

As with every poet born, Tennyson possessed liis points of weakness. 
“ I am not sure,” wrote Ruskin to liim, “ that I do not feel the art and 
finbh in these poems a little more than I should like to feel them.” That 
was to put his finger, very tenderly, upon the ailing spot. Tennyson was 
apt, as he himself was well aware : 

To add and alter many times 
Till all is ripe and rotten. 

His ambition, abo, “ to take the hiss out of the language,” by leaving 
out the letter s whenever possible, and filling all hb fines with liquid I’s 
and m’s, helped to make Ae syllables too luscious—over-ripe. It is not 
to be denied that the effect of tliis, in its extreme, is to convey a sense of 
something rich but savourless. 

But he was seldom in extremes. Even in his early volumes, where 
thb habit is most marked, there were poems which, in theb own line, 
are not to be excelled in vivid beauty. One of these is Mariana : 

With blackest moss the flower-plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all; 

The rusted naib fell from the knots 
That held the Mar to the gable-wall. 

The broken sheds look’d sad and strange : 

Unlifted was the clinking latch ; 

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange. 

She only said, “ My fife b dreary. 

He cometh not,’^ she said ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ” 
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About a stone-cast from the wah 
A sluice with blacken’d waters slept 
And o’er it many, round and small. 

The cluster’d marish-mosses crept. 

Hard by a poplar shook alway, 

All silver-green with gnarled bark : 

For leagues no other tree did mark 
The level waste, the rounding gray. 

She only said, “ My life is dreary, 

He coineth not,’’ she said ; 

She said, “ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ! ” 

Here Tennyson is already doing in his verse what the Pre-Raphaelites did 
afterwards in painting. 

Among his early lines, also, was that limpid drop of poetry, so sensitive, 
so deeply felt: 

A spirit haunts the year’s last hours. 

Dwelling amid these yellowing bowers : 

To himself he talks ; 

For at eventide, listening earnestly. 

At his work you may hear him sob and sigh 
In the walks ; 

Earthward he bowctli the heavy stalks 
Of the mouldering flowers : 

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower 
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; 

Heavily hangs the hollyhock. 

Heavily hangs the tiger-lily. 

The air is damp, and hush’d, and close. 

As a sick man’s room when he taketh repose 
An hour before death ; 

My very heart faints and my whole soul grieves 
At the moist rich smell of die rotting leaves. 

And the breath 

Of the fading edges of box beneath. 

And the year’s last rose. 

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower 
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; 

Heavily hangs the hollyhock. 

Heavily hangs the tiger-lily. 

When, a little later, he wrote The Lady of Shalott, he had already reached 
the summit of his powers—a summit on which he was to remain till he 
was nearly eighty : 
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A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley-sheaves. 

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves. 

And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneeled 
To a lady in liis shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field. 

Beside remote Shalott. 

All in the blue imcloudcd weather 
Thick-jewelled shone tlic saddlc-leatlier. 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Burned Uke one burning flame together. 

As he rode down to Canielot. 

As often tliro’ the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright. 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light. 

Moves over still Shalott. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glowed ; 

On burnished hooves his war-horse trode ; 

From underneath his helmet flowed. 

His coal-black curls as on Itc rode. 

As he rode down to Camclot. 

Verse more vivid never yet was written. There is soinetliing in it of the 
style of Virgil. Virgil and Tennyson, in fact, have many points in common. 
Both were great virtuosos in the art of words. Both were great creaton of 

Jewels five words long 
That on die stretched forefinger of all Time 
Sparkle for ever. 

hideed, the splendid lines which Tennyson addressed to Virgil apply with 
almost equal aptness to himself: 

Landscape-lover, lord of language 

more than he diat sang die Works and Days, 

Alt the chosen coin of fancy 

flashing out from many a golJat phrase; 

Thou that singest wheat and woodland, 

tilth and vineyard, hive and horse and herd ; 

Ait the charm of all the Muses 

often flowering in a lonely word. 

When we come to read CEnone, his first great poem in blank verse, the 
highly wrought Virgdian workmanship is still more evident. Here is 
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the picture of Aphrodite when her beauty wins the golden apple from the 
hands of Paris : 

Idalian Aphrodite beautiful, 

Fresh as the foam, new-bathed in Paphian wells. 

With rosy slender fingers backward drew 
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair 
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat 
And shoulder ; firom the violets her light foot 
Shone rosy-wliite, and o’er her rounded form 
Between the shadows of the vine-bunches 
Floated the glowing sunlights, as she moved. 

The three great masters in our language of narrative blank verse are Milton, 
Keats, and Tennyson. The opening of the Morte d’Arthur is a roll of very 
noble sound : 

So all day long the noise of battle roll’d 
Among the mountains by the winter sea ; 

Until King Arthur’s table, man by man. 

Had fallen in Lyotmessc about their Lord, 

King Arthur : then, because his wound was deep. 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights. 

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 

A broken chancel with a broken cross. 

That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 

On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great water, and the moon was full. 

In the later Idylls of the King, the “ art and finish ” of which Ruskin 
wrote became again too evident; and still more was this the case in 
The Princess. Yet the song “ Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white,” 
is of extreme beauty ; while “ the small sweet idyll ” was, in Tennyson’s 
opinion, the finest piece of verse he ever wrote : 

Come down, O maid, from yonder mountain height: 

What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sang) 

In hei^t and cold, the splendour of the hills ? 

But cease to move so near the Heavens, and cease 
To gUde a sunbeam by the blasted Pine, 

To sit a star upon the sparkling spire ; 

And come, for Love is of the valley, come. 

For Love is of the valley, come thou down 
And find him ; by the happy threshold, he. 

Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize. 

Or red with spirted purple of the vats. 

Or foxlike in the vine ; nor cares to walk 
Widi Death and Morning on the silver horns, 
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Not wilt thou snare him in the white ravine, 

Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice. 

That huddling slant in furrow-cloven falls 
To roll the torrent out of dusky doors : 

But follow ; let the torrent dance tliee down 
To find him in the valley ; let the wild 
Lean-headed Baglcs yelp alone, and leave 
The monstrous ledges there to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreatlis of danghng water-smoke. 

That like a broken purpose waste in air : 

So waste not thou ; but come ; for all d>e vale 
Await thee ; azure pillars of the hearth 
Arise to thee ; the children call, and I 
Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound. 

Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet; 

Myriads of rivulets hurrying thro’ the lawn. 

The moan of doves in immemorial elms. 

And murmuring of innumerable bees. 

That this is one of the most wrought and finished pieces of verse existing 
in our language can hardly be denied. Yet many a reader will prefer the 
opening of The Lotus-Eaters : 

There is sweet music here that softer falls 
Than petals from blown roses on the grass. 

Or night-dews on still waters between walls 
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ; 

Music that gcntlicr on the spirit lies. 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes ; 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies. 

In considering Tennyson’s wide diversities of style we must not over¬ 
look his hghter work. The Talking Oak, The Daydream, The Brook, and 
others of me kind. In this last poem the extreme skill in using words is 
like the magic of a conjurer : 

I steal by lawns and grassy plots, 

I slide by hazel covers ; 

I move the sweet forget-me-nots 
That grow for happy lovers. 

I shp, 1 slide, I gloom, I glance. 

Among my skimming swallows ; 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 

I murmur under moon and surs 
In brambly wildernesses ; 

I linger by my shingly bars ; 

1 loiter round my cresses : 
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And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river. 

For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on for ever. 

As the years went on the style of Tennyson tended to put off its richness 
and to become more simple without losing power. If we compare 
Locksley Hall with Locksley Hall Sixty Years After, we are conscious of this 
difference at once. Compare these lines from the first poem : 

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag. 

Slides the bird o’er lustrous woodland, swings the trailer from the crag ; 

Droops the hcavy-blossom’d bower, hangs the heavy-fruited tree— 

Summer isles of Eden lying in dark-purple spheres of sea, 

with these from the later work : 

In the hall there hangs a painting—Amy’s arms about my neck— 

Happy children in a sunbeam sitting on the ribs of wreck. 

Or again : 

While 1 sheltered in this archway from a day of driving showers— 

Peeped the winsome face of Edith like a flower among the flowers. 

Or, lastly, perhaps the finest line he ever wrote ; 

Cold upon the dead volcano sleeps the gleam of dying day. 

In the same style of strong simpUcity are his latest poems, that greatest 
of all hymns. Crossing the Bar, and the exquisitely beautiful hnes To Sleep : 

To sleep ! to sleep ! the long bright day is done 
And darkness rises from the fallen sun. 

To sleep ! To sleep ! 

Whate’er thy joys, they vanish with tlie day, 

Whate’et thy griefs, in sleep they fade away. 

To sleep ! To sleep ! 

Sleep, mournful heart, and let the past be past. 

Sleep, happy sold ! All life will sleep at last. 

To sleep ! To sleep ! 

Our mention of these poems brings us to another side of Tennyson 
which wc have not yet considered—the side which appealed direct to the 
great public and which made him popular and rich. Such were the well- 
known lines : 
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Break, break, break. 

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea ! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts tliat arise in me. 

O well for the fisherman’s boy. 

That he shouts witli his sister at play ! 

O well for the sailor lad 
That he sings in his boat on the bay ! 

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill ; 

But O for tlie touch of a vanish’d hand, 

And the sound of a voice that is still ! 

Break, break, break. 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea ! 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me. 

This, in its very beauty of simplicity, has gone straight into the hearts of 
millions. 

Another poem of this kind is Rizpah. The description of the poor old 
woman, creeping to the gallows-foot at dead of night to feel if yet another 
bone had dropped from the chained skeleton which had been her son, is 
one to rend the very heartstrings. To the class of popular ap^al belong 
The May Queen, The Two Voices, Lady Clare, The Charge of the Light Brigade, 
Dora, and The Miller’s Daughter. It is said that Queen Victoria was so 
delighted that the miller’s daughter made her husband happy that she 
appointed Temiyson her next Poet Laureate. 

In Memoriam, the great elegy on the death of Arthur Hallam, stands 
in a class apart. It contains the lovehest gems of poetry, but also much 
that helped to make the book a popular success among that vast majority 
of readers who not only have no taste for verse but who actively dislike 
it—thoughts on the living themes of life and love, of joys and hopes and 
sorrows, things Aat appeal to the soul and spirit of every child of man. 
It is with only half a smile that one recalls the fact that an enterprising 
publisher brought out a version of In Memoriam in prose ; which is, to tlie 
lover of poetry, as if a miner should store up the rubble of his washing-pan 
and throw the gold away. It is poetry, and poetry alone that keeps, and 
will keep. In Memoriam alive among the world’s great works of art the 
poetry mat fdU it with such life-blood that we cannot bring ourselves to 
fbink that it will ever die. 

There is another side to Tennyson, which is but little known. Who 
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thinks of him as a satirist ? Yet his lines on Bulwer are like a bunch of 
nettles. Bulwer bad written The New Timon against Tennyson, a dull 
piece of satire, all venom and no sting. This was Tennyson’s reply : 

We know him out of Shakespeare’s art 
And those fine curses which he spoke ; 

Old Timon with his noble heart, 

Which, strongly loathing, greatly broke. 

So died the Old ; now comes the New. 

Regard him ; a familiar face ; 

I thought we knew him. What, it’s you. 

The padded man, tliat wears the stays ! 

What profits now to understand 
The merits of a spotless shirt, 

A dapper boot, a httle hand. 

If half the litde soul is dirt ? 

A Timon, you ? Nay, nay, for shame ! 

It looks too arrogant a jest— 

The fierce old man—to take his name ! 

You bandbox ! Off, and let him rest ! 

And now, what are our last words concerning this great poet ? We 
think it must be said that he holds the highest place among tire followers 
of Keats, hi grapliic power he is equal with liis master ; in faculty of colour, 
not liis equal, yet not much below him. He had, of course, what Keats 
liad not, the power of appealing to die human heart to which we have 
referred. Such a poem as, for instance, Rizpah, is quite outside the range 
of Keats, or perhaps of any other poet. But, considered as an artist pure 
and simple, not only have liis pictures no pretence to match the mighty 
scale of the Hyperion ; they want also the deep poetic cliarm in which the 
finest work of Keats is “ rich to intoxication.” Tennyson’s Sleeping Beauty, 
for example, is as vivid as a picture, as the sleeping Adonis of Keats ; but 
the Princess sleeps beneath ‘ a silk star-broidered coverhd,” Adonis under 
a coverhd 

Gold-tinted like the peach. 

Or ripe October’s faded marigolds. 

The dificrence in the painting of these two coverUds very fairly marks the 
difierence between the gift of Tennyson and the gift of Keats ; a difference 
not of drawing, nor of brihiance, but of glamour—of poetic charm. 

Tennyson’s workmanship, besides, even at its best, is seldom quite 
free from the marks of labour. He achieves only by great care and pains 
what lesser poets achieve by instinct and at once. Vividness of drawing, 
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variety of subject—these, we think, are the two points in which Tennyson 
is unexcelled. In range, indeed, he has no rival. He is the only poet who 
can depict, with equu ease, all things in nature, from the highest to the 
lowest. He can set before us Venus, as she stood on Ida, her light foot 
shining rosy-white among the violets, the glowing sunlights floating on 
her rounded form between the shadows of the vine-branches, her rosy, 
slender fingers drawing back. 

From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair 
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid diroac 
And shoulder. 

Or he can work out such a study as : 

a pasty, costly-made. 

Where quail and pigeon, lark and leveret lay. 

Like fossils of the rock, with golden yolks 
Imbedded and injellied. 

It is not every poet—ccrtauily it is neither Wordsworth, Keats, nor 
Shelley—who can sit down to paint, with equal felicity, and seemingly 
with equal gusto, the goddess of love and a game-pie. 

Such a study makes us marvel at the workmanship ; but such is not 
the kind on which we love to dwell. And Tennyson’s best pictures ought 
not, in trutli, to be compared with those of any other poet. Their excellence 
is not of die same kind. Yet what a gallery is liis !—how many and how 
beautiful its scenes ! There is the lonely garden on which Mariana looked 
out from the windows of die moated grange, the flower-pots black with 
moss, the peaches falling from their rusty nails, the black sluice choked 
with waterweed, the solitary poplar shaking its melancholy leaves. There 
is the vale of Ida, the vine-roofed, erocus-paven bower, where Paris is 
giving the apple to Venus, and CEnone is peeping from her cave behind 
die whispering pine. There are the arras of the Palace of Art, inwrought 
with scenes hkc life ; St. Cecilia sleeping near her organ ; Ganymede 
flying up to heaven among the eagle’s feathers ; Europa, in her floating 
mande, carried by the bull; King Arthur lying wounded in Avilion, 
among the weeping queens. There is Sir Bedivere, flinging the sparkling 
sword into the enchanted lake ; and Vivien at the feet of Merhn ; and 
Elaine, like a white lily, on her black, slow-gliding barge. And dicre, too, 
is many such a piece of painting, as die gorgeous lines which call up before 
the eye the scene of Camelot, the rich dim city, on the day of the departure 
of the knights ; the pageant passing in the streets, the tottering roofs alive 
with gazers, the men and boys astride of the carved swans and griffins, 
crying God-speed at every comer, the grotesque dragons clinging to the 
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walls and bearing on their backs the long rich galleries, the lines of lovely 
ladies, gazing, weeping, showering down an endless rain of flowen. 

All these things arc things of beauty. Surely they will be a joy for ever. 

Tennyson was bom in 1809 at Somersby in Lincolnshire, at his father’s 
rectory, and was sent to Cambridge, where he won the Chancellor’s Medal 
for a prize poem on the unpoetical subject “ Timbuctoo.” 

His first book of poems was entitled By Two Brothers, written in con¬ 
junction with his brother Charles. In 1830 he published Poems, chiefly 
Lyrical, and a further volume. Poems, in 1833. These were revised and 
collected with additions in the two volumes of 1842. The Princess appeared 
in 1847, and was followed by In Memoriam in 1850, in which year he became 
Poet Laureate at the death of Wordsworth. His subsequent volumes 
comprised Maud and other Poems (1855), The Idylls of the King (1858), 
Enoch Arden (1864), works which were followed by Harold (1876), Becket 
(1884), and other dramas. Tennyson was created a peer in 1884, and died 
October 6, 1892. 


§2 

ROBERT BROWNING 

Born {1812) in easier circumstances tlian Tennyson, or, let us say, in 
a more affluent home, Robert Browning had a far harder fight for fame, 
and this not only because he missed a circle of applausive friends to hail 
his advent, but yet more because his upbringing secluded him somewhat 
from youths of liis own age and drove him inward upon his own private 
standards and that self-applause which is the worse side of self-reliance. 
His grandfather was a Robert Browning, clerk in the Bank of England ; 
his father a Robert Browning, also clerk in the Bank of England. Robert 
the first liked his calling and prospered in it; Robert the second prospered 
in it fairly, but Uked it not, having been driven to it under parent^ durance 
after throwing up a post in the West Indies through disgust of slave labour— 
resigning, too, some young artistic ambitions. Robert the third’s education 
ran on lines not very dissimilar from Ruskin’s, his great contemporary. 
His father intended him for the Bar, agreeing with the mother that a clerk¬ 
ship in the Bank was not good enough for their boy, whose formal educa¬ 
tion would seem to have been hmited to a dame’s school, a private academy 
at Peckham, and a short course in Greek at University College, London. 
When he decided to be a poet instead of a barrister, his parents did not 
obstinately oppose the choice. His father financed his first poems, without 
pecuniary recompense ; and the good lad (we are told) read through the 
whole of Johnson’s Dictionary as preparative for a literary life. Pauline 
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(<lated October 22, 1830), an essay in the analytic-dramatic, a form that 
to the end attracted liim, must be judged now as a marvellous production 
from the pen of a boy ; but, as we have said, English criticism had reached 
its worst and the critics would have none of this marvel—which 1>. G. 
Rossetti, aUghting on it some years later in the Reading Room of the 
British Museum and not knowing its author, transcribed for liimself out 
of pure enthusiasm. Paracelsus —a greater wonder, holding for some the 
germ of all that was eventually best in Browning (witli the germ, too, of 
something even greater that he might have been), earned neitlier fame nor 
money, though it won him acquaintance with many distinguished men of 
letters—Landor, Wordsworth, Carlyle, Dickens, and with Macready, at 
whose invitation he wrote the tragedy of Strajjortl, performed at Caivent 
Garden on May i, 1837. It ran but a tew nights. As if to seal his unpopu¬ 
larity SorJello followed, and few denied that to extract enjoyment, or even 
a continuity of meaning, from Sordello would try the patience ol a saint. 
“ I blame no one,” said Browning of its failure, ‘‘ least of all myself, who 
did my best then and since.” Which assertion we may match, if we choose, 
against Ben Jonson’s : 

By God, ’tis good ; and, if you like it, you may. 

But poets who talk in this fashion are sore and soured ; and they are usually 
both because they arc egotistical, not because they are innovators; because 
they demand overmuch of the reader’s attention without being at the 
pains to attract him—forgetting him, in short, and thereby neglecting the 
first obhgation of good manners. Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, wcrc 
innovators ; but at least they appealed to their public, and persuasively. 
Browning could not sec that he had this obligation ; and a man, if he 
have strength enough—as he had—can no doubt do without it in the long 
run. But meantime he was sore and indignant, with an indignation which 
(for in private life he was more expansive than Tennyson, and given to 
wearing his heart on his sleeve), from time to time, even after fame had 
found him, he inevitably remembered : 

British Public, yc who like me not 

(God love you !)—whom 1 yet have laboured for 

Perchance more careful whoso runs may read 

Than erst when all, it seemed, could read who ran. 

But at this time (1837-1841), in spite of discouragement, he still thought of 
himself as destined to succeed in drama (“ Robert Browning—you writer 
of plays ”), and accumulated those dramas in his desk—f'/Vwr and 
King Charles, The Return of the Druses, and that playlet of sheer poetry 
Pippa Passes. It was, indeed, by a lyrical conversion of his dramatic instinct, 
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or by a lyrical application of it—foreboded in Pippa—thit at length he 
came to liis own. It so happened that Moxon, the publisher, was issuing 
some cheap reprints of the old dramatists; and it came into Moxon s 
head tliat a number of Browning’s poems might be set up in the same type 
and put on the market. Browning gladly agreed ; and thus was started 
the truly epoch-making little series, Bells and Pomegranates (1841-1846). It 
began with Pippa. Some few years later, on a soil prepared by the Pre- 
Raphaelites, this charmingly original piece would of a certainty have been 
welcomed, as Swinburne’s Atalanta in Calydon was welcomed. But in 
1841 critics and public remained unmoved. Sordello still cast its shadow 
ahead, with that deadliest of frosts wliich can clog any writer—tlie chill 
of his readers’ expectancy. But in No. 3, Dramatic Lyrics, and No. 7, 
Dramatic Romances and Lyrics, die true Browning found himself. He did 
not at once abandon his ambition of writing for the stage, and the series 
wound up, in 1846, with two plays, Luria and A Soul’s Tragedy. These, 
like their predecessors, lacked “ movement.” But about the dramatic 
and the lyrical sense and their interfusion in Dramatic Lyrics there could 
be no question ; and this interfusion made them unlike almost anything 
previously written in English verse. For to group these conveniendy 
with his later efforts, in this genre of his discovery. Dramatis Personce (1864), 
Dramatic Idylls (1879-1880), not only does he seize upon dramatic “situa¬ 
tions,” from the simplest to the uncoimiest, with the skill and resource of a 
conjurer ; he fits them to lyrical measures which, startling at first, and some¬ 
times at first forbidding, come to be felt by us as inevitably right—each 
separate metre the only possible one for its own curious dieme. Who but 
Browning, for example, could liave found A Grammarian’s Funeral for a 
subject; or, having found it, could have found the queer metre (with the 
queer rhymes) ? 

Step to a tune, square chests, erect each head, 

’Ware the beholders ! 

This is our master, famous, calm, and dead. 

Borne on our shoulders. . . . 

Well, here’s die platform, here’s the proper place. 

Hail to your purlieus, 

All ye highfliers of the feathered race, 

Swdlows and curlews ! 

Here’s the top-peak ! the multitude below 
Live, for they can, diere. 

Tliis man decided not to Live but Know— 

Bury this man there ? 

Here—here’s his place. . . . 

Who but Browning could have found such themes, and fitted such 
haunting metres to them, as The Laboratory, The Lost Mistress, Up at a 
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Villa, The Last Ride Together, A Toccata of Galluppi’s, Love among the 
Ruins ?— 

Where the quiet-coloured end of evening smiles 
Miles and miles 

On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Half-asleep 

Tinkle homeward thro’ die twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop— 

Was the site once of a city great and gay 
(So they say) 

Of our country’s very capital, its prince 
Ages since. 

Held liis court in, gathered councils, wielding fat 
Peace or war. 

Above all, who but Browning could have matched imagination with 
metre as he matched them in tliat brief model and masterpiece, Saul ? 
It is seen, as David sees it; felt awfully, as David feels it: 

And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered—and sparkles ’gan dart 
From the jewels that woke in his turban at once with a start— 

All its lordly male-sappliires, and rubies courageous at heart. 

And it sings itself inspiredly as David must have sung it, dirough hard 
effort and rapture down to its close. Among the very few nineteenth- 
century poems which attain to being “ of its sort," one perhaps, and one 
only, can sincerely challenge it—Victor Hugo’s lioiiz Bndormi : 

Tout reposait dans Ur et dans Jerimadeth ; 

and to some of us even the vigil of Ruth in that exquisite piece must 
surrender to the home-running of David through the woods and wild 
brakes in the humid daybreak by murmuring wimessing waters. 

There reached Browning, late in 1844, a volume of verse by a Miss 
Elizabeth Barrett, an invahd cousin of his friend, John Kenyon. He 
admired it, especially a piece entitled Lady Geraldine’s Courtship, and 
expressed ^ ilmiration in a letter. An interview followed, for Miss 
Barrett, herself an experimenter in verse, had been seized upon in imagina¬ 
tion by Bells and Pomegranates, and of that interview sprang a passionate, 
hfelong affection. The subsequent story was romantic enough, but very 
simple. A grim father forbade the match ; the lovers eloped secredy and 
by straugem, were married clandestinely on September 12, 1846, and a 
week later were on their way to Paris. From Paris they went on to Italy, 
and lived at Pisa and at Florence until 1851 ; and, with brief returns to 
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England and Paris, made Italy their home until Mrs. Browning’s death 
in i86i. They wrote much; and each achieved a very long poem in 
blank verse. Mrs. Browning’s Aurora Leigh in nine books was given to 
the world in i8j6 ; her husband’s prodigious The Ring and the Book made 
its appearance in four long instalments, 1868-1869. The pair of them had 
been innovators in rhyme, and just here it must be admitted that they 
went astray. Browning could rhyme with anything, and too often spoilt 
poetry by this confident trick; whereas Mrs. Browning too often spoilt 
poetry by a pedantic indilfercncc in matching sounds. She is at her best 
in Sonnets from the Portuguese and Casa Guidi Windows, in both of which 
a passion is expressed—passionate love and a passion for Itahan hberty. 
Aurora Leigh, one suspects, has few steady readers nowadays. But The Ring 
and the Book, with its turnings and returnings, its apparent garruhties and 
prohxitics (all seen in review to be a part of Browning’s determination to 
press the last drop of juice out of the chosen tragedy) must continue to be 
studied as one of tlie world’s hterary wonders. Browning’s later work— 
Balaustion’s Adventure (cruelly labelled by D. G. Rossetti Exhaustion s 
Imposture), Prince Hohenstich-Schwangen (1871), Fifne at the Fair (1872), 
Red Cotton Nightcap Country (1873), The Inn Album (1875), Pacchiarotto 
(1876), the Agamemnon translation (1877), La Saisiaz and Two Poets of Croisic 
(1878)—exhibits a genius in decline, or it may be that having been so long 
and unjustly dispraised for liis merits, and having at length found a pubhc 
which acclaimed him “ Master ” for his defects, he yielded to the temptation 
and, in place of poetry, poured out volume upon volume of “ thinking 
cloud ” in metrical form. It is curious to note that in their later years 
Tennyson, the popular idol, turned to be a haughty and mystic recluse, 
while Browning, the uncompromising, expands into a genial man of 
society and diner-out. It should be added that liis greatness gave itself no 
airs ; that he continued to write indefatigably ; and that in his last years, 
when his fame had become national, he reasserted his pristine power now 
and again—especially in Dramatic Idylls (1879-1880), and Asolando, published 
in 1889 on the day of his deatli. Intervening volumes are Jocoseria (1883), 
Ferishtah’s Fancies (1884), Parleyings with Certain People (1887). He was 
accorded a pubhc funeral andi ies near his great rival in the Abbey. 

Browning’s last lines (the Epilogue to Asolando, comparable with 
Tennyson’s famous Crossing the Bar as a noble utterance closing a long and 
noble life) contain a not exorbitant apologia for : 

One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward. 

Never doubted clouds would break. 

Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would triumph. 

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better. 

Sleep to wake. 
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He was, before ^ thin^, a maiily poet; hopeful and helpful, with no 
languors of sentimentality ; and, as his wife said truly of Pamegraiwtes, 
though the rind be hard the fruit is ripe and red to the core. 

The following are passages from some of Browning’s best-known, 
because comparatively simple, lyric and narrative poems: 

THB YEAR’S AT THE SPRING (from PIPPA PASSES) 

The year’s at the spring. 

The day’s at tlie morn ; 

Morning’s at seven ; 

The hill-side’s dew-pearled ; 

The lark’s on the wing ; 

The snail’s on the thorn ; 

God’s in His heaven— 

All’s right with the world ! 

HOME THOUGHTS FROM AHROAD 

Oh, to be in England 
Now that April’s there. 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf. 

While the chafiinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England—now ! 

EVELYN HOPE 

Beautiful Evelyn Hope is dead ! 

Sit and watch by her side an hour. 

That is her book-shelf, this her bed ; 

She plucked that piece of geranium-flower. 

Beginning to die too, in the glass ; 

Little has yet been changed, I think : 

The shutters arc shut, no light may pass 
Save two long rays thro’ the hinge’s chink. 

Sixteen years old when she died ! 

Perhaps she had scarcely heard my name ; 

It was not her time to love ; beside. 

Her life had many a hope and aim. 

Duties enough and little cares. 

And now was quiet, now astir. 

Till God’s hand beckoned unawares,— 

And the sweet white brow is all of her. 
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I loved you, Evelyn, all the while. 

My heart seemed full as it could hold ! 

There was place and to spare for the frank young smile. 
And the red young mouth, and the hair’s young gold. 
So, hush,—I will give you this leaf to keep : 

See, I shut it inside the sweet, cold hand ! 

There, that is out secret: go to sleep ! 

You will wake, and remember, and understand. 


SUMMUM BONUM 

All the breath and the bloom of the year in the bag of one bee : 

All the wonder and wealth of the mine in the heart of one gem : 

In the core of one pearl all the shade and the shine of the sea : 

Brcatli and bloom, shade and shine,—wonder, wealth, and how fat above them- 
Truth, that's brighter than gem. 

Trust, tliat’s purer than pearl,— 

Brightest truth, purest trust in the universe—all were for me 
In the kiss of one girl. 


THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN 

Into the street the Piper stept. 

Smiling first a little smile. 

As if he knew what magic slept 
In liis quiet pipe the while ; 

Then, like a musical adept. 

To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled. 

And green and blue his sharp eyes twinkled. 
Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled ; 

And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered. 

You heard as if an army muttered ; 

And the muttering grew to a grumbling ; 

And the grumbUng grew to a mighty rumbling 
And out of the houses the rats came tumbling. 
Great rats, small rats, lean rats, bravtrny rats. 
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats. 
Grave old plodders, gay young friskers. 

Fathers, motliers, uncles, cousins. 

Cocking tails and prickling whiskers. 

Families by tens and dozens. 

Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives— 

Followed the Piper for their lives. 

From street to street he piped advancing, 

And step for step they followed dancing. 

Until they came to the river Wescr, 

Wherein all plunged and perished ! 
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—Save one, who, stout as Julius Casar, 

Swam across and lived to carry 

(As he, the manuscript he cherished) 

To Rat-land home his commentary. 

HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS FROM GHENT TO AIX 

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he ; 

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three ; 

“ Good speed ! ” cried the watch, as the gate-bolts undrew ; 

“ Speed ! ” echoed die wall to us galloping through ; 

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest. 

And into the midnight we galloped abreast. 

’Twas moonset at starting ; but while wc drew near 
Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear ; 

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to sec ; 

At DufFeld, ’twas moniing as plain as could be ; 

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-chime. 

So, Joris broke silence with, “ Yet there is time ! ” 

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned ; and cried Joris, “ Stay spur ! 

Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault s not in her. 

We’ll remember at Aix ’’—for one heard the quick wheeze 
Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and steggering knees. 

And sunk toil, and horrible heave of the flank. 

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

So, we were left galloping, Joris and I, 

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky ; 

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh, 

'Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stuoblc like chan ; 

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 

And “ Gallop,” gasped Joris, “ for Aix is in sight ! 

” How tlicy’ll greet us ! ’’—and all in a moment his roan 
Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone ; 

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight 
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate. 

With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim. 

And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim. 

Then I cast loose my bulfcoat, each holster let fall. 

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all. 

Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear. 

Call my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peer ; 

Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad or good. 

Till at lengtli into Aix Roland galloped and stood. 
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And all I remember is—^friends flocking round 

As I sat with his head ’twixt my knees on the ground ; 

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine, 

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine. 

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 

Was no more than his due who brought good news from Ghent. 


§3 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 

“ Swinburne,” said Tennyson, “ is a reed through which all things 
blow into music.” “ He simply sweeps me away before him,” said Ruskin, 
“ as a torrent does a pebble. ’ These sayings perfectly express the double 
gift of Swinburne—the strange new tunes of his rhythms and the torrent- 
sweep of his verse. 

The verse was unique and die man was unique. He was bom in 1837, 
his father being Admiral Swinburne, and his mother a daughter of Lord 
Ashbumham—neither of them persons at all pecuUar or bizarre. But the 
boy was simply an astounding freak. Imagine a Lilliputian body, with 
very sloping shoulders, a neck as slender as a iily-stalk, a giant’s head, with 
a crest of orange-fiery hair “ like some strange bird of Paradise,” eyes and 
lips for ever twitching in a kind of spasm, a tiny body that, at the least 
excitement, shivered like a leaf in tempest, and a voice that shrilled upward 
like a piccolo. At Eton and Oxford, where he picked up Greek and Latin 
as if by intuition, he began to compose verses. As he himself said 
afterwards : 

Some sang to me dreaming' in class-time. 

And truant in hand as in tongue. 

For die youngest are bom of boy’s pastime. 

The eldest are young. 

But it was not till 1861 that he put forth his first volume, two htde dramas. 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond, respecting which there is an anecdote 
that throws a strange and striking light upon the singularities of his char¬ 
acter. He was staying with William Stubbs, afterwards Bishop of Oxford, 
and upon the invitation of his host and hostess he read aloud a play, 
probably Rosamond. 

Stubbs, Edmund Gosse tells us, “ was very much impressed with the merits 
of the piece, but . . . felt obliged to say that he diought the tone of the amatory 
passages somewhat objectionable.” The result was “ a long silent stare, followed 
by a scream which rent the vicarage, and by the bolt upstairs of the outraged 
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poet, hugging his MS. to his bosom. Presently gentle Mrs. Stubbs stole upstairs, 
^d, uppmg at Swinburne s door, entreated him to come down to supper. 
There was no reply, but an extraordinary noise within of tearing, and a str^gc 
g e through tlie keyhole. All night, at intervals, tliere were noises in the poet’s 
room, and the Stubbses were distracted. In tlie morning Swinburne appeared 
extremely late, and deatlilv pale. Stubbs, by this time very wretched, hastened 
to say how sorpr he was that he had so hastily condemned die drama, and how 
much he hoped mat Swinburne had not been discouraged by his criticism. The 
poet replied^, I lighted a fire in the empty grate, and I burned every page of my 
m^uscript. Stubbs was horrified. ‘ Hut it docs not matter ; I sat up all night 
and wrote it through again from memory.’ ” 


Such was the strange wild being from whom there was to come a 
strange wild poetry, that yet was charged with the intensest beauty. 

In 1865 appeared a play on the Greek model, Atalanta in Calydon, a 
perfect masterpiece of splendid verse. It tells the story of the hunting of 
the wild boar which Diana sent to Calydon to prey upon die herds. The 
maiden-huntress, Atalanta, was the first to wound it, and it was slain at 
last by the young hero Meleager, who gave the hide and tusks to Atalanta, 
with whom he was in love, to the jealousy of all the other hunters. They 
strove to wrest them from her, but the hero fought and beat them, though 
in the end it cost his life. 

The first chonis was alone enough to show that a new poet had arisen : 


When the hounds of spring are on winter's traces. 
The mother of months in meadow or plain 
Fills the shadows and windy places 
With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain ; 

And the brown bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for Itylus, 

For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces. 

The tongueless vigil, and all the pain. 


The full streams feed on flower of rushes. 

Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot. 

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower to fruit; 

And fruit and leaf arc as gold and fire 
And the oat is heard above the lyre. 

And the hoofed heel of a satyr crushes 
The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root. 

In 1866 appeared Poems and Ballads, a book which, if he had written 
nothing else, would have set and kept his fame upon the highest peaks of 
glory. It was received with a scream of hysterics on the grounds of 
immorality. As Swinburne himself puts it, “ the water began to seethe 
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and rage in the British tea-kettle.” The publisher withdrew the book 
from circulation and it was reissued by another. The hubbub was absurd, 
even for those days, and is almost unintelligible in ours, when elderly 
ladies are wont to write textbooks of erotics for the edification of yoimg 
girls. 

One of the poems sought out for opprobrium was Dolores. Dolores 
is not one woman in particular, but the embodying of all the women in 
the world who use their beauty to entice their lovers to their doom— 
vampire-women, siren-women, who pick white the bones of men. So 
the moral—if one must wring a moral out of a work of art—seems to be 
that all such sirens and their dupes come alike to a bad end. 

Cold eyelids that hide like a jewel 
Hard eyes that grow soft for an hour ; 

The heavy white limbs, and the cruel 
Red mouth like a venomous flower ; 

When these are gone by with their glories. 

What shall rest of thee then, what remain, 

O mystic and sombre Dolores, 

Our Lady of Pain ? 

The Triumph of Time, a poem based upon a real experience of his o-wn, 
may be called the greatest love-lament existing. Never was a wail so sweet 
and piercing, so full of the ache and yearning for a woman loved in vain. 
Never rang in the ears of men such a splendour of despair : 

I shall never be friends again witli roses ; 

I shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown strong 
Relents and recoils, and climbs and closes. 

As a wave of the sea turned back by song. 

There are sounds where the soul’s delight takes fire 
Face to face with its own desire ; 

A delight that rebels, a desire that reposes; 

I shall hate sweet music my whole life long. 

The pulse of war and passion of wonder. 

The heavens tliat murmur, the sounds that shine. 

The stats that sing and the loves that thunder. 

The music burning at heart like wine. 

An armed archangel whose hands raise up 
All senses mixed in the spirit’s cup 
Till flesh and spirit are molten in sunder— 

These things are over, and no mote mine. 

It is interesting to know that the man who wrote these stanzas, with their 
celestial music, possessed no ear whatever for the melody of sound. 

It has been said of Swinburne that he was too fond of playing widi the 
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loud pedal down. But no man could awake soft-pedalled melodies more 
sweet and stilled. Such, for example, are these stenzas from The Garden of 
Proserpine: 

Here, where the world is quiet; 

Here, where all trouble seems 
Dead winds’ and spent waves’ riot 
In doubtful dreams of dreams ; 

I watch the green field growing 
For reaping folk and sowing, 

For harvest-time and mowing, 

A sleepy world of dreams. 

No growth of moor or coppice 
No heather-flower or vine. 

But bloomlcss buds of poppies. 

Green gr^es of Proserpine, 

Pale beds ofblowing rushes 
Where no leaf blooms or blushes 
Save this whereout she crushes 
For dead men deadly wine. 

From too much love of living. 

From hope and fear set free, 

We thank with brief thanksgiving 
Whatever gods may be : 

That no life lives for ever ; 

That dead men rise up never ; 

That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea. 

Then star nor sun shall waken. 

Nor any change of light: 

Nor sound of waters shaken. 

Nor any sound or sight: 

Nor wint^ leaves nor vernal. 

Nor days nor things diurnal; 

Only the sleep eternal 
In an eternal night. 

Poems and Ballads was dedicated to Burne-Jones, the painter—and the 
dedication is a piece of verse which perhaps excels in beauty any other 
poem in the volume. In the lines that follow he is speaking of his songs: 

Is there shelter while life in them lingers. 

Is there hearing for songs that recede. 

Tunes touched from a harp with man’s fingers 
Or blown with boy’s mouth in a reed ? 
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Is there place in the land of your labour, 

Is tlierc room in your world of delight. 

Where change has not sorrow for neighbour 
And day has not night ? 

In a land of clear colours and stories. 

In a region of shadowless hours. 

Where eardi has a garment of glories 
And a murmur of musical flowers; 

In woods where the spring half uncovers 
The flush of her amorous face. 

By the waters that listen for lovers. 

For these is there place ? 

Though the world of your hands be more gracious 
And lovelier in lordship of things 
Clothed round by sweet art with the spacious 
Warm heaven of her imminent wings, 

Let them enter, unflediged and nigh fainting, 

For the love of old loves and lost times; 

And receive in your palace of painting 
This revel of rhymes. 

Swinburne also wrote a kind of gay love-lyric which is a new thing 
in the world of art—such as A Match. It is a song that might have been 
sung by Ariel: 

If love were what the rose is, 

And I were like the leaf, 

Our lives would grow together 
In sad or singing weather, 

Blown fields or flowerful closes, 

Green pleasure or grey grief; 

If love were what die rose is. 

And I were like the leaf. 

If I were what the words are. 

And love were hke the tune. 

With double sound and single 
Delight our lips would mingle. 

With kisses glad as birds are 
That get sweet rain at noon ; 

If I were what the words are. 

And love were like the tune. 

If you were April’s lady. 

And I were lord in May, 

We’d throw with leaves for hours 
And draw for days with flowers, 
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Till day like night were shady 
And night were bright like day ; 

If you were April’s lady. 

And I were lord in May. 

If you were queen of pleasure. 

And 1 were king oi pain, 

We’d hunt down love together. 

Pluck out his flying-featlicr. 

And teach his feet a measure. 

And find his mouth a rein ; 

If you were queen of pleasure. 

And I were king of pain. 

Love at Sea is an example of tlic same kind of work, but it is also of gre.it 
interest for the skill with wliich it wins the very spirit of a poem by 
Thcophile Gautier, and gives it a new body of beauty in English verse : 

We are in love’s land to-day ; 

Where shall we go ? 

Love, shall we start or stay. 

Or sail or row ? 

There’s many a wind and way. 

And never a May but May ; 

We are in love’s hand to-day ; 

Where sliall we go ? 

Our landwind is the breath 
Of sorrows kissed to death 
And joys that were ; 

Our ballast is a rose ; 

Our way lies where God knows 
And love knows w’hcre. 

We are in love’s hand to-day 

Where shall we land you, sweet ? 

On fields of strange men’s feet. 

Or fields near home ? 

Or where the fire-fiowers blow. 

Or where the flowers of snow 
Or flowers of foam ? 

We are in love’s hand today— 

Land me, she says, where love 
Shows but one shaft, one dove. 

One heart, one hand. 

—A shore like that, my deal, 

Lies where no man will steer. 

No maiden land. 
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His next great book was Songs Before Sunrise (1871). These poems are 
almost all loud-pedai music—but such music ! Let us take two stanzas 
from the Prelude : 

Play then and sing ; we too have played. 

We likewise, in mat subde shade. 

We too have twisted through our hair 
Such tendrils as the wild Loves wear, 

And heard what mirth the Maenads made. 

Till the wind blew our garlands bare 
And left their roses disarrayed. 

And smote the summer with strange air. 

And disengirdled and discrowned 

The limbs and locks that vine-wreaths bound. 

We too have tracked by star-proof trees 
The tempest of the Thyiades 
Scare the loud night on hills that hid 
The blood-feasts of the Bassarid, 

Heard their song’s iron cadences 
Fright the wolf hungering from the kid, 

Outroar the lion-throated seas, 

Outchide the north-wind if it chid. 

And hush the torrent-tongued ravines 
Witli thunders of their tambourines. 

Here, again, are two stanzas from the tremendous Marching Song — 
tlie song of the leaders in the march of the progress of mankind : 

We mix from many lands. 

We march for very far ; 

In hearts and lips and hands 
Our staffs and weapons arc ; 

The light we walk in darkens sun and moon and star. 

It dotli not flame and wane 
With years and spheres that roll. 

Storm cannot shake nor stain 
The strength that makes it whole. 

The fire that moulds and moves it of the sovereign soul. 

But there is soft-pedal music in it, too—such as Siena, one of the loveUest 
things that he or any other poet ever wrote. Wc have only space to give 
the opening, but the whole poem should be read—absorbed. Its possession 
is, as it were, to hang a splendid picture in the gallery of the mind or to 
fill the soul with the remembrance of a glorious symphony : 

Inside tliis northern summer’s fold 
The fields are full of naked gold. 

Broadcast from heaven on luds it loves ; 

The green veiled air is full of doves ; 
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Soft leaves that sift the sunbeams let 
Light on the small warm grasses wet 
fJU in short broken kisses sweet, 

And break again like waves tliat beat 
Round the sun’s feet. 

The second scries of Poems and Ballads appeared in 1878. The number 
of great poems is fewer than in the earlier volume, nor docs any single 
poem rise quite to tlie same level, except The Forsaken Carden, the supreme 
elegy on the death of Baudelaire, and the Ballad of Dreamland. The last, 
wluch is exquisitely beautiful, we will quote in full; 

I hid my heart in a nest of roses. 

Out of the sun’s way, hidden apart; 

In a softer bed titan the soft white snow’s is. 

Under the roses 1 hid my heart. 

Why would it sleep not ? why should it start, 

When never a leaf of the rose-tree stirred ? 

What made sleep flutter his wings and part ? 

Only die song of a secret bird. 

Lie soil, 1 said, for the wind’s wing closes. 

And mild leaves muffle the keen sun’s dart; 

Lie still, for the wind on die warm sea dozes. 

And the wind is unquietcr yet than thou art. 

Does a thought in thee still as a thorn s wound smart ? 

Does the fing still fret thee of hope deferred ? 

What bids the lids of thy sleep dispart ? 

Only the song of a secret bird. 

The green land’s name that a charm encloses. 

It never was writ in the traveller’s chart. 

And sweet on its trees as die fruit that grows is. 

It never was sold in the merchant s mart. 

The swallows of dreams through its dim fields dart. 

And sleep’s arc the tunes in its tree-tops heard ; 

No hound’s note wakens the wildwood hart. 

Only the song of a secret bird. 

In the world of dreams I have chosen my part, 

To sleep for a season and hear no word 
Of true love’s truth or of light love’s art. 

Only the song of a secret bird. 

After tliis date he put forth a long, long scries of poetic works, some 
of which, like Songs of the Springtides (1880) and Tristram ofLyonesse (1882), 
as well as Iris long dramas, contain, by bursts and gleams, much splendid 
verse. But on these wc shall not dwell. Little by Uttlc, there steals into 
the reader’s mind a sense of something failing. The rush and flow of words 
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is always there; it is the old spell that is dying. Like the beauty ol 
Tennyson’s “Maud,” the beauty of the verse becomes more and more 
“ splendidly null.” The keenest lovers of his music, who rank him, with 
Shakespeare, Milton, Keats, and Shelley, among the supreme masters of 
the poetry of England, seldom or never read these later works at all. 
riese are not the things that make the very hearts within us “ ache with 
the pulse of his remembered song.” He affects us hke a great piano-player 
who has lost his touch. He strikes the keys with all his early vigour, 
but the charm is there no longer. The music lacks the magic and 
the thrill. 

Swinburne, at his best and greatest, produced two kinds of poems, 
quite unlike each other, and both unexcelled. In the first, the frenzied 
rush of rhythm, in the phrase of Ruskin, sweeps the soul away before it, 
as in Mater Triumphalis and the Hymn to Man. In the second kind, the 
music, lulled and mesmerising as a charmer’s tune, bears the spirit to a 
land enchanted, a land of strange unearthly blossoms, the wonder-world 
of all the fair phantasmal women who arc the daughters of sweet dreams. 
There arc the things of vision which, in Before the Mirror, the white girl 
watches in her magic glass : 

There glowing ghosts of flowers 
Draw down, draw nigh ; 

And wings of swift spent hours 
Take flight and fly ; 

She sees by formless gleams, 

She hears across cold streams. 

Dead mouths of many dreams that sing and sigh. 

Face fallen and white throat lifted. 

With sleepless eye 
She sees old loves that drifted. 

She knew not why. 

Old loves and faded fears 
Float down a stream tliat hears 
The flowing of all men’s tears beneath the sky. 

The following arc the chief volumes of Swinburne’s poems (but the 
reader will find most of his finest work in Selections from A. C. Swinburne, 
edited by Edmund Gosse and Thomas James Wise (Heincmann)) : 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond (i86i), Atalanta in Calydon (1865), 
Poems and Ballads {1866), Songs Before Sunrise (1871), Bothwell (1874), 
Songs of Two Nations (1876), Erechtheus (1876), Poems and Ballads (second 
series) (1878), Songs of the Springtides (1880), Tristram of Lyonesse (1882), 
Ijicrine (1887). 
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During the last thirty years of his life Swinburne Uved witli his friend 
Theodore Watts-Dunton at The Pmes, Putney, where he died in iqoo 
He was buried at Bonchurch, in the Isle of Wight. 


§4' 


GERALD MANLEY HOPKINS 

The virtual discovery of the poetry of Gerald Manley Hopkins in 1918 
when Robert Bridges first edited and published his strange and magnificent 
rchgious poetry, and the amazing modernity of his language. in.akes us 
forget that he was a Victorian and lived from 1844 to 1889' His poems 
were the resiJt of deep mystical experience as well as the scholarship of an 
original mind. He was an Anglican who eventually became a Jesuit priest, 
and who came to regard even his spiritual poetry as a vanity so that he 
never published it. Most of his poems were sent in letters to Robert 
Bridges. When they were printed more than thirty years after their author’s 
death they were wildly acclaimed by the poets of the time, many of whom 
were themselves exjierimenting in sounds and verse forms, and courting 
obscurity. Hopkins’s obscurity arises largely from a tremendous com- 
prsesion of language. He leaves out words grammatically essential, 
piles image upon image, uses daring rhymes and rhythms, depends mucli upon 
alliteration, inverts his sentences, and startlingly uses words in new contexts 
which give them new meanings. All this made him in the 1920’s and 1930’s 
the darling of the newer schools of poetry to whom obscurity and difficult 
reading were almost a virtue instead of a vice. Hopkins’s own poetry is 
redeemed by the fierce sincerity of his thought and its spiritual consecration. 
If one has patience and power to follow his rush of images, supply the missing 
words of the grammatical structure, and listen to the splendid music of his 
sounds, Gerald Manley Hopkins takes a place as a poet of importance in 
English literature. The quotation of one of his most well known and often 
quoted (though not one of his most difficult) poems. Pied Beauty, will 
convey his quality : 

Glory be to God for dappled things- 

For skies of couple-colour as a brinifcd cow ; 

For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim ; 

Frcsh-firccoal chestnut-falls ; finches’ wings ; 

Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow and plough ; 

And all trades, their gear and tackle and trim. 

All things counter, original, spare, strange ; 

Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how ?) 

With swift, slow ; sweet, sour ; adazzlc, dim ; 

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change : 

Praise Him. 
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More typical is the opening of his poem, The Windhover, with its lifting 
lines : 

I caught this morning morning’s minion, king¬ 
dom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple dawn-drawn falcon, in his riding 
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding 
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing 
In his ecstasy. 

Written at a time when the language of poetry was getting stale with over¬ 
use (a fault for which Swinburne must be blamed), Gerald Manley Hopkins 
brought fresh life to it. 

§5 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI AND CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 

Rossetti was born in 1828 in Charlotte Street, London, his father, 
himself a poet, being Professor of Italian at King’s College. The future 
poet-painter was, by birth, onc-quarter Enghsh and the rest Italian—a 
combination easy to be traced alike in liis appearance and in liis cast of 
character—in his warm dark complexion, with large grey-bluish eyes, 
in liis look of fiery will and purpose, in his sudden-changing whims of 
temper, now gay with laughter like a boy’s, now stirred to stormy anger, 
yet capable of passion strong as death—a very child of Southern blood, 
the blood that runs like ilame. 

Even as a boy he was a poet and a painter. At fifteen he was a student 
at the Royal Academy schools. But academic art was a thing abhorrent 
to him. Indeed, he never mastered the strict rules of drawing or perspective. 
His passion and his gift were all for colour. So great was liis precocit) 
that before he reached the age of twenty-one he had set up in a studio of 
his own, had painted pictures which, like the “ Girlhood of the Virgin,” were, 
of their kind, without a rival, and had written poems, like The Blessed 
Damozel and My Sister s Sleep, which were to hold their place among his 
best. At the same early age he had founded the Pre-RaphaeUte Brotherhood, 
whose aim it was to paint pictures in minutest detail, as in nature. Among 
the Brotliers were Millab, Holman Hunt, Woolner, and Deverell. It 
happened tliat the last-named painter, going with his mother into a milliner’s 
in Oxford Street, saw among a number of young girls at work, one with 
a glorious mass of reddish hair—the favourite colour of the Brotherhood. 
Deverell, through his mother, asked the girl if she would sit to him. She 
consented to become his model, and afterwards Rossetti’s also. Her name 
was Ehzabeth Eleanor Siddal, and she became Rossetti’s wife. Every 
reader has seen her lovely face look out upon him from her husband’s 
paintings—as Mariana in the moated grange ; as St. Cecilia at the organ ; 
as one of the weeping queens whose black barge came across the enchwted 
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lake to bear away the dying King ; above all as Beata Beatrix, tlic picture 
which he himself described—“ while the bird, a messenger of Oeath, 
drops the poppy between her hands, she, through her shut lids, is conscious 
of a new world.” 

Two years after the marriage, his wife died. Standing beside her coffin 
with the manuscript of his first book of poems in his hands, he declared 
that it was for her they had been written, and tliat they should be buried 
with her. And they went with her to the grave. 

Rossetti now took a house at Chelsea, where, with brief intervab, his 
after fife was passed. The house was, like its owner, strange, romantic, 
and bizarre—crammed with old mirrors, lutes, mandolins, and citherns, 
bronze and ivory idols, lacquered screens of birds and blossoms, blue jars 
with peacocks’ feathers, coins, daggers, dragons, crystals, fans. The day¬ 
light, even at the height of summer, was shut out by heavy velvet curtains. 
Strange creatures had their dwelling in the garden—a pair of armadillos, 
a kangaroo that one day murdered its own mother, a deer that kept itself 
from boredom by stamping out the feathers of the peacock’s tail, a raccoon 
that “ looked fike the devil ” when it snarled, and which once escaped into 
the house and chewed a pile of manuscript to rags. 

Some years after his wife’s death Rossetti was persuaded that die poems 
buried with her ought not to be allowed to perish. In truth, he w.as easily 
persuaded, for he never ceased to regret that he had given his consent. 
The coffin was disinterred, the manuscript was recovered, and in 1870 the 
poems were given to the world. 

The book was received with acclamation. Ruskin and Swinburne 
were enthusiastic. Among the poems most admired were The Blessed 
Damozel, My Sister’s Sleep, The Burden of Nineveh, Love’s Nocturn, and 
Sister Helen. 

The Blessed Damozel, perhaps the best-known of his works, both from 
the poem and from the painting which he made upon it, tells how 
The blessed damozel leaned out 
From die gold bar of Heaven ; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depdi 
Of waters stilled at even ; 

She had three lilies in her hand, 

And the stars in lier hair were seven. 

It lies in Heaven, across the flood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With flame and darkness ridge 
The void, as low as where this eardi 
Spins like a fi-etful midge. 
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From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 
Time like a pulse shake fierce 
Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 
Within the gulf to pierce 
Its path ; and now she spoke as when 
The stars sang in tlieir spheres. 

She is waiting for her lover, still alive on earth, and aching for the hour 
when he will join her. 

He shall fear, haply, and be dumb ; 

Then will 1 lay my cheek 
To his, and tell about our love. 

Not once abashed or weak ; 

And the dear Mother will approve 
My pride, and let me speak. 

Herself shall bring us, hand in hand, 

To Him round whom all souls 
Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads 
Bowed with their aureoles: 

And angels meeting us shall sing 
To their citherns and citoles. 


She gazed and listened and then said. 

Less sad of speech tlian mild,— 

“ All this is when he comes,” She ceased. 

The light thrilled towards her, filled 
With angels in strong level flight. 

Her eyes prayed, and she smiled. 

(I saw her smile.) But soon tlieir path 
Was vague in distant spheres ; 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden barriers. 

And laid her face between her hands. 

And wept. (I heard her tears.) 

The Burden of Nineueh is perhaps his finest poem. It made its first 
appearance anonymously, in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine in 1865. 
where Ruskin read it with extreme delight, and wrote to ask Rossetti, 
of all people in the world, if he knew who was the author 1 The opening 
explauis itself: 

In our Museum galleries 

To-day I lingered o’er the prize 

Dead Greece vouchsafes to living eyes,— 

Her Art for ever in fresh wise 
From hour to hour rejoicing me. 
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Sighing I turned at last to win 
Once more the London dirt and din ; 

And as I made the swing-door spin 
And issued, they were hoisting in 
A wingid beast from Nineveh. 

A human face the creature wore. 

And hoofs behind and hoofs before. 

And flanks with dark runes fretted o’er, 

'Twas bull, ’twas mitred Minotaur, 

A dead disbowcllcd mystery : 

The mummy of a buried faith 
Stark from the charnel without scathe. 

Its wings stood for the light to bathe,— 

Such fossil cerements as might swathe 
The very corpse of Nineveh. 

His mind goes back to the ancient city of Sardanapalus, in the days 
before it smouldered into sand—when Sennacherib may have knelt within 
the idol’s shadow—when Queen Semiramis may have brought it gifts of 
zones of gold and precious spices ; and at last there conies to him the 
striking thought that the time may be 

When some may question which was first. 

Of London or of Nineveh. 

For as that Bull-god once did stand 
And watched the burial-clouds of sand. 

Till these at last without a hand 
Rose o’er his eyes, another land. 

And blinded him with destiny :— 

So may he stand again ; till now. 

In ships of unknown sail and prow. 

Some tribe of the Australian plough 
Bear him afar,—a relic now 
Of London, not of Nineveh ! 

Or it may chance indeed that when 
Man’s age is hoary among men,— 

His centuries threescore and ten,— 

His furthest childhood shall seem then 
More clear than later times may be : 

Who, finding in this desert place 
This form, shall hold us for some race 
That walked not in Christ’s lowly ways. 

But bowed its pride and vowed its praise 
Unto the God of Nineveh. 
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The smile rose first,—anon drew nigh 

The tliought: . . . Those heavy wings spread high, 

So sure of flight, which do not fly; 

That set gaze never on the sky ; 

Those scriptured flanks it cannot see ; 

Its crown, a brow-contracting load ; 

Its planted feet which trust the sod : . . . 

(So grew tlie image as I trod) : 

O Nineveh, was this thy God,— 

Thine also, mighty Nineveh ? 

In 1880 appeared a second volume. Ballads and Sonnets, of which the 
chief work is The House of Life, a hundred and one sonnets on the theme 
of love. That many of these are among the finest in the language is beyond 
dispute, but often they are overwrought and so obscure that Rossetti 
himself proposed to write an explanation of them—wliich he never did— 
and his brother William published a translation of them into prose. This 
is a defect, undoubtedly. Who requires a prose translation of the sonnets 
of Keats or Wordsworth ? But many are as clear as dewdrops, and 
“ beautiful exceedingly.” Here is a part of the fourth sonnet, Lovesight: 

O love, my love ! if I no more siiould see 
Thyself, nor on tlie eartli die sliadow of thee. 

Nor image of thine eyes in any spring,— 

How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope 
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope, 

The wind of Death’s imperishable wing ? 

And here is the whole of Body’s Beauty, wliich is a description of his own 
painting, “ Lady Lilcth ” ; 

Of Adam’s first wife, Lilidi, it is told 

(The witch he loved before the gift of Eve) 

'I'hat, ere the snake’s, her sweet tongue could deceive. 

And her enchanted hair was the first gold. 

And still she sits, young while die earth is old. 

And, subtly of herself contemplative. 

Draws men to watch the bright web she can weave. 

Till heart and body and life arc in its hold. 

The rose and poppy arc her flowers ; for where 
Is he not found, O Lilith, whom shed scent 
And soft-shed kisses and soft sleep shall snare ? 

Lo ! as that youth’s eyes burned at thine, so went 
Thy spell dirough him, and left his straight neck bent 
And round his heart one strangling golden hair. 
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The picture of Lady Lilith is, like all his paintings, a glowing mass of 
colour. He was, in poetry, a disciple of Keats, the greatest colourist in 
literature. Most curious, therefore, is it to observe that his verse has hardly 
any colour in it anywhere ! 

Rossetti wrote some charming songs, which have been often set to 
music. One of the sweetest is A Neiv-Year’s Burden : 

Along the grass sweet airs are blown 
Our way this day in Spring. 

Of all die songs that we nave known 
Now which one shall we sing ? 

Not that, iny love, ah no !— 

Not this, iny love ? why, so !— 

Yet both were ours, but hours will come and go. 

The branches cross above our eyes, 

Tlie skies arc in a net: 

And what’s the diing beneath the skies 
We two would most forget ? 

Not birth, my love, no, no,— 

Not death, my love, no, no,— 

The love once ours, but ours long hours ago. 

We must not leave Rossetti’s work witliout glancing at his ballads, 
which contain some of his very finest work, but which cannot easily be 
quoted. The King’s Tragedy tells the story of Catherine Douglas thrusting 
her arm into the staple of the door to keep out the assassins of King Janies. 
Sister Helen relates how a forsaken girl melts a wax figure of her false lover 
so that he wastes away and dies. Rose Mary, the longest, and on the whole 
the finest, describes how another girl sees within a magic crystal an ambush 
waiting for her knight. She warns him not to take that road, but she is 
unaware that the crystal can only be read rightly by a stainless virgin, 
and she herself has tripped a little in the ways of love. Her young 
knight takes another road, rides straight into the ambush, and is 
slain. 

In the year following the publication of Ballads and Sonnets Rossetti’s 
health, which had long been failing, owing in part to the free use of chloral, 
broke down entirely. He died at Birchington on April 9, 1882, and was 
buried in the little churchyard by the sea. 

Was Rossetti greater as a painter, or, as he himself considered, as a 
poet ? There are some who find it hard to say. Yet that charmed book 
of verses, that volume of a thousand visions, called up, as by a wizard’s 
music, from “ the shores of old romance ! ”—for ourselves, we should 
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be slow to change it even for that gorgeous gallery of dreamy women 
with faces of unearthly beauty, gazing from bowers of blossom, reading 
strange lore in magic crystals, touching their lutes to unknown melodies, 
or drawing long combs of silver through their locks of golden flame. 

Christina Rossetti, the younger sister of the painter-poet, was bom 
two years after him, in 1830. She passed a quiet and secluded life—she 
was for many years devoted to her mother—and she never married, for, 
although two suitors sought her hand, one of them was a Roman Catholic 
and the other a free-thinker, so that, being a woman of intense religious 
views, she sent them both away. Poetry was with her a kind of mother- 
tongue. Almost literally it might be said of her that she lisped in numbers. 
“ Writing poetry,” said Victor Hugo, “ is either easy or else impossible.” 
“ If poetry,” said Keats, “ comes not as naturally as the leaves to a tree it 
had better not come at all.” The maxim is by no means one of universal 
truth—her brother’s poems, for example, Uke those of Horace and of 
Wordsworth, came to him only with agony and tears of blood—but it 
is the simple truth about Christina’s. With far more verity than Tennyson 
she might have written : 

I do but sing because I must, 

And pipe but as the linnets sing. 

And her songs are simple, dulcet, and translucent beyond those of almost 
all the singers of her time. 

In 186a appeared her first volume. Goblin Market and other Poems, and 
three years later The Prince’s Progress, both with illustrations by Rossetti. 
The poems which give their titles to these volumes are two ballads. Goblin 
Market tells the story of two girls who meet a band of gobUn folk beside 
a forest stream, and buy, at the price of a golden lock of hair, a heap of 
magic fruits ; one of the girls eats of them—the other dares not—and, 
later, wastes and wanes away ; her sister, though in terror, ventures again 
to meet the goblin men, and wins from them an antidote which brings 
the dying girl to life. The Prince’s Progress tells how a prince sets out, 
alone, to meet his bride, who has long been pining for him in her lonely 
palace—how his progress is delayed ; first by a milkmaid who is a kind 
of witch ; next by an old man in a cavern who is boiling an elixir, who 
compels the prince to blow his bellows, and who at last falls dead beside 
the cauldron ; and then by a mountain-ilood which nearly drowns him— 
so that when at length he comes in sight of the palace of his bride, he meets 
her funeral coming from the gates. Weary of waiting, she has pined to 
death. There are some who take this poem as a kind of allegory of life. 
It is a work of exquisite poetic beauty, and that is enough for us. 
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These poems, which are her longest, are not well fitted for quotation— 
they must be read throughout. But almost any of her songs will serve to 
show her gift in its perfection. Here is one—and for our purpose one is as 
good as many : 

When I am dead, my dearest. 

Sing no sad songs for me ; 

Plant thou no roses at my head. 

Nor shady cypress tree : 

Be the green grass above me 

With showers and dewdrops wet : 

And if thou wilt, remember. 

And if thou wilt, forget. 


I sh.ill not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain ; 

I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain : 

And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set, 

Haply I may remember. 

And haply may forget. 


§6 

EDWARD RTZGERALD 

Edward Fitzgerald was born in 1809, the son of a country squire, who 
left him ample means to live according to his liking. He chose to pass 
his days in rustic soUtude, far from the madding crowd, a kind of dreamy 
hermit, a vegetarian who, in the phrase of his friend Tennyson, “ hved 
on milk and meal and grass.” He wrote a multitude of books, but all are 
half forgotten, with the exception of that single poem which has made 
his name immortal. He was forty-four when he began to render into 
English the Rubi'iyit of Omar Khayyam, die poet-astronomer of Persia— 
like himself a lounger in the flowery ways of life. For years on end he 
worked upon it, and finally submitted it to the editor of the Fortnightly 
Review, who kept it for a year and then returned it to the author. He had 
it printed in 1859 at his own expense, but, as it had no sale whatever, he 
bestowed the copies as a gift on Bernard Quaritch, the bookseller, who 
first reduced the price from five shillings to half a crown, then to a shilling, 
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and finally to a penny in the box outside his shop. By a rare stroke of 
fortune Rossetti bought a copy, and, bursting with enthusiasm, sent all 
his friends to buy it. Swinburne became the owner of four copies. And 
so the book began to sell. It is a curious thought that but for Rossetti’s 
lucky dip, one of the gems of English poetry might have become lost for 
ever. Is there such another volume among the penny-boxes of to-day ? 

The quahdes that have made the little work so famous, apart from 
the supreme beauty of the vene, are, first, its ever-popular philosophy of 
life, which is simply that of Herrick’s song, “ Gather ye rosebuds while 
ye may ” ; and secondly, the glow and colour of its oriental scenes, from 
the hour when morning strikes the sultan’s palace with a shaft of light 
to the glamour and magic of the wizard twilight, when a low large moon 
is hanging over perfumed gardens, where the guests, with wine-cup and 
rosy garlands, sit “ star-scattered ” on the grass. 

Tennyson considered this to be the best translation ever made, alike 
in music, form, and colour. Here are some of the stanzas in which, like 
all lovers of great poetry, he especially delighted : 

Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of ^ring 
Your Winter-garment of Repentance mug : 

The Bird of Time has but a litde way 
To flutter—and the Bird is on die Wing. 

A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow ! 

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 

The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep : 

And Bahrim, that great Hunter—the Wild Ass 
Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep. 

Yet ah, diat Spring should vanish with the Rose ! 

That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close ! 

The Nightingale that in the branches sang. 

Ah whence, and whidier flown again, who knows ! 

Would but some wingM Angel ere too late 
Arrest the yet unfolded Roll of Fate, 

And make the stern Recorder otherwise 
Enregister, or quite obliterate ! 

Ah Love ! could you and I with Him conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire. 

Would not we shatter it to bits—and then 
Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desire ! 
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Yon rising Moon that looks for us again— 

How oft hereafter will she wax and wane : 

How oft hereafter rising look for us 
Through this same Garden—and for one in vain ! 

And when like her, oh Siki, you shall pass 
Among the Guests star-scattered on the grass. 

And in your joyous errand reach the spot 
Where I made One—turn down an empty glass ! 

As a translator of six dramas by Calderon, of AEschylus’s Agamemnon, 
and of the two CEdipus plays of Sophocles, he was no less brilliantly 
successful. His own original poems had appeared as early as 1849. 


§7 

MATTHEW ARNOLD 

Matthew Arnold (1822-1888), who Ues buried at Lalcham, his birtliplace, 
beside his beloved Thames, was a poet who never won, nor indeed sought, 
popularity ; and, likely enough, never will be. But upon many minds 
of his time and men of the kind tliat, in his own opinion, counted for 
most, his muse laid a spell that, passed on to another generation, is now 
never likely to be broken. In comparison with Tennyson and Browning 
he wrote little. In middle life he turned to become a prose-writer, and 
his prose challenges Newman’s for lucidity, tliought, and charm—there 
can be no higher praise. The fount of poetry never flows superabundantly 
in him, and in later years (as he quite honestly confessed) its channel dried. 
But the spring-water, while it lasted, ran limpidly, and if not 

Gaily as the sparkling Thames, 

yet with an occasional rare effervescence, now of youth and anon of 
medicinal salt. 

Educated, after a brief trial of Winchester, at Rugby, under his father— 
the famous Dr. Thomas Arnold—he proceeded to Balhol College, Oxford, 
in 1841. At Rugby he had written a prize poem in Alaric at Rome, and 
he repeated this success by winning the Newdigate Prize with a poem on 
Cromwell; missed his First Class at Oxford somewhat unaccountably, but 
atoned for this with an Oriel Fellowship—at that time the most justly 
envied of University honours. He remained at Oxford, however, but a 
short while ; after an interval of schoolmastering he became private secretary 
to Lord Lansdowne, the President of the Council for Education, and was 
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by him appointed, in 1851, an inspector of schools—a post in which for 
thirty-five years he conscientiously laboured with an intelligence which, 
at the time too seldom recognised, has been the late parent of many reforms 
and will come to be claimed for ancestor by many more. He died at the 
age of sixty-five of heart-failure, suddenly; a man (as the saying is) 
younger than his years, of fine presence, distinguished manners ; cheerful 
in company ; a little stiff, but in no wise ostentatious ; above all, a good 
friend. 

In the course of this somewhat uneventful life Arnold came under two 
compelling influences, both of which he repaid with piety; and (apart 
from his official tasks) left two indeUble marks on his time. For the first 
influence—in school and Oxford days young Matthew customarily spent 
a great part of his vacations at Fox How near Grasmere, a house which 
his father had taken to refresh himself after the monotonous country around 
Rugby ; and here, among the fells and streams of the Lake Country, he 
grew up under the thoughtful spell of Wordsworth, whose best interpreter 
he lived to become ; to see Nature with Wordsworth’s eyes and listen 
to her voices with Wordsworth’s car. 

For the second, Matthew Arnold was, as Lis been hinted, by nature 
a true friend; and at Oxford he had found one, Arthur Hugh Clough, 
a fellow-Rugbcian, and by two or tlirce years his senior, whom he adored 
and lived to immortalise. 

To this friendship with Clough Arnold dedicated his two famous 
elegies. The Scholar-Gipsy and, more ceremonially, Thyrsis. In the first 
he chants against 

This strange disease of modem life 
Witli its sick hurry, its divided aims; 

but in the second his friend is lifted with the shepherd Daphnis, to look 
down into this unquiet world from the sill of the immortal gates. 

On the whole, Thyrsis is tlie height of his descriptive achievement. 
The lines to the cuckoo, which are a fair specimen, are of a beauty not 
excelled by anything by Tennyson, nor indeed of any other poet, except 
Keats : 

So, some tempestuous mom in early June, 

When the year’s primal burst of bloom is o’er. 

Before tlie roses and the longest day— 

When garden-walks, and all the grassy floor, 

Witli blossoms, red and white, of fallen May, 

And chestnut-flowers are strewn— 

So have I heard the cuckoo’s parting cry. 

From the wet field, through the vext garden-trees. 

Come with the volleying rain and tossing breeze : 

The bloom is gone, and with the bloom go I ! 

524 



VICTORIAN POETS 


Too quick despaircr, wherefore wilt thou go ? 

Soon will the liigh Midsummer pomps come on. 

Soon will the musk carnations break and swell. 

Soon shall we have gold-dusted snapdragon, 

Sweet-William with its homely cotttge-smell, 

And stocks in fragrant bloftr; 

Roses that down tlic alleys shine afar. 

And open, jasmine-muffled lattices. 

And groups under the dreaming garden-trees. 

And the full moon, and the white evening-star. 

Arnold was wayward, perhaps a little affectedly, in issuing, revoking, 
and revising his work. In 1849 he put forth a tliin volume. The Strayed 
Reveller and other Poems by A. ; which was followed in 1852 by Empedocles 
on Etna, and other Poems, by A. In 1853 he combined these two volumes 
and put his full name on the title-page, omitting (ill-advisedly) Empedocles 
with a few minor pieces and adding some wonderful tilings— Sohrab and 
Rustiim, The Church of Broii, Requiescat, The Scholar-Gipsy. In 1855 
appeared Poems by Matthew Arnold, Second Series, and in 1858 Merope. 

But in the interval he had been elected Professor of Poetry at Oxford. 
At the expiration of his term of office, in 1862, he was re-elected for another 
five years ; and in 1865 appeared the first scries of his Essays in Criticism, a 
sufficient pedestal for anyone lower than an actual poet, and an actual 
poet of a very high order. That Arnold a hundred years hence will occupy 
the height by right, is disputed by some, and there—since none of us will 
be there to check our prophecies—the question may be left. But in the 
meanwhile it is true to say, with the late Herbert Paul {Matthew Arnold, 
Enghsh Men of Letters Series) : “ Arnold did not merely criticise books 
himself. He taught others how to criticise them. He laid down principles, 
if he did not always keep the principles he laid down. Nobody, after 
reading Essays in Criticism, has any excuse for not being a critic.” Matthew 
Arnold’s was a wistful wisdom, between doubt and faith, which came 
home, as it does still, to many perplexed but not despairing spirits. He was 
the poet, indeed, of the profbundcr hesitations and inmost misgivings of 
his age. Witness the stern yet beautiful melancholy of his Dover Beach, in 
which the soft dirge of the waves makes him reflect: 

The Sea of Faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d ; 

But now 1 only hear 

Its melancholy long withdrawing roar. 

Retreating to the breath 

Of the night-wind down die vast edges drear 

And naked shingles of the world. 
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Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another ! for the world which seems 

To lie behind us like a Jand of dreams. 

So various, so beautiful, so new. 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light. 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain ; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and fight. 

Where ignorant armies clash by ni^t ! 

Or, again, hear liim, in Self-dependence, compare man’s restless heart 
and broken aims with the calm, unwavering ministry of the stars, and of 
the sea in its tidal fidelity to the universal order : 

Unaffrighted by the silence round them, 

Undistracted by the sights they see. 

These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympathy. 

And with joy the stars perform their shining, 

And the sea its long moon-silver’d roll; 

For self-poised they live, nor pine witli noting 
All the fever of some differing soul. 

Bounded by tliemsclves, and unregardful 
In what state God’s other works may be. 

In their own tasks all their powers pouring. 

There attain the mighty life you see. 

O air-bom voice ! long since, severely clear, 

A cry like thine in my own heart I hear ; 

“ Resolve to be tlwself; and know tliat he 
Who finds himself, loses his misery.” 

It is the message of Marcus Aurelius in other tones and times : “ Look 
within.” And, indeed, Arnold’s words about the sad, striving emperor- 
philosopher can be apphed without alteration to himself: “ And so he 
remains the especial friend and comforter of all clear-headed and scrupulous, 
yet pure-hearted and upward-striving men, in those ages more especially, 
that walk by sight, not by faith, but yet have no open vision. He cannot 
give such souls, perhaps, all they yearn for, but ne gives them much; 
and what he gives them, they can receive.” 
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§8 

WILUAM MORRIS, ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, COVENTRY PATMORE 

While Rossetti -was painting, and teadiing Bume-Joues to paint, under 
an influence derivative from Ruskin (a most helpful friend to these young 
enthusiasts), there came to him a young man, fresh from Oxford, who at 
once fell under the charm. This was WiUiam Morris (1834-1896), recently 
articled to George Edmund Street, designer of the London Law Courts 
and one of the martyrs of the Gothic Revival in which Ruskin headed 
many to martyrdom. Morris had taken to architecture simply because 
he loved it, and characteristically he “ appointed ” himself rather than be 
an “ art student.” But already beneath his boyish enthusiasm diere ran 
two fibres of conviction : the first that the arts could only be saved by 
going back to mediaival thoroughness and learning a workman’s use of 
material and its handUng ; the second that all arts met together in tlie 
pursuit of beauty ; and upon these, as time went on, there grew and 
increased a passionate conviction that the essential art, even of all politics 
as well as of all poetry, painting, sculpture, weaving, the designing of 
textiles, tissues, ceramics, glassware, was a craft with one single legitimate 
object—to make human life happier and diffuse joy “ in widest commonalty 
spread.” Few men ever can have been more modestly unconcerned with 
their own genius. Coming under Rossetti’s influence, he adored and was 
content to paint and learn. His companions of the Rossetti circle called 
him “ Topsy ”—probably because, like die negro-child in Uncle Tom's 
Cabin, he made no claim that Nature travailed at his birth, but simply 
“ ’spected he growed.” When he and liis “ master ” Rossetti went down 
to Oxford on their gay adventures of painting a series of frescoes for the 
Oxford Union Society, Morris was writing poetry as a child might. 
Towards the end of a day’s work Rossetti, resting on a sofa, would say, 
“ Topsy, read us one of your grinds,” and Morris, fidgeting, would blurt 
through something like this : 

Gold on her head, and gold on her feet. 

And gold where the hems of her kirtle meet. 

And a golden girdle round my sweet;— 

Ah ! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite. 

Or these lines from the Introduction to The Earthly Paradise : 

Of Heaven or Hell 1 have no power to sing, 

I caimot ease the burden of your fears, 

Or make quick-coming death a litde thing, 

Or bring again the pleasure of past years, 
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Nor for my words shall yc forget your tears. 

Or hoTC again for aught that 1 can say. 

The idle singer of an empty day. 

Dreamer of dreams, bom out of my due time. 

Why should I strive to set the crooked straight ? 

Let It suffice me that my murmuring rhyme 
Beats with light wing against the ivory gate, 

Telling a tale not too importunate 
To those who in the sleepy region stay. 

Lulled by the singer of an empty day. 

So with this Earthly Paradise it is. 

If ye will read aright, and pardon me, 

Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bhss 
Midmost the beating of the steely sea. 

Where tossed about all hearts of men must be ; 

Whose ravening monsters mighty men shall slay, 

Not the poor singer of an empty day. 

Verses such as these, and the songs in Love is Enough, prove that he 
could “ an’ he would ” have been eminent as a lyrist in an age of lyrists. 
But, having found his power in poetry, Morris (who was always a great 
man of his hands) did not shrink from great themes and mediaeval length, 
even from mediatval monotony—always decorated along its length by 
tapestried dehcacies after the manner of the gilt cowslips patterned at the 
feet of goddesses in an early Italian painting. The Life and Death of Jason 
(1867I, The Earthly Paradise (1868-1870), his story of Sigurd the Volsung 
(1877), and his translations of tlie jEneid (1876) and of the Odyssey (1887) are 
all strong sustained efforts “ at long breath ” and suggest a Chaucer of later 
times, harking back for a forward wind and strongly recovering it. In 
all that he did there was something of a grand, godlike boy in Morris : 
and he stands out, straight and large, among tlie Pre-Raphaelites as a man 
innocent of crankiness or self-advertisement; truly, utterly self-sacrificing 
and innocently great. 

Arthur Hugh Clough (1819-1861) has already been named as Arnold’s 
most intimate friend at Rugby and Oxford. Like Arnold, he gradually 
gave up the orthodoxy in wliich he had been bred. His latest biographer, 
Mr. James Insley Osborne, has aptly described him as a speciahst in intel¬ 
lectual honesty. He strove, as few young men strove, for self-knowledge 
and self-control, and for the vision and habit of duty. In one of his early 
poems he cries : 

Come back again, my olden heart ! 

1 said. Behold I perish quite, 

Unless to give me strength to start 
I make myself my rule of right. 

528 









CONTENTS 


CHAPTBB PAGI 

1 The Fi*st Books in the World .i 

U Homer .iS 

III The Story of the Bible.41 

IV The Engush Bible as Literature. 74 

V The Sacred Books of the East. 91 

VI Greek Myth and the Poets.109 

VII Greece and Rome .I2j 

VIII The Middle Aces.159 

IX The Renaissance. 188 

X WiLUAM Shakespeare, 1564-1616.205 

XI Shakespeare to Milton. 234 

XII John Milton.253 

XIII Marvell and Walton.263 

XIV John Bunyan.267 

XV Pepys, Dryden, and the Restoration Dramatists .... 273 

XVI French Literature in the Age of Louis XIV .... 286 

XVII Pope, Addison, Steele, Swift.295 

XVIII The Rise of the Novel. 314 

XIX The Eighteenth-century Poets.330 

* 

XX Dr. Johnson and ms Circle. 338 

XXI Edward Gibbon and other Eighteenth-century Prose-writers . 354 

XXII Robert Bihins. i 6 i 

XXm The Literatihie that made the Revolution. n 6 

"XXrv Goethe, Schiller, and Lessing. 3*7 

ix 













CONTENTS 


CHAPm 

XXV Wordsworth, Couridge, Southey, and Blake 

XXVI Byron, Shelley, Keats. 

XXVII Scott, Dumas, and Hugo .... 
XXVIII Early Nineteenth-century Essayists 

XXIX Victorian Poets. 

XXX Dickens and Thackeray .... 

XXXI The Victorian Novelists .... 

XXXII The New England Writers .... 
XXXIII The Nineteenth-century French Writers 

XXXIV The Great Victorians. 

XXXV Modern Writers, American and European . 

XXXVI Some Later Victorians. 

XXXVII Dramatic Literature. 

XXXVm English Poetry after Swinburne . 

XXXDC Engush Prose after Meredith 
XL Literature between the Wars 
XLI Literature since the Second World War . 
XLII Literature and the Russian Revolution 
XLIII Literaturb in the Commonwealth 


pace 

401 

425 

455 

476 

487 

535 • 

550 

562 

597 

620 

648 

690 

715 

722 

733 

752 

796 

817 

824 

833 


Index 













COLOUR PLATES 


PACING PAGE 

Ulysses and the Sikbns ”.192 

Herbert J. Draper 

Initial prom tub Winchester Bible.193 

“ The Pilgrims Riding Towards Canterbury ”.224 

Donald Craig 

The Play Scene in “ Hamlet ”.225 

Daniel Maclise, R.A. 

“ Dr. Johnson in the Ante-room of Lord Chesterhbld, Waiting 

FOR AN Audience, 1748 ”.344 

E. M. Ward, R.A. 

“ Dolly Varden ”.545 

W. P. Frith, R.A. 

Scene prom “Jane Eyre”.576 

Frederick Walker 

Edith Sitwbu.577 

Alvaro Guevara 


MONOCHROME PLATES 

PLATE BBTWBBN PAGES 

I Portion op a Tablet telung the Story op the Deluge . . 64-65 

II Homer. 

HI " The Forge op Vulcan ”.. 

Velasquez 

IV A P^GE OP THE Codex Sinajticus .. 

V “ Toarr with the Archangel ”.. 

Botricelli 

VI Erasmus . „ 

Vn The Titls-page or the Coverdale Bible.. 

vm Buddha Preaching.. 

xi 



















MONOCHROME PtATES 


PLATS B8TWEEN fAGBS 


IX 

“Castok and Pouox cabbwg ow the Daughtebs op Leucippus” 
Rubens 

I<So-l6l 

X 

Prometheus chained to the Rock ”. 

Zuber-Buhler 


XI 

*' Death op Socrates ” .. 

David 

n 

XII 

“The Fates”. 

Michael Angelo 

** • 

XDI 

“ ^Enbas at Delos ”. 

Claude 


XIV 

“ The Meeting op Dante and Beatrice **. 

Henry Holiday 

»» 

XV 

" Chaucer at the Court of Edward III ” . 

Ford Madox Brown 

” 

XVI 

“Don Quixote”. 

Daumier 


XVII 

The Droeshout Shakespeare. 

256-257 

xvni 

Sir H. Beerbohm Tree, Ellen Terry, and Mrs. Kendal in “ The 

Merry Wives of Windsor ”.• . 

From a painting by the Hon. John Collier 

»p 

XIX 

Title-page of the First Edition of Bacon’s Essays . 


XX 

“ The Bund Milton dictating ‘ Paradise Lost ’ to his 

Daughters ”. 

Munkaesy 

•• 

XXI 

“Christian Fights Apollyon”. 

William Strang 

t * 

XXII 

Title-page of the First Edition of "The Compleat Angler” 
BY IzAAK Walton. 

»» 

XXIII 

“ Lb Maiadb Imaginairb ”. 

C. R. Leslie, R.A. • 


XXIV 

“ Swift and Stella ”. 

Margaret Isabel Dieksee 

t * 

XXV 

“ Robinson Crusoe explaining the Scriptures to Friday ” 

A. Fraser 

368-369 

XXVI 

“John Gilpin passing the Bell, Edmonton” .... 
H. Htzcook 

;• 














PtATB 

MONOCHROME PLATES 

BETWEEN PAGES 

XXVII 

“Johnson, Goldsmith and Boswell at the Mitee Tavern 
E yre Crowe, A.R.A. 

” . 368 - 3 fi 9 

xxvni 

“Tam o’ Shantbr”. 

John Barnet 

• 

XXIX 

“Voltaire”. 

Houdon 

. 

• XXX 

“ Rougbt db L’Islb singing The Marseillaise ” 

Pils 

. 

XXXI 

** Faust and Mbphistophblbs *’. 

Jacomin 


XXXII 

Tell’s Fught. 


XXXIII 

" The Happy Warrior ”. 

G. F. WAtts, R.A. 

44S-449 

XXXIV 

An Illustration for “ The Ancient Mariner ” . 

Gustave Dor^ 

■’ 

XXXV 

“ Don Juan ”. 

Charles Ricketts 


XXXVI 

“ Lorenzo and Isabella ”. 

• 

Millais 

. 

XXXVII 

“ The Burning of Shelley’s Body 

Loi^is Edward Fournier 

. 

XXXVIII 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel ” .... 

R. Beavis 

. 

XXXIX 

“ Quasimodo ”. 

Wiertz 

. 

XL 

“ Charles Lamb, 1819 ”. 

G. F. Joseph 

■ 

XLI 

“ The Lady op Shalott ” . . ... 

•John William Waterhouse 

528-529 

XLII 

“ The Pied Piper op Hamelin ” . . . . 

James Elder CJiristic 

• 

xtni 

" Algernon Charles Swinburne ”... 

G. F. Watts, R.A. 


XLIV 

“ Lady Liuth ”... 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 

xiii 

• 







FOKBWOKD 


chances. One opportunity for drastic revision occurred in 1950 when the 
whole work was cast into a new format and the type reset. We were still 
then in the unstable post-war years—indeed, we are there yet—but the 
shapes were crystallising a little. As Editor I seized the opportunity of 
making some changes of emphasis, and in subsequent revisions, including 
this present one, have continued to do so. There is also a continual movement 
to record as established writers pass away, and new reputations arc made. 

Whatever is new, however, in judgment or fact, wliatevcr is added or 
changed, the method and function of the Outline remain what tltey were 
when first it appeared : to give the reader a summary of tlie literature 
created by the greatest writers of all times, and to place their work in some 
historical perspective as part of an abiding tradition. Perhaps we should 
qualify this by the admission that comparatively more space has been given 
to the work of contemporary or near-contemporary writers than to the 
great classics of the past ; but this is based on the assumption that lovers of 
literature will themselves be disproportionately concerned with the books 
and authors of their own period. 

To these ends, I believe, all who have worked on this Outline since 
first John Drinkwatcr gave it form would subscribe. It is a record of 
fact and of^aith. Perhaps we could best express that faith in those words 
of Francis Bacon when, speaking of books, he says they are : “ As ships 
which pass through the vast seas of time and make ages so distant to partici¬ 
pate in the wisdom, illuminations and inventions the one of the other,” or 
in that more recent word written by H. G. Wells: “ Literature is about 
life. It is addressed to you personally. So all good books ought to leave 
you different about life.” 

In that belief we present again The Outline of Literature. 


HORACE SHIPP 
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FOREWORD 


A n Outline of Literature properly to fulfil its purpose must itselt be 
literature. It must convey not only the facts, the names, the dates, 
‘‘the relationships, of books and bookmen, but also the glow and 
enthusiasm imparted by lovers of fine writing who can breathe into the 
dry bones of their subject the veritable breath of life. None knew better 
how to%do this than the original editor and creator of this book : John 
Drinkwater. Himself a poet, dramatist, essayist, biographer, scholar and 
man of letters in the fullest sense of that term, he appreciated the fine quality 
of other men’s writings and understood the craftsmansliip wliich gave them 
that quality. In his hands there was no danger of an Outline of Literature 
becoming merely catalogue or factual textbook on the one hand, or vague 
and unbalanced panegyric on the other. Whatever has happened by way 
of revision in the intervening years this Outline has always remained 
fundamentally true to that original conception. 

In those first days some specialised phases of the work were entrusted 
to men whose scholarship and enthusiasm for their particular subjects gave 
the work the highest authority even at the cost of some loss of synthesis 
in the style of the writing. Those with experience in these things may, 
therefore, detect in certain chapters the distinctive note which, say, Granville 
Barker, that great Shakespearean, brings to a detailed study of the immortal 
plays; or, in the chapter on Dickens and Thackeray, may warm to the 
paradoxical style of G. K. Chesterton, whose brilliant word-play was a 
veliicle for so much solid truth. Others, too, contributed special and 
valuable studies in their own fields of Biblical, Classical, or Modern Litera¬ 
ture : or, as edition succeeded edition, added fresh material to bring the 
-work up-to-date. For literature is not a dead thing. Despite wars and 
revolutions and all the changes and chances of our swiftly moving society, 
it goes on, even adapts itself to these very changes and so expresses the 
restless human striving which causes them, as well as the eternal human 
spirit which lies behind all our living. 

Even our knowledge of the long-estabUshed htcrature of the world is 
subject to subde change as scholars and historians work upon it. Who 
would have imagined, for instance, that anything new could be added to 
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the literary history of the association of Boswell with Johnson ? Yet the 
discovery in recent years of enormous masses of Boswell’s papers and 
writings in two houses in Scotland bids fair entirely to revise our estimates 
and Judgments of Boswell and his circle. 

So this Outline has been kept up-to-date since Drinkwater’s death by 
careful revision as nearly as possible in the vein of his original. When, there¬ 
fore, this task of further revision came into my hands it was the literary 
happenings of the obscure war years and those of the after-war confusion 
which had to be added. During that dark night of the soul of our civilisa¬ 
tion there had been an almost complete changing of the familiar landmarks 
of literature. Authors had died or gone into exile ; libraries and publishing 
houses had perished ; totalitarianism in many countries had closed down 
upon that freedom of writing for which John Milton once pleaded so 
eloquently ; a world shortage of paper and printing facilities had put 
many of the world’s most famous books out of print, and had fallen 
like a blight upon new creative writing. More than this, public interest 
and taste had changed under the compelling power of the political stresses 
of a world in flux : the novel had declined ; the documentary record of 
the thrilling events of contemporary life and the political book had taken 
its place. Of the great figures of the Edwardian era only Shaw remained 
with us; and the years of the war and those first febrile years of the uneasy 
peace had not been propitious for the establishment of new reputations. 

Actually, however, the situation made more than ever necessary the 
re-publication of the Outline. A whole generation was in danger of 
growing up without realising the wonder of our heritage of literature, 
since the classics of that literature were no longer in the schools, the 
libraries, or the shops as they had been before the war. Happily, as printing 
and pubhshing again got slowly under way, this desperate situation began 
to be remedied. The classics began to reappear; the schools, librarief 
and shops to refurnish their depleted shelves. Broadcasting, too, played 
an important rdle as godparent to half-forgotten classics and made vast 
new publics aware of their existence. 

In the production of books we are now back to something like normal. 
They are, of course, more expensive in an inflationary world, but less so 
than most other commodities despite tremendous advances in the cost of 
production. 

The Outline has endeavoured to keep step with these changes and 
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waste-paper, we should probably find a great many Pickwick Papers without 
Pickwick. There was then a vast amount of broad farce of the type of 
Jack Bragg or Verdant Green ; the point is that Dickens could write the 
same broad farce so that it was also fine comedy. Take any one out of a 
hundred illustrations from Pickwick alone. Dickens was only tliere to 
illustrate his own illustrator. But no sooner were the stock characters 
settled for him than he began to unsettle them. They began to take on 
shapes more fantastic than those of mere farce ; and men were almost 
astonished to find that something which was professedly comic was also 
profoundly funny. The element which entered here is indescribable ; 
but the description of it would be a description of Dickens. It can only 
be suggested, not by description, but by example. Mr. Dowlcr in Pickwick 
is in his original outline a very conventional comic figure. Numberless 
novek and plays have presented the swollen figure of the bully, swaggering 
across the stage only to end in some collapse of cowardice. We arc all 
familiar with the fire-eating major in a three-act farce, who damns and 
swears with the monotony of a machine-gun. Dowler is quite as noisy ; 
but it is not in his noise that we hear the unique note which is Dickens’s. 
It is a sort of sudden and unexpected moderation, an air of abrupt com¬ 
posure and lucidity, a hush before the storm which raises the whole horrible 
absurdity high into a sort of seventh heaven of humour. Consider the 
artistic quality of this paragraph, in which Mr. Dowlcr first refers to his 
wife. 

“ You shall,” replied Dowler, “ she shall know you. She shall esteem you. 
I courted her under singular circumstances. I won her through a rash vow. 
Thus. I saw her; Ilovedher; I proposed; she refused me.—‘You love another?’ 
—‘ Sparc my blushes.’—‘ I know him ? ’—‘ You do.’—‘ Very good, if he remains 
here I’ll skin him ! ’ ” „ . ,. 

“ Lord bless me ! ” exclaimed Mr. Pickwick involuntarily. “ Did you skin 
the gendeman, sir ? ” enquired Mr. Winkle with a very pale face. 

‘"l wrote him a note. I said it was a painful thing. And so it was.” 

“ Certainly,” interposed Mr. Winkle. 

“ I said I had pledged my word as a gentleman to skin him. My character 
was at stike. I had no alternative. As an officer in His Majesty’s Service, I was 
bound to do it. I regretted the necessity, but it must be done. He was open to 
conviction. He saw that the rules of the service were imperative. He fled. 
I married her. Here’s the coach. That’s her head.” 

Nobody will get anywhere near the inspiration of that pas.sagc by 
classifying Dowler with a lot of low-comedy characters. It is entirely 
by a new breath of genius that the stuffed figure of the stage bully begins 
to move ; begins, still more unexpectedly, to stand still; to pause, ponder, 
to question himself about the gravity and delicacy of the task of skinning 
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another gentleman, under the compulsion of etiquette and good form. 
It is that sudden sobriety ofDowler that marks the imaginative inspiration 
or intoxication of Dickens. Dowlcr may be an invention as insanely 
impossible as his scheme for skinning a rival in Bath; but be is not a 
mechanical invention. He is not a machine-gun like the major who 
explodes with oaths like shots, at the same recurrent intervals. He is an 
imaginative creation, and has his own life, if it be the life of griffins and 
gobuns; a life with its own variations, pauses, changes of tone, and halts 
of hesitation or distraction. 

But as in Dowlcr, so in every one of the Dickens types there is originality 
in the detail even when there is comparative dullness in the design. There 
may be any number of shabby swindlers in fiction ; but there is only one 
who said, after unsuccessful attempts to borrow five shillings and half a 
crown, “ Why, then we come to the ridiculously small sum of eighteen- 
pence.” There may be any number of burlesques of blighted love in 
literature and journalism, but there was only one man who said, “ I never 
loved a dear gazelle to charm me with its soft brown eye, but when it 
came to know me well, and loved me, it was sure to go and marry a 
market-gardener.” There may be any number of small henpecked hus¬ 
bands in conventional comic writing ; but only one ever had to listen to 
his wife’s description of a tall admirer in early days, ending with her 
father’s deep-voiced prophecy “ This will end in a little man.” Common¬ 
place comedy is full of drunkards ; but there never was but one drunkard 
inspired by heaven to ask Mrs. Todgers for her ideal of a wooden leg ; 
it is full of jealous husbands, but there was but one voice that could greet 
a guest at breakfast by saying “ Serpent! ” in the deep and hollow tones 
of Mr. Pott; it is fidl of foolish and extravagant dandies, but only one 
of them ever brought a horse with head, legs, and tail, all of the demdest 
beauty. It is in the management and treatment of these traditional jokes 
that Dickens shows his originaUty ; it is in the little touches that his genius 
is really gigantic. We sometimes expect them to be old types, but we 
always find that they are new ones. It is exactly these fine shades in Dickens 
which are generally missed by the fastidious, who profess to despise 
Dickens and to devote themselves to fine shades. He is really more subtle 
than such critics expect him to be; for he brings such subtleties out of 
very crude simplicities. Anybody can make fun of tragic characters or 
tragic conditions ; generally speaking, one cannot make fun of anything 
else. But Dickens did achieve a stranger triumph in the traditional art 
of his time. He made comic characters comic. 

The transition from the traditional to the individual humour is of course 
motie characteristic of his earlier than his later work ; for his later work 
is unmistakably individual. By the time he had finished Pickwick it was 
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already impossible that so creative an artist should ever again fill up any 
dcsi^ but his own. And, indeed, the design of his next novel, Oliver Twist, 
was in every possible way the contrary to the design of Pickwick. But it is 
in that vein of horror which ran parallel in him to the vein of humour; 
and which is perhaps the next best and brightest of his particular talents. 
Even here, however. Bumble is something more than the beadle whom 
anyone could see outside the church-door, and the Artful Dodger is some¬ 
thing more than the guttersnipe whom everybody secs in the gutter. 
The Old Curiosity Shop is brightened by the presence of Mr. Swiveller, 
whose poetical allusions are of an inspired appropriateness and inappro¬ 
priateness ; a very Glorious Apollo. But Mr. Chuebter is almost as good 
as Mr. Swiveller, though Mr. Chuckster only appears once or twice for 
two or three minutes in tlie whole course of the book. And this brings 
us to that quahty of procreative fertility and multiplicity wliich is already 
noted in Pickwick, and which macks all these earlier books if possible more 
unmistakably than the later ones. The miracle of Dickens is that all the 
men who are the machinery of the story are men and not macliincs. We 
may not be able to beheve in them, but we are forced to imagine them ; 
and above all we are forbidden to forget them. In the s.ame sense in which 
we know Sam Weller we know the surly groom who appears for a moment 
offering {for the sum of half a crown) to knock off the head of Sam Weller ; 
in the same way in wliich we know Mr. Skimpolc we know the hard- 
headed person called Coavinses who calls once to arrest Mr. Skiinpole ; 
in the same sense in which Mr. Pecker is credible, Mr. Pecker’s clerk is 
credible. Perhaps the right word is not credible ; but rather incredibly real. 

One way of testing tliis quahty in Dickens is to read any good novel, 
and notice how much of it is necessarily left colourless where Dickens 
would have put in the colour of character, if we call it only the colour of 
caricature. We think it quite natural that some young man of fashion hkc 
Pendennis should pay off a cab and go about his own affairs ; but in 
Dickens we should very probably have had one brief beautiful glimpse 
of the cabman and his affairs. We think it reasonable that some aristocrat 
hke Sir Willoughby Pattemc should have a valet or a gamekeeper ; but 
in Dickens he would very likely have had a Uving valet and an everlasting 
gamekeeper. We might have made the acquaintance, or even the friend¬ 
ship, of the man who blacked the boots of Archdeacon Grantley or the 
man who cut the hair of Daniel Dcronda. I do not suggest that these 
other great works have not their own equally unique and unapproachable 
merits ; I only say that this merit of Dickens is unique and unapproachable. 
But there b another way of testing tlie trutli which is yet more convenient 
in illustrating the contrast. A hostile critic might say that in Dickens each 
person b not a personahty but rather a pose. But it has often happened 
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that a man has devoted his whole personality to maintaining such a pose 
And Dickens was at the least a versatile actor, who could throw himscl 
easily into a thousand such poses. More than one brilliant individual 
in modern times, has made his intellectual fortune by following out one 
vein of humour because it was individual. But Dickens was a labyrinth 
of such veins of humour and could follow them all up simultaneously. 
It might be the fashion in a whole society for a whole season to talk like 
Mr. Mantalini, and to get the richest effects out of that rococo affectation, 
rather as Mr. P. G. Wodchouse gets the richest effects out of the limp 
language of Archie. But Dickens could talk like Mr. Mantalini and talk 
like Mr. Vincent Crummies as well. It might be a literary game or joke 
to find appropriate quotations hke those of Swiveller and Micawber; 
but Dickens could play that game and twenty other games at the same 
time. Nor need the argument be merely hypothetical; in one case at 
least it is actually historical. Take, for tlie sake of argument, the case of 
the character of Skimpolc. The humour of that artistic irresponsibiUty, 
of that insolent childishness which lives for beauty alone, the fun of that 
delicate detachment from conduct, the irony of that innocent contempt 
for the Philistine ; all that Joke was worked for all it was worth by Wilde 
and the Decadents of the ’nineties. They worked the joke wittily and 
well, but it was the only joke they had. Take it at its very best; take 
the most airy incongruities of such artistic detachment out of the Green 
Carnation or The Importance of Being Earnest, and you will not find anything 
that strikes the note so exactly as the passage in which Mr. Skimpole receives 
his baker’s bill, with gentle remonstrance referring to the beauty of the 
sunshine and the flowers. “ Do not, I beseech you, interpose between 
me and a scene so sublime the absurd figure of an angry baker.” If Wilde 
had ever thought of that, he would have been proud to write it. But 
Wilde was not content merely to write it, but went on to live it; and 
threw away his life upon tliat one isolated joke. The Decadent remained 
rigid in that one particular pose of humour; and passed on his way 
despising Dickens without knowing that he was himself only one of the 
Dickens characters. He devoted himself to it like a monstrous martyr of 
evil; he followed it into the shadow of death and hell, so much was he 
resolved to take his one joke seriously. And meanwliile Dickens, having 
made that joke among a hundred othen, had forgotten it and passed on 
to new creations ; he was already writing in the next few pages about 
the widely and wildly different humour of Chadband or of Mn. Bayham 
Badger. He had already seized, in the oratory of Chadband, the root of 
something infinitely ridiculous in the very nature of the rhetorical question. 
Mr. Chadband was already asking questions which he did not want 
answered, or which he insisted on answering himself. He was already 
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